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BOOK  X.  — CHAPTER  XX. 

"  I  HAVB  just  bean  at  our  friend  Levy's,"  said  Bands], 
when  he  and  Dick  were  outside  the  streetdoor.  "  He, 
like  you,  is  full  of  politics,  —  pleasant  man,  for  the  busi- 
ness he  is  said  to  do." 

"  Well,"  said  Dick, slowly,"  I  suppose  he  u  pleasant, 
but  moke  the  beet  of  it,  and  still  —  " 

"  Still  what,  my  dear  Avenell"  (Bandal  here  for 
the  first  time  discarded  the  formal  "  mister,") 

Mb.  Atehsl.  — "  StOl  the  thing  itself  is  not  pleasant. " 

Kahdal  (with  hie  soft  hollow  laugh).  — "  Yon  mean 
bonowing  money  apon  mora  than  fire  per  cent. " 

"  Oh,  carae  the  per-centc^.  I  agree  with  Benthajn 
on  the  TJeury  Laws,  —  no  shackles  in  trade  for  me, 
whether  in  money  or  anything  ebe.  That's  not  it. 
But  when  one  owee  a  fellow  money  even  at  two  per  cent, 
and  'tie  not.  convenient  to  pay  him,  why,  somehow  or 
other,  it  makee  one  feel  small ;  it  takes  the  Britiah  liberty 
out  of  a  msjil  " 

' '  I  should  have  thought  you  more  likely  to  lend  money 
ttian  to  borrow  it." 

"  Well,  I  guess  you  are  right  there,  as  a  general  rule. 
But  I  tell  you  what  it  is,  sir;  there  is  too  great  a  mania 
for  competition  getting  up  in  tiiis  old  rotten  country  of 
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011TB.  I  am  as  liberal  as  most  men.  I  like  competition 
to  a  certain  extent,  but  there  is  too  much  of  it,  sir,  —  too 
much  of  it. " 

Randal  looked  Bad  and  convinced.  But  if  Leonard 
had  heaid  Dick  Avenel,  what  would  have  been  his 
amaze T  Dick  ATenel  rail  against  competition!  Thluh 
there  could  be  too  much  of  it!  Of  course,  "  heaven  and 
earth  are  coming  together,"  eaid  the  spider,  when  the 
housemaid's  broom  invaded  its  cobweb.  Dick  was  all 
for  sweeping  away  other  cobwebs;  but  he  certainly 
thought  heaven  and  earth  coming  together  when  he  saw 
a  g^eat  Turk's-head  besom  poked  up  at  his  own. 

Mr.  Avenel,  in  his  genius  for  speculation  and  improve- 
ment, had  established  a  foctoiy  at  Screwstown,  the  first 
which  had  ever  eclipsed  Uie  church  spire  with  its  Titanic 
chimney.  It  succeeded  weU  at  first.  Mr.  Avenel 
transferred  to  this  speculation  nearly  all  his  capital. 
"  Nothing,"  quoth  he,  "paid  such  an  interest.  Man- 
chester was  getting  worn  out,  —  time  to  show  what 
SciQwstown  could  do.  Nothing  like  competition." 
But  by-and-by  a  still  greater  capitalist  than  Dick  Avenel, 
finding  out  that  Screwstown  was  at  the  mouth  of  a  coal- 
mine, and  that  Dick's  profits  were  great,  erected  a  still 
ngliet  edifice,  with  a  still  taller  chimney.  And  having 
been  brought  up  to  tbe  business,  and  ipuVing  his  resi- 
dence in  the  town,  while  Dick  employed  a  foreman  and 
flourished  in  London,  this  infamous  competitor  so  man- 
aged, first  to  share,  and  then  gradually  to  sequester  the 
profits  which  Dick  had  hitherto  monopolized,  that  no 
wonder  Mr.  Avenel  thought  competition  should  have  its 
limits.  "  The  tongue  touches  where  tiie  tooth  aches," 
as  Dr.  Biccabocca  would  tell  us.  By  little  and  little  out 
juvenile  Talleyrand  (I  beg  the  elder  great  man's  pardon) 
wormed  out  from  Dick  this  grievance,  and  in  the  griev- 
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BDoe  diecovend  the  origin  of  Dick's  coimection  with  the 
money-lender. 

"  But  Levy,"  nid  Aveuel,  candidly,  "  is  a  decentdsh 
chap  in  his  way, — friendly  too.  Mrs.  A.  finds  him  use- 
ful ;  brings  some  of  your  young  highflyeia  to  her  toiriet. 
To  be  auie,  they  don't  dance,  —  stand  all  in  a  row  at  the 
door,  like  mutes  at  a  funeraL  Not  but  what  they  have 
been  uncommon  civil  to  me  lat«ly,  —  Speodquick  par- 
ticularly. By-the-by,  I  dine  with  him  to-morrow.  The 
aristocracy  are  behindhand,  —  not  smart,  sir,  not  up  to 
the  mark;  but  when  a  man  knows  how  to  take  'em,  they 
beat  the  New  Yorkers  in  good  manners.  I  'U  say  that 
for  them.     I  have  no  prejudice." 

"I  never  saw  a  man  with  leea;  no  prejudice  even 
against  Levy." 

"  So,  not  a  bit  of  it!  Every  one  says  he 's  a  Jew;  he 
says  he  'e  not.  I  don't  care  a  bnttcai  what  he  is.  Hia 
money  is  English,  —  that  'a  enough  for  any  man  of  a 
liberal  tnm  of  mind.  His  charges,  too,  are  moderate. 
To  be  sure,  he  knows  I  shall  pay  them;  only  what  I 
d<m't  like  in  bim  is  a  sort  of  way  he  haa  of  mon  eherutg 
and  my  good-fellowii^  one,  to  do  things  quite  out  of  the 
natural  way  of  that  sort  of  busineaa.  He  knows  I  have 
got  parliamentary  influence.  I  could  return  a  couple  of 
members  for  Screwstown,  and  one,  or  perhaps  two,  for 
lAusmere,  where  I  have  of  late  been  cooking  up  an  in- 
terest; and  he  dictates  to, — do,  not  dietatea,  but  tries  to 
humbug  me  into  putting  in  his  own  men.  However,  in 
one  respect  we  are  likely  to  agree.  He  says  you  want  to 
come  into  Parliament.  Yon  seem  a  smart  young  fellow; 
but  you  must  throw  over  that  stiff  red-tapist  of  yours, 
and  go  with  public  opinion ,  and  —  myself. ' ' 

"  You  are  very  kind,  Avenel;  perhaps  when  we  come 
to  uHnpore  opinions,  we  may  find  that  we  agree  entiraly. 
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still,  in  Egerton's  preaent  pocdtiou,  delicacy  to  turn — ■ 
however,  we  '11  not  diBcuaa  that  now.     But  you  really 
think   I   might  come    in  for  Lanemere,  —  against  the 
L'EatiaDgeintoreat,  too,  which  must  be  strong  there ! " 
"  It  UTos  very  strong, hut  I  'vesmashed  it,  I  calculate." 
"  Would  a  contest  thwe  coat  very  much !  " 
"  Well,  I  guess  you  must  come  down  with  the  ready. 
But,  as  you  say,  time  enoi^h  to  discusB  that  when  you 
have  squared  your  account  with  '  delicacy ; '  come  to  me 
then,  and  we  '11  go  into  it. " 

Bandal,  having  now  squeezed  his  orange  dry,  had  no 
desire  to  waste  his  time  in  brushing  up  the  rind  with  his 
coat-sleeve,  so  he  unhooked  his  arm  from  Avenel's,  and, 
lookingat  his  watch,  discovered  he  should  be  just  in  time 
for  an  appointment  of  the  most  uigeut  business, — 
hailed  a  cab,  and  drove  off. 

Dick  looked  hipped  and  disconsolate  at  being  left  alone  j 
he  yawned  very  loud,  to  tbe  astonishment  of  three  prim 
old-maiden  Belgntviana  who  were  passing  that  way ;  and 
then  bis  mind  began  to  turn  towards  his  factory  at 
Screwstown,  which  had  led  to  his  connection  with  the 
Baron;  and  he  thought  over  a  letter  he  had  received 
from  his  foreman  that  morning,  informing  him  that  it  was 
nunored  at  Screwstown  that  Mr.  Dyce,  his  rival,  was 
about  to  have  new  machinery  on  an  improved  principle; 
and  that  Mr.  Dyce  had  already  gone  up  to  town,  it  was 
suppoeed  with  the  intention  of  concluding  a  purcbaae  for 
a  patent  discovery  to  be  applied  to  the  new  machinery, 
and  which  that  gentleman  hod  publicly  declared,  in  the 
corn-market,  "  would  shut  up  Mr.  Avenel's  factory  be- 
fore the  year  was  out. ' '  As  this  menacii^  epistle  recurred 
to  him,  Dick  felt  his  desire  to  yawn  incontinently 
checked.  His  brow  grew  very  dark,  and  he  walked, 
with  restless  strides,  on  and  on,  till  he  found  himself  in 
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the  Strand.  He  then  got  into  ao  omnilniB,  and  pro- 
ceeded to  the  city,  wheiein  be  spent  the  rest  <d  the  day, 
looking  over  machines  and  foundriea,  and  trying  in  vain 
to  find  oat  what  diabolical  inTention  the  over-competition 
rf  Mr.  Dyoe  had  got  hold  of,  "  If,"  aaid  Dick  Avenel 
to  binuelf,  sB  he  ratumed  fretfully  homeward,  — "  if  a 
man  like  me,  who  has  done  so  much  for  British  industry 
and  goabead  principles,  ie  to  be  catawomponsly  dumped 
up  by  a  mercenary  selfish  cormorant  of  a  capitalist  like 
that  interlofong  blockhead  in  diab  breeches,  Tom  Dyce, 
all  I  can  say  is,  tiaX  the  sooner  tliis  cursed  old  country 
goee  to  the  dogs,  the  better  pleued  I  shall  be.  I  wash 
my  hands  of  it." 
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CHAPTER  XXI. 

Bajtdal'b  mind  wets  made  ap.  All  he  had  learned  in 
r^aid  to  Levy  had  confirmed  his  resolvea  or  disslpcited 
his  scmpleB.  He  had  started  from  the  improbability 
that  Peachiera  would  offer,  and  the  atill  greater  im- 
probabilitj  that  Peschiera  would  pay  >iini  ten  thousand 
pounds  for  such  information  or  aid  at  he  could  bestow 
in  furthering  the  Count's  object.  But  when  Levy  took 
such  ptopoaah  entirely  on  himaelf,  the  main  question  to 
Randal  became  ^is — Could  it  be  Levy's  interest  to 
make  bo  considerable  a  sacrifice  I  Had  the  Baron  im- 
plied only  friendly  sentimenta  as  his  motives,  Randal 
would  have  felt  sura  he  was  to  be  token  in;  but  the 
usurer's  frank  assurance  that  it  would  answer  to  him 
in  the  long-run  to  concede  to  Randal  t«rms  bo  advan- 
tageous, altered  the  case,  and  led  our  young  philosopher 
to  look  at  the  afhir  with  calm,  contemplative  eyes. 
Was  it  sufficiently  obvious  that  Levy  counted  on  an 
adequate  return!  Might  he  calculate  on  reaping  help 
by  the  bushel  if  he  sowed  it  by  the  handful)  The  re- 
sult of  Randal's  oc^tations  was,  that  the  Baron  might 
fairly  deem  himBelf  no  wasteful  sower.  In  the  first 
place,  it  was  clear  that  Levy,  not  without  reasonable 
ground,  believed  that  he  could  soon  replace,  with  ex- 
ceeding good  interest,  any  sum  ha  might  advance  to 
Randal,  out  of  the  wealth  which  Randal's  prompt  in- 
formation might  bestow  on  Levy's  client,  the  Connt, 
and,  secondly,  Randal's  self-esteem  was  immense,  and 
could  he  but  succeed  in  securing  a  pecuniary  independ- 
ence on  the  instant,  to  free  him  from  the  alow  drudgery 
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of  the  liar,  or  from  a  precarious  lelisiice  on  Audley 
Yigerton,  aa  a  poliMciao  out  of  pover,  his  convictions  of 
npid  triumph  in  public  life  were  as  strong  as  if  whis- 
pered bj  an  angel,  or  promised  hj  a  fiend.  On  snoh 
thumpha,  with  all  the  social  position  they  would  se- 
cuie,  Iiery  might  well  caicnlate  ioi  repayment  by  a 
thousand  indirect  channels.  Bandal's  sagacity  detected 
that,  through  all  the  good-natured  or  liberal  actions  as- 
cribed to  the  usurer,  Levy  had  steadily  pursued  his 
own  interests,  — he  saw  Uiat  Levy  meant  to  get  him 
into  lus  power,  and  use  his  abilities  as  instruments  for 
digging  new  mines,  in  which  Baron  Levy  would  dum 
the  right  of  large  royalties.  But  at  that  thought  Ran- 
dal's pale  lip  curled  disdainfully ;  he  ctrnfided  too  much 
in  his  own  powers  not  to  think  that  he  could  elude  the 
grasp  of  the  usurer,  whenever  it  suited  him  to  do  so. 
Thus,  on  a  survey,  all  conscience  hashed  iteelf,  —  his 
mind  rushed  buoyantly  on  to  anticipations  of  the  fu-  ' 
ture.  He  saw  the  hereditary  estates  regained, —  no 
matter  how  mortgaged;  for  the  moment  still  his  own, — 
legally  his  own;  yielding  for  the  present  what  would 
suffice  for  competence  to  one  of  few  wants,  and  freeing 
his  name  from  that  title  of  Adventurer,  which  is  so 
prodigally  given  in  rich  old  countries  to  those  who  have 
no  estates  but  their  brains.  He  thought  of  Yiolanto 
but  as  the  civilized  toader"  thinks  of  a  trifling  coin,  of  a 
glass  bead,  which  he  exchanges  with  some  barbarian 
for  gold  dust;  he  thought  of  Frank  Hazeldean  married 
to  the  foreign  woman  of  b^gared  means,  and  repute 
tiiat  had  known  the  breath  of  scandal,  —  married,  and 
living  OD  post-obit  instalments  of  the  Casino  property; 
he  thought  of  the  poor  Squire's  resentment,  —  his  ava- 
rice swept  from  the  lands  annexed  to  Rood  on  to  the 
tnoad  fields  of  Hazeldean;   he  thought  of  Avenel,  of 
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Lanemere,  of  Parlument; — with  one  hand  he  grasped 
fortune,  with  the  next  power.  '*  And  yet  I  entered  on 
life  wiUi  no  patrimony  (eave  a  ruined  ball  and  a  barren 
waste), — no  patrimony  but  knowledge.  I  have  but 
tamed  knowledge  from  books  to  men;  for  books  may 
give  fajae  after  dedtb,  but  men  give  us  power  in  life." 
And  all  the  while  he  thus  ruminated,  his  act  was  speed- 
ing his  purpose.  Though  it  was  but  in  a  miserable 
hack  cab  that  he  erected  airy  scaffoldings  round  airy 
castles,  still  the  miserable  hack  cab  was  flying  fost  to 
secure  the  first  foot  of  solid  ground  whereon  to  transfer 
the  mental  plan  of  the  architect  to  foundations  of  posi- 
tive slime  and  clay.  The  cab  stopped  at  the  door  of 
Lord  Lansmere's  house.  Bandal  had  suspected  Vio> 
lante  to  be  there;  he  resolved  to  ascertain.  Bandal 
descended  from  his  vehicle,  and  rang  the  bell.  The 
lodgfr-keeper  opened  the  great  wooden  gates, 

"  I  have  called  to  see  the  yotmg  lady  staying  hero, — 
the  foreign  youi^  lady." 

Lady  Lansmere  had  been  too  confident  of  the  secmi^ 
of  her  roof  to  condescend  to  give  any  orders  to  her  ser 
vants  with  i^atd  to  her  guest,  and  the  ktdge-keeper 
answered  direcUy ,  — 

"  At  home,  I  believe,  sir.  I  rather  think  she  is  in 
the  garden  wiUi  my  lady." 

"  I  see,"  said  Bandal.  And  he  did  see  the  form  of 
Violanto  at  a  distance.  "But,  since  she  is  walking, 
I  wlU  not  disturb  her  at  present,  I  will  call  another 
day." 

The  lodge-keeper  bowed  respectfully,  Randal  jumped 
into  his  cab — "To  Gurzon  Street,  — quiokl  " 
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CHAPTEB  XXn. 

HABI.EY  had  made  one  uotaUe  oveniglit  ia  that  appeal 
to  Beatrice's  better  and  gentler  nature,  irhich  he  in- 
trusted  to  the  advocacy  of  Leonard,  —  a  scheme  in  it- 
self very  cbaracterietic  of  Horley's  romantic  temper, 
and  either  wise  or  fooli^,  according  as  his  indulgent 
theory  of  human  idioeynciasies  in  general,  and  of  those 
peculiar  to  Beatrice  di  Negra  in  especial,  was  the  dream 
of  an  enthusia^,  or  the  inductlTe  conclnaton  of  a  sound 
philosopher. 

Harley  had  warned  Leonard  not  to  fall  in  love  with 
the  Italian,  —  he  had  forgotten  to  worn  the  Italian  not 
to  fall  in  love  with  Leonard ;  nor  had  he  ever  anticipated 
tiie  probahility  of  that  event.  This  is  not  to  be  very 
much  wondered  at;  for  if  there  be  anything  on  which 
the  most  sensible  men  are  dull-eyed,  where  those  eyes 
are  not  lighted  by  jealoosy,  it  is  as  to  the  probabUities 
of  another  male  creature  being  beloved.  All,  the  least 
vain  of  the  whiskered  gender,  think  it  prudent  to  guard 
themselves  against  being  too  irresistible  to  the  fair  sex ; 
and  each  says  of  his  friend,  "  Good  fellow  enough,  but 
the  last  man  for  that  woman  to  fall  in  love  with!  " 

But  certainly  there  appeared  on  the  surface  more  than 
ordinary  cause  for  Harley's  blindness  in  the  special  in- 
stance of  Leonard. 

Whatever  Beatrice's  better  qualities,  she  was  generally 
esteemed  worldly  and  amUtious.  She  was  pinched  in 
drcumstances;  she  was  luxurious  and  extravagant:  how 
was  it  likely  that  she  could  distinguish  any  aspirant  of 
&e  humble  lorth  and  fortunes  of  Qie  young  peasant 
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ftutbort  Afl  a  coquette,  ehe  might  tiy  to  win  Ub  admi- 
lation,  and  attract  his  fancy;  but  her  own  heart  would 
surely  be  guarded  in  the  triple  mail  of  pride,  poverty, and 
the  conTentional  opinions  of  the  world  in  which  ehe  lived. 
Had  Harley  thought  it  posaible  that  Madame  di  "Negm 
could  Btoop  below  her  station,  and  love,  not  wisely,  but 
too  well,  be  would  rather  have  thought  that  the  object 
would  be  eome  brilliant  adventurer  of  faahion, — some 
one  who  coidd  turn  against  herself  all  the  aits  of  deliber- 
ate fascination,  and  all  the  experience  beetowed  by  fre- 
qnent  conquest.  One  eo  simple  as  Leonard,  —  so  young 
and  BO  new!  Harley  L'Bstrange  would  have  smiled  at 
himself  if  the  idea  of  that  image  eubjugating  the  ambi- 
tious woman  to  the  disinterested  love  of  a  village  maid 
had  once  crossed  his  mind.  Nevertheless,  so  it  was,  and 
precisely  from  those  causes  which  would  have  seemed  to 
Harley  to  forbid  the  weakness. 

It  was  that  fresh,  pure  heart;  it  was  that  simple,  ear- 
neat  sweetness;  it  was  that  contrast  in  look,  in  tone,  in 
sentiment,  and  in  reasonings,  to  all  that  had  jaded  and 
disgnsted  her  in  tiie  circle  of  her  admirers;  it  was  all  this 
that  captivated  Beatrice  at  the  first  inl«rview  with  Leon- 
ard. Here  was  what  she  had  confessed  to  the  sceptical 
Bandal  she  had  dreamed  and  sighed  for.  Her  earliest 
youth  had  passed  into  abhorrent  marri^e,  without  the 
soft,  innocent  crisis  of  human  life,  —  virgin  love.  Hany 
a  wooer  might  have  touched  her  vanity,  pleased  her 
fancy,  excited  her  ambition,  —  het  heart  had  never  been 
awakened:  it  woke  now.  The  world,  and  the  years  that 
the  world  had  wasted,  seemed  to  fleet  away  as  a  cloud. 
She  was  as  if  restored  to  the  blush  and  the  sigh  of 
youth,  —  the  youth  of  the  Italian  maid.  As  in  the  res- 
toration of  our  golden  age  ia  the  spell  of  poetry  with  us 
all,  so  such  was  the  spell  of  the  poet  himself  on  her. 
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Oh,  bow  exquisite  was  that  brief  episode  in  tbe  life  of 
the  woman  palled  witii  the  "  hack  nghts  and  sounds  " 
of  worldly  life!  How  etrangely  happy  were  thoee  honra, 
wben,  lured  on  by  her  silent  sympathy,  the  young  scholar 
apoke  of  his  early  struggles  between  circumstance  and 
impulse,  musing  amidst  the  Sowen,  and  hearkening  to 
the  fountain;  or  of  his  wanderings  in  the  desolate,  lamp- 
lit  streets,  while  the  vision  of  Ghatterton's  glittering  eyes 
shone  dread  through  the  friendless  shadows.  And  as  he 
spoke,  whether  of  his  hopes  or  his  fears,  her  looks  dwelt 
fondly  on  the  young  face,  that  varied  between  pride  and 
sadness, — pride  ever  so  gentle,  and  sadness  ever  so  nobly 
touching.  She  was  never  weary  of  gazing  on  Uiat  brow, 
with  its  quiet  power;  but  her  lids  dropped  before  those 
eyes,  with  their  serene,  unfathomable  passion.  She  felt, 
as  they  haunted  her,  what  a  deep  and  holy  thing  love  in 
Bucb  souls  must  be.  Leonard  never  spoke  to  her  of 
Helen, — that  reserve  every  reader  can  comprehend.  To 
natures  like  hiS;  first  love  is  a  mystery ;  to  confide  it  is  to 
profane.  But  he  fulfilled  his  commission  of  interesting 
her  in  the  exile  and  his  daughter,  and  his  description  of 
them  brought  tears  to  her  eyes.  She  inly  resolved  not 
to  aid  Feschieia  in  his  designs  on  Violante.  She  forgot 
for  the  moment  that  her  own  fortune  was  to  depend  on 
the  success  of  thoee  designs.  Levy  had  arranged  so  that 
ahe  was  not  reminded  of  her  poverty  by  creditors ,  —  she 
knew  not  bow;  she  knew  nothing  of  Inmnesa.  She  gave 
herself  up  to  the  delight  of  the  ptesrait  hour,  and  to  vague 
proepects  of  a  future,  assmuated  with  that  young  image; 
^th  that  face  of  a  guardian  angel  that  she  saw  before  her, 
&irest  in  the  moments  of  absence:  for  in  those  moments 
came  the  life  of  fairy-land,  when  we  shut  our  eyes  on  the 
world,  and  see  through  the  bate  of  golden  reverie.  Dan- 
gnouB,  indeed,  to  Leonard  would  tuive  been  the  soft  so 
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detf  of  Boatrice  di  Keg»,  had  not  his  heart  bean  wholly 
devoted  to  one  object,  and  had  not  his  ideal  of  woman 
been  from  that  object  one  Bole  and  indivisible  reflection. 
Bat  Beatrice  guessed  not  this  barrier  between  herself  and 
him.  Amidst  the  shadows  that  he  conjured  up  from  his 
past  life,  she  beheld  no  rival  form.  She  saw  him  lonely 
in  the  world  as  she  was  herself.  And  in  his  lowly  biitii, 
his  youth,  in  the  freedom  from  piesomption  which  char- 
acterized him  in  all  things  (save  that  confidence  in  his 
intellectual  destinies  which  is  the  essential  attribute  of 
genius) ,  she  but  grew  the  bolder  by  the  belief  that,  even 
if  he  loved  her,  he  would  not  dare  to  haxard  the  avowal. 

And  thus,  one  day,  yielding,  as  ahe  had  ever  been 
wont  to  yield,  to  the  impulse  of  her  quick  Italian  heart, 
—  how  she  never  remembered ;  in  what  words  she  could 
never  recall,  —  she  spoke,  she  owned  her  love,  she 
pleaded,  with  tears  and  blushes,  for  love  in  return.  All 
that  passed  was  to  her  as  a  dream, — a  dream  from  which 
she  woke  with  a  fierce  eenae  of  agony ,  of  humiliation ; 
woke  as  the  woman  "  scorned."  So  matter  how  grate- 
fully, how  tenderly  Leonard  had  replied,  —  the  reply 
was  refusal.  For  the  first  time  she  learned  she  had  a 
rival;  that  all  he  could  ^ve  of  love  was  long  since,  from 
his  Ix^hood,  given  to  another.  For  Ok  first  time  in 
her  life  that  ardent  nature  knew  jealousy,  its  torturing 
eldngs,  its  thirst  for  vengeance,  its  tempest  of  loving  hate. 
But,  to  outward  appearance,  silent  and  cold  she  stood  as 
marble.  Words  that  sought  to  sooths  fell  on  her  ear 
unheeded:  they  were  drowned  by  the  storm  within. 
Pride  was  Hm  first  feeling  which  dominated  the  warring 
elements  that  raged  in  her  bouL  She  tore  her  hand  from 
that  which  claq>ed  hers  with  so  loyal  a  respect.  She 
could  have  spumed  the  form  that  knelt  at  her  feet,  not 
for  love,  but  for  pardon.      She  pointed  to  the  door  with 
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ibe  gesture  of  on  insulted  queen.  She  knew  no  more  till 
ahe  waa  alone.  Then  came  that  rapid  flash  of  conjecture 
peculiar  to  the  storniB  of  jealousy ;  that  which  seems  to 
single  from  all  nature  the  one  object  to  dread  and  t«  de- 
stroy ;  the  conjecture  so  often  false ,  yet  received  at  once 
by  OUT  convictioQB  as  tiie  revelation  of  instinctive  truth. 
He  to  whom  ahe  had  humbled  herself  loved  another; 
whom  but  Yiolanto  ?  —  whom  else,  youi^  and  beautiful, 
had  he  named  in  the  record  of  his  life }  —  None  I  And 
he  had  sought  to  interest  her,  Beatrice  di  Negra,  in  the 
object  of  his  love;  hinted  at  dangers,  which  Beatrice 
knew  too  well;  implied  trust  in  Beatrice's  will  to  pro- 
tect. Blind  fool  that  she  had  beent  This,  then,  was 
the  TeaaoD  why  he  had  come,  day  after  day,  to  Beatrice's 
house;  this  was  the  charm  that  had  draws  him  thitJier; 
this  —  she  pressed  her  hands  to  her  burning  temples, 
as  if  to  stop  the  torture  of  thought  Suddenly  a  voice 
was  heard  below,  the  door  opened,  and  Kandal  Leslie 
entered. 
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CHAPTEE  XXm. 


PuiTGTDAi.LT  at  eight  o'clock  that  eTenmg,  Baron  Levy 
welcomed  the  nev  ally  he  had  secured.  The  pair  dined 
en  tite-a-tite,  diBcnasing  general  mattere  till  the  Berrsnta 
left  them  to  theii  wine.  Then  said  the  Baron,  rising 
and  stirring  the  fin,  —  then  said  ttie  Baron,  hriefly  and 
significantly,  — 

"WeUt" 

"As  legaids  the  property  yon  epoke  of,"  answered 
Bandal,  '  I  am  willing  to  purchase  it  on  the  terms  yon 
name.  The  only  point  that  perplexes  me  is  how  to 
account  to  Audley  Egerton,  to  my  parents,  to  the  world, 
for  the  power  of  purchasing  it" 

"True,"  said  the  Baron,  without  even  a  smile  at  the 
ingenious  and  truly  Qieek  manner  in  which  Bandal  had 
contrived  to  denote  hia  meaning,  and  conceal  the  ugli- 
ness of  it,  —  "true,  we  must  think  of  that.  If  we  could 
man^e  to  conceal  the  real  name  of  the  purchaser  for  a 
year  or  so ,  —  it  might  he  easy ;  you  may  be  supposed  to 
have  speculated  in  the  Funds;  or  Egerton  may  die,  and 
people  may  believe  that  he  had  secured  to  you  something 
handsome  from  the  ruins  of  his  fortune," 

"Little  chance  of  Egerton's  dying." 

"HumphI"  said  the  Baron.  "However,  tiiis  is  a 
mere  detail,  reserved  for  consideration.  You  can  now 
tell  ua  where  the  young  lady  is  t  " 

"Certainly,  I  could  not  this  morning,  —  I  can  now. 
I  will  go  with  you  to  the  Count.  Meanwhile,  I  have 
seen  Madame  di  Negra;  she  will  accept  Frank  Hotel- 
dean  if  he  will  but  ofier  himself  at  once." 
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"Will  ho  not  1"- 

"No!  I  tiave  been  to  bim.  He  is  overjoyed  at  my 
representatioDB,  but  ooneiden  it  his  duty  to  aak  the  con- 
sent of  hie  paienta.  Of  coune  they  will  not  give  itj 
and  if  there  be  delay,  ahe  will  letiact.  She  is  under 
the  infiuence  of  panions,  on  the  duration  of  which  there 
is  no  reliance." 

"  What  paasions  I     Love  ?  " 

"Love;  but  not  for  Haceldean.  The  panione  that 
bring  her  to  accept  his  hand  are  pique  and  jealousy. 
She  believes,  in  a  word,  that  one,  who  seems  to  have 
gained  Uie  mastery  over  her  afEectious  with  a  strange 
suddenness,  is  but  blind  to  her  charms  because  daEsled 
by  Violante's.  She  is  prepared  to  aid  in  all  that  can 
give  heT  rival  to  Paachiera;  and  yet,  such  is  the  incon- 
sistency  of  woman,"  added  the  young  philosopher,  with 
a  dung  of  the  shoulders,  *  that  she  is  also  prepared  to 
lose  all  chance  of  securing  him  she  loves,  by  bestowing 
hanelf  on  another  I " 

"Woman,  indeed,  all  overl "  said  Oxe  Baton,  tapping 
the  snufT-box  (Louis  Quinse),  and  regaling  his  nostrils 
with  a  scornful  pinch.  "  But  who  is  the  man  whom  the 
fail  Beatrice  has  thus  honored  I  Superb  creature!  1 
had  some  idea  of  her  myself  when  I  bought  up  her 
debts;  but  it  might  have  embarrasaed  me,  in  more 
general  plans,  aa  regards  the  Count.  All  for  the  best. 
Who's  the  maut     Not  Lord  L'Estmnger' 

"I  do  not  think  it  is  he;  but  1  have  not  yet  ascer- 
tained. I  have  told  you  all  I  know.  I  found  her  in 
a  state  so  excited,  so  unlike  herself,  that  I  had  no  little 
difficulty  in  soothing  her  into  confidence  so  far.  I  could 
not  venture  move. " 

■  And  she  will  accept  Frank  I " 

'Had  heoflbred  to-day  she  would  have  accepted  him  1" 


Digitized  ty  Google 


16  UT  KOVEL;  OB, 

"  It  voaj  be  a  gtest  help  to  your  fortnnefl,  mon  cAer, 
if  Frank  Hazeldean  many  this  lady  witliout  his  father's 
oonsent.  Perhaps  he  may  be  disinherited.  You  are 
next  of  kin." 

"  Hoir  do  you  know  tbatt "  asked  Randal,  nillenly. 

'  It  is  my  business  to  know  all  about  the  chances  and 
connections  of  any  one  with  whom  I  do  money  matten. 
I  do  money  matters  with  young  Mr.  Hazeldean,  so  I 
know  that  the  Haxeldean  property  is  not  entailed;  and 
as  the  Squire's  half-brother  has  no  Hazeldean  Uood  in 
him,  yon  have  excellent  expectations," 

*  Did  Frank  tell  you  I  was  next  of  kini " 

*  I  rather  think  so ;  but  I  am  sure  you  did." 
"I,  —  when  I " 

'  MHien  you  told  me  how  important  it  was  to  you  that 
Frank  should  marry  Madame  di  Kegia.  PetUi  mon 
dier,  do  you  think  I  'm  a  blockhead  t " 

*  Well,  Bsion,  Frank  is  of  age,  and  con  marry  to 
please  himself.  You  implied  to  me  that  you  could 
help  him  in  this." 

"  I  will  tiy.  See  that  be  call  at  Madame  di  Negn'a 
to-morrow,  at  two  predsely." 

"  I  would  nther  keep  clear  of  all  apparent  interfer- 
ence in  this  matter.  Will  you  not  arrange  that  he  call 
on  hert  And  do  not  forget  to  entangle  him  in  a  post- 
obit." 

"  Leave  it  to  me.  Any  more  wine!  No; — ^an  let 
ns  80  to  the  Count's." 
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CHAPTER  XXW, 

Thx  next  morning  Fnuk  Haceldean  wu  ritting  ovet 
his  solitary  breakfast-bble.  It  WM  long  past  dooq. 
The  young  man  hod  risen  early,  it  it  true,  to  attend 
his  militaiy  daties,  but  he  had  contracted  the  habit  of 
breakfasting  late.  One's  appetite  does  not  come  early 
when  one  lives  in  London,  and  never  goes  to  bed  before 
daybreak. 

There  was  nothing  very  luxurious  or  effeminate  about 
Frank's  rooms,  though  they  were  in  a  very  dear  street, 
and  he  paid  a  monstrous  high  price  for  them.  Still,  to 
a  practised  eye,  they  betrayed  an  imnat«  who  can  get 
through  his  money,  and  make  very  little  show  for  it. 
The  walls  were  covered  with  colored  prints  of  racers, 
and  steeple-chases,  interspersed  with  the  portraits  of 
opeia-dsncere,  —  all  smirk  and  caper.  Then  Uiere  was 
a  semicircular  recess  covered  witQi  red  cloth,  and  fitted 
up  for  smoking,  as  you  might  perceive  by  sundry  stands 
full  of  TurkiBh  pipes  in  cherry-stick  and  jessamine,  with 
amber  mouthpieoee;  while  a  great  serpent  hookah,  from 
which  Frank  could  no  more  have  smoked  than  he  could 
have  smoked  out  of  the  head  of  a  boa-constriotor,  coiled 
itself  up  on  the  floor;  over  the  chimneypiece  was  a  col- 
lection of  Moorish  arms.  What  use  on  earth,  ataghan 
and  scimitar,  and  damaskeened  pistols,  that  would  not 
carry  straight  three  yards,  could  be  to  an  officer  in  His 
Mqes^'s  Quards,  is  more  than  I  con  conjecture,  or  even 
Frank  satisfactorily  explain.  I  have  strong  sospicions 
that  this  valuable  arsenal  passed  to  Frank  in  part  pay 
nunt  of  a  bill  to  be  discounted.     At  all  events,  if  so, 


Digitized  ty  Google 


18  HT   NOVEL;  OB, 

it  wu  an  unpTovement  on  the  bear  that  he  had  sold  to 
the  hairdiesser.  ^o  books  were  to  be  seen  anywhere, 
except  a  court  guide,  a  racing  colend&r,  an  army  list,  a 
sporting  magazine  complete  (whole  bound  in  scarlet 
morocco,  at  about  a  guinea  per  volume),  and  a  Bmall 
book,  as  small  as  an  Elzevir,  on  the  chimneypiece,  by 
the  side  of  a  oigai-caae.  That  small  book  had  oost 
Frank  more  than  all  the  rest  put  together;  it  was  his 
Own  Book,  his  book  par  excellence ;  book  made  up  by 
himself,  —  his  Bstting-Book  I 

On  a  centre  table  were  deposited  Frank's  well-brushed 
hat;  a  satin-wood  box,  containing  kid  gloves,  of  various 
delicate  tints,  from  primrose  to  lilac;  a  tray  full  of  cards 
and  three-cornered  nol«s;  an  opera-glass,  and  an  ivory 
subscription-ticket  to  his  opera  stall. 

In  one  comer  was  an  ingenious  receptacle  for  canes, 
sticks,  and  whips, — I  should  not  like,  in  these  bad 
times,  to  have  paid  the  bill  for  them, — and  mounting 
guard  by  that  leceptacle,  stood  a  pair  of  boots  aa  bright 
as  Baron  Levy's  —  "the  force  of  brightsiess  could  no 
further  go."  Frank  was  in  his  dressing-gown,  —  very 
good  taste,  quite  Oriental,  guaranteed  to  be  true  India 
cashmere,  and  charged  as  such.  Nothing  could  be  more 
neat,  though  perfectly  simple,  than  the  appurtenances  of 
his  breakfast-table,  —  silver  teapot,  ewer  and  basin:  all 
fitting  into  his  dressing-box  (for  the  which  may  Storr 
and  Mortimer  be  now  praised,  and  some  day  paidi) 
Frank  looked  veiy  handsome,  —  rather  tiied,  and  ex- 
ceedingly bored.  He  had  been  trying  to  read  the 
'  Morning  Post,"  but  the  effort  had  proved  too  much 
for  him. 

Poor,  dear  Prank  HazeldeanI  —  true  type  of  many  a 
poor,  dear  fellow  who  has  long  since  gone  to  the  dogs. 
And  if,  in  this  road  to  ruin,  there  bad  been  the  least 
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thing  to  do  the  traveller  soy  credit  by  the  mj  t  One 
feels  a  leapect  foi  the  ruin  of  a  man  like  Audley  Bgef 
ton.  He  is  rained  «n  roif  From  the  wrecka  of  bis 
fortune  he  can  look  down  and  see  stately  monuments 
built  from  the  stones  of  that  dismantled  edifice.  In 
every  institution  which  attests  the  humanity  of  Eng- 
land was  a  record  of  tita  princely  bounty  of  the  public 
man.  In  those  objects  of  party,  for  whidh  the  prover- 
bial sinews  of  war  are  necessary;  in  those  rewards  for 
service,  which  private  liberality  can  confer,  —  the  hand 
of  EgertoD  had  been  opened  as  with  the  heart  of  a  king. 
Many  a  rising  member  of  Parliament,  in  thoee  days 
when  talent  was  bro1^[ht  forward  through  the  aid  of 
wealth  and  rank,  owed  his  career  to  the  seat  which 
Andley  Egerton's  large  Bubscription  had  secnred  to 
him;  many  an  obscuie  supporter  in  letters  and  the 
press  looked  bock  to  the  day  when  he  had  been  freed 
from  the  jail  by  the  gratitude  of  the  patoon.  The  city 
he  represented  was  embellished  at  his  cost;  through  the 
shire  that  held  bis  mortg^ed  lands,  which  he  had  rarely 
ever  visited,  his  gold^  had  flawed  as  a  Pactolus;  all  that 
could  animate  its  public  spirit,  or  increase  its  civiliza- 
tion, claimed  kindred  with  his  munificence,  and  never 
had  a  claim  disallowed.  Even  in  his  grand,  careless 
household,  with  its  large  retinue  and  superb  hospitality, 
there  was  something  worthy  of  a  representative  of  that 
time-honored  portion  of  our  true  nobility,  —  the  untitled 
gentlemen  of  the  land.  The  Great  Commoner  had,  in* 
deed,  "something  to  show"  for  the  money  he  had  dis- 
dained and  squandered.  But  for  Flank  Hazeldean'a 
mode  of  gettii^  rid  of  the  dross,  when  gone,  what 
would  he  left  to  tell  the  taleT  Paltry  prints  in  a 
bachelor's  lodging;  a  collection  of  canes  and  cherry- 
sticks;  half-a-dozen  letters  in  ill-spelt  French  from  a 
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figurante;  Home  loug-l^ged  horses,  fit  for  nothing  tmt 
to  lose  a  iBce;  that  damnable  Betting-Book;  and — ne 
trwnait  gloria  —  down  sweeps  some  havk  of  a  Levy,  on 
the  wings  of  an  I  0  U,  and  not  a  feather  is  left  of  the 
pigeon 1 

Yet  Frank  Haceldean  has  stuff  in  him,  —  a  good 
heart,  and  strict  honoi.  Fool  though  he  seem,  then  is 
Bonnd  sterling  sense  in  some  odd  comer  of  his  brains, 
if  one  could  but  get  at  it.  All  he  wants  to  save  him 
from  perdition  is,  to  do  what  he  has  never  yet  done,  — 
vii.,  pause  and  think.  But,  to  be  sure,  that  same  opera- 
tion of  thinking  is  not  so  easy  for  folks  unaccustomed  to 
it,  as  people  who  think  —  think  I 

"  I  can't  bear  this,"  said  Frank,  suddenly,  and  epring- 
ing  to  hie  feet.  "  This  woman,  —  I  cannot  get  her  out 
of  my  head.  I  ought  to  go  down  to  the  governor's;  but 
then  if  he  gets  into  a  passion,  and  refuses  his  consent, 
where  am  1 1  And  he  will,  too,  I  fear.  I  wish  I  oould 
make  out  what  Kandal  advises.  He  seems  to  recom- 
mend that  I  should  marry  Beatrice  at  onoe,  and  tnut 
to  my  mother's  influence  to  make  all  right  afterwards. 
But  when  I  ask,  '/s  that  your  advice  t '  he  backs  out 
of  it.  Well,  I  suppose  he  is  right  there.  I  con  under- 
stand that  he  is  unwilling,  good  fellow,  to  recom- 
mend anything  that  my  father  wonld  disapprove.  Bat 
still  —  " 

Here  Fnnk  stopped  in  his  soliloquy,  and  did  make 
his  first  desperate  effort  to — think) 

Now,  0  dear  reader,  I  assume,  of  course,  that  thou 
art  one  of  the  class  to  which  thought  is  familiar;  and, 
perhape,  thou  hast  smiled  in  disdain  or  inin«dulit>y  at 
that  remark  on  the  difficulty  of  thinkii^  which  preceded 
Frank  Hozeldeon's  discourse  to  himself.  But  art  thou 
quite  sure  that  when  thou  hast  tried  to  think,  thou  hast 
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always  saooaedBd  t  Hast  thou  not  often  been  dnped  by 
that  pele,  vidonary  eimalacram  of  thonglit  which  goes 
by  th«  name  of  reverie  ?  Honest  old  Montaigne  eon- 
feaeed  that  he  did  not  nndentand  that  process  of  sitting 
down  to  think,  on  which  some  folks  expiess  themselTee 
■D  glibly.  He  could  not  think  unlesa  he  had  a  pen  in 
his  hand,  and  a  sheet  of  paper  before  him;  and  so,  by  a 
™*"'ift1  operation,  seiied  and  connected  the  links  of  ratio- 
cination. Very  often  has  it  happened  to  myself,  when  I 
have  said  to  l^ught  peremptorily,  "Bestir  thyself, — 
a  serious  matter  is  before  Uiee;  ponder  it  well;  think 
of  it,"  that  that  same  Thought  has  behaved  in  the  moet 
lefractotj,  rebellions  manner  conoeivable,  and  instead  ctf 
concentrating  its  rays  into  a  single  stream  of  light,  has 
broken  into  all  the  desultory  tints  of  the  rainbow,  color- 
ing eenaeleas  clouds,  and  nmning  off  into  the  seventh 
heaven,  — ao  that  after  sitting  a  good  hour  1^  the  dock, 
with  brows  as  knit  as  if  I  was  intent  on  squaring  the 
dnsle,  I  have  suddenly  discovered  that  I  might  as  well 
have  gone  comfortably  to  sleep;  I  have  been  doing 
nothing  bat  dream, — and  the  most  nonsensical  dieamsl 
So  when  Frank  Hazeldean,  as  he  stopped  at  that  medi- 
tative "But  still — "  and  leaning  his  arm  on  the  chim- 
neypiece,  and  resting  his  face  on  his  hand,  felt  himself 
at  the  grave  crisis  of  life,  and  fancied  he  was  going  "  to 
think  on  it,"  there  only  rose  before  him  a  snocession  of 
shadowy  pictures:  Randal  Leslie,  with  an  unaatisfaotoiy 
countenance,  from  which  he  could  extraot  nothing;  the 
Sqoiie,  looking  as  black  as  thunder  in  his  study  at 
Hazeldean;  his  mcrfiher  tryii^  to  plead  for  him,  and 
getting  herself  properly  scolded  for  her  pains ;  and  then 
off  went  tiiat  Will-o'-the-wisp  which  pretended  to  coll 
itself  Thought,  and  b^an  playing  round  the  pale, 
charming  face  of  Beatrice  di  ^e^  in  the  diawing- 
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room  at  CnnoQ  Street,  and  repeatiiig,  with  small  elfln 
voice,  Bandal  Leelie'e  aesurance  of  the  preeeding  day, 
"  As  to  her  afiection  for  you,  Frank,  there  ie  no  doubt 
oi  that ;  she  only  begins  to  think  you  are  trifling  with 
her."  And  then  thei«  was  a  rapturous  vision  of  a 
youi^  gentleman  on  his  knee,  and  the  fair,  pale  fac« 
bathed  in  blushee,  and  a  cleigyman  standing  by  the 
altar,  and  a  camage-and-four  with  white  favors  at  the 
ohoich-door;  and  of  a  honeymoon,  which  would  have 
astonished  as  to  honey  all  the  bees  of  Hymettus.  And 
in  the  midst  of  these  phantasmagoria,  which  composed 
what  Frank  fondly  styled  "making  up  his  mind,"  then 
came  a  single  man's  elegant  rat'tat-tat  at  the  street-door. 

"  One  never  has  a  moment  for  thinking,"  cried  Frank, 
and  he  called  out  to  his  valet,  "Not  at  home." 

But  it  was  too  late.  Lord  Spendqnick  was  in  the 
hall, and  presently  within  the  room.  "How d'ye  do's" 
were  exchanged  and  hands  shaken. 

Lord  SpENDomcK.  — "  I  have  a  note  for  yoa, 
Haaeldeao." 

Fbaitk  (lasily).  —  "From  wbomt" 

Ldbd  SPBKDQincK.  —  "  Levy.  Just  come  from  him, 
— never  saw  him  in  such  a  fidget.  He  was  going  into 
theeity,  —  I  suppose  to  see  X.Y.  Dashed  off  this  note 
for  you,  and  would  have  sent  it  hy  a  servant,  but  I  said 
I  would  bring  it." 

Fbahx  (looking  fearfully  at  the  note).  —  "I  hope  he 
does  not  want  hie  money  yet.  '  Private  and  confiden- 
tial,'—  that  looks  bad." 

SpnrDQUicK.  ~- "  Devilish  had  indeed." 

Frank  opens  the  note  and  reads,  half  alood,  "Dear 
Haxeldeao." 

8psiri>Qin<K  (interrupting). —"Oood  aignl  He 
always  '  Spendquioks '  me  when  he  lends  me  money; 
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aitd   't  is  '  My  dear   lord '   when  he  vanto    it   hock. 
Capital  sign  I" 

Frank  Teads  cm,  bat  to  himself,  and  with  a  changing 
conntonance ,  — 

Dbar  Hi.zeldea>,  —  I  am  verj  eonj  to  tell  70a  that,  in 
consei^nence  of  the  sadden  failure  of  a  house  at  Paris  with 
which  I  had  large  dealings,  I  am  piessed,  on  a  sadden,  for  all 
the  leadj  monej  I  can  geb  I  don't  want  to  inconveuieDce  joa ; 
but  do  by  and  see  if  700  can  take  np  those  bills  of  yours  which 
I  hold,  and  whicbfSB  yon  know,  have  been  dne  some  little  time. 
I  had  hit  on  a  way  of  arranging  your  affairs ;  bnt  when  1  hinted 
at  it,  yon  seemed  to  disiihe  the  idea;  and  Leslie  has  since  told 
me  that  yon  have  atrong  objections  to  giving  any  security  on 
your  prospective  property.  So  no  more  olthat,  my  dear  fellow. 
I  am  called  out  in  haste  to  tiy  what  I  can  do  for  a  t^j 
charming  client  of  mine,  who  is  in  great  pecuniary  distress^ 
though  she  has  for  her  I»«tber  a  fore^  Connt,  as  rich  aa  a 
Crcesus.  There  is  an  execution  in  her  house.  I  am  going  down 
to  the  tradesman  who  put  it  in,  bnt  have  no  hope  of  softening 
him;  and  I  fear  there  will  be  others  before  the  day  is  out 
Another  reason  for  wanting  money,  if  yon  can  help  me,  mon 
Atr  I  —  Ad  execution  in  the  house  of  one  of  the  most  brilliant 
women  in  London;  an  execution  in  Curron  Street,  Hay  Fair  I 
It  will  be  all  over  the  town,  i.  I  can't  stop  it 

Tonrs  in  baate,  Lxtt. 

P.  S. — Dont  let  what  I  hare  said  vex  yon  too  mnoh.  I 
shonld  not  trouble  you  ii  Spendqnick  and  Boirowell  would 
pay  me  Bomething.     Perhaps  you  can  get  them  to  do  to. 

Strack  by  Frank's  silence  and  paleness,  Laid  Spend- 
quick  here,  in  the  kindest  way  possible,  laid  his  hand 
on  the  young  GnBidaman's  shoulder,  and  looked  over 
the  note  with  that  freedom  which  gentlemen  in  diffl- 
cnlties  take  with  each  other's  private  and  confidential 
oonespondenoe.  His  eye  fell  on  the  poetocript.  "Oh, 
damn  it,"  cried  Spendqnick,  "but  that's  too  bad, — 
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employing  you  to  get  me  to  pay  him  I  Such  horrid 
tieacheTj.  Make  yourself  easy,  my  dear  Frank ;  I  could 
never  suspect  you  of  anything  so  unhandsome.  I  could 
as  soon  suspect  myself  of  —  paying  him  —  " 

"  CuTzon  Street!  Couat! "  muttered  Frank,  aa  if  wak- 
ing from  a  dream.  "It  must  be  bo."  To  thrust  on 
his  boots;  change  hia  dresaing-robe  for  a  frock-«oat; 
snatch  at  his  hat,  gloves,  and  cane;  break  from  Spend* 
quick;  descend  tixe  stairs, — a  flight  at  a  leap ;  gain  the 
street,  throT  himself  into  a  cabriolet, — all  this  was 
done  before  his  astounded  visitor  could  even  recover 
breath  enough  to  ask  "  What  'a  the  matter  T " 

Left  thus  alone,  Iioid  Spendquick  shook  his  head,  — 
shook  it  twice,  as  if  fully  to  convince  himself  that  there 
was  nothing  in  it;  and  then  rearranging  his  hat  before 
the  looking-gUss,  and  drawing  on  his  gloves  deliber- 
ately, he  miked  down  stairs,  and  strolled  into  White's, 
hut  with  a  bewildered  and  absent  air.  Standing  at  the 
celebrated  bow-window,  for  some  moments  in  musing 
silence,  Lord  Spendquick  at  last  thus  addressed  an  ex- 
ceedingly cynical,  sceptical,  old  rou4,  — 

"  Pray  do  you  think  there  ia  any  truth  in  the  stories 
about  people  in  former  times  selling  themselves  to  the 
devil)" 

*  HTgh, "  answered  the  roui,  much  too  wise  ever  to  be 
surprised.  "Have  you  any  perBonal  interest  in  the 
question  I " 

"I!  —  no;  bat  a  friend  of  mine  has  just  received  a 
letter  from  Levy,  and  he  flew  out  of  the  room  in  tha 
most  ex-tra-or-di-na-ry  manner, — just  as  people  did  in 
tiiose  days  when  their  time  was  up  I  And  Levy,  yon 
know,  ia — " 

"  Xot  qnit«  as  great  a  fool  as  the  other  dark  gentle- 
man to  whom  you  would  compare  him ;  for  Levy  never 


Digitized  ty  Google 


YUUETIBS  IN  INOLISH  LITE.  25 

made  sach  bed  bugaina  for  himaeU.  Time  npl  No 
cbubt  it  is.  I  should  not  like  to  be  in  your  friend's 
alioes." 

"Shoes!"  said  Spendquick,  with  a  sort  of  shudder; 
"you  never  saw  a  neater  fellow,  nor  one,  to  do  him  jus- 
tice, who  tekee  more  time  in  dieaeing  than  be  does  in 
general.  And  talking  of  shoes,  —  he  rushed  out  with  the 
light  boot  on  the  left  foot,  and  the  left  boot  on  the  right. 
Very  mysterious  I "  And  a  third  time  Iiord  Spendquick 
shook  his  head,  and  a  third  time  that  head  seemed  tc 
him  wondrous  empty. 
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CHAPTER  XXV. 

But  Frank  had  arriyed  in  Curzou  Street;  leaped  from 
the  cabriolet;  knocked  at  the  door,  which  was  opened  by 
a  atiange-looking  man  in  a  buff  vaiatcoat  and  corduroy 
smalls.  Frank  gave  a  glance  at  this  peraonage,  pushed 
him  aside,  and  rushed  upstairs.  He  hunt  into  the 
drawing-room, — no  Beatrice  was  there.  A  thin,  elderly 
man,  with  a  manuscript  book  in  his  hand,  appeared  en- 
gaged in  examining  the  fomiture  and  making  an  inven- 
tory, with  the  aid  of  Madame  di  Negra's  upper  serranL 
The  thin  man  stared  at  Frank,  and  touched  the  hat  which 
was  on  his  head.  The  servant,  who  was  a  foreigner, 
approached  Frank,  and  said,  in  broken  English,  that  hia 
lady  did  not  receive, —  that  she  was  unwell,  and  kept 
her  room.  Frank  thrast  a  sovereign  into  the  servant's 
hand,  and  begged  him  to  tell  Madame  di  itfegra  that  Mr. 
Haxeldean  entreated  the  honor  of  an  InteTview,  As  soon 
as  the  servant  vanishsd  on  this  errand,  Frank  seized  the 
thin  man  by  the  arm :  "  What  is  this  T  —  an  execution  T " 

"Yes,  sir." 

"  For  what  sum  I  " 

"Fifteen  hundred  and  forty-seven  ponnda.  We  are 
the  first  in  possession." 

"  There  are  others,  then  t " 

"Or  else,  sir,  we  should  never  have  taken  this  step. 
Most  painful  to  oni  feelings,  sir;  hut  these  foreignera 
are  here  to-day,  and  gone  to-morrow.     And  — ■ " 

The  servant  re-entered.  "  Madame  di  Ifegia  would 
see  Mr.  HaEeldeaa.  Would  he  walk  apstoiis  T "  Frank 
hastened  to  obey  this  mimmona. 
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Madame  di  Negra  was  in  a  small  room  vhioh  was  fitted 
'ap  aa  a  boudoir.  Her  eyes  showed  the  traces  of  recent 
tears,  but  hei  face  was  composed,  and  even  rigid,  in  its 
haughty,  though  mournful  expression.  Frank,  however, 
did  not  pause  to  notice  her  countenance, —  to  hear  her 
dignified  salutation.  All  his  timidity  was  gone.  H« 
Baw  but  the  woman  whom  he  loved,  la  diatreas  and 
humiliation.  Aa  the  door  closed  on  him  he  flung  him- 
self at  hei  feet.  He  caught  at  her  hand, — tbe  akirt  of 
her  robe. 

"OhI  Madame  di  Negra  I — Beatricel"  he  exclaimed, 
tears  in  hia  eyes,  and  hia  voice  half-broken  by  generous 
emotion;  "forgive  me  —  forgive  me:  don't  see  in  me  a 
mere  acquaintance.  By  accident  I  learned,  or,  rather, 
guessed  —  this  —  this  strange  insult  to  whioh  you  are  so 
unworthily  exposed.  I  am  here.  Think  of  me  —  but 
as  a  friend  —  the  truest  friend.  OhI  Beatrice,"  and  he 
bent  his  head  over  the  hand  he  held, —  "  I  never  dared 
say  so  before  —  it  seems  presuming  to  aay  it  now  —  but 
I  cannot  help  it.  I  love  you,  I  love  yon  with  my  whole 
heart  and  soul ;  to  serve  you,  if  only  but  to  serve  you  I  — 
I  ask  nothing  else."  And  a  sob  went  from  his  warm, 
young,  foolish  heart. 

The  Italian  was  deeply  moved.  Nor  waa  her  nature 
that  of  the  mere  sordid  adventuresB.  So  much  love,  and 
so  lUTich  confidence  1  *  She  was  not  prepared  to  betray  the 
one,  and  entrap  the  other. 

"Kise,  rise,"  she  eaid,  eofUy;  "I  thank  you  grate- 
fnlly.     But  do  not  auppoae  that  I  -—  " 

"Hush,  faushl  — -you  moat  not  refuse  me.  Husht 
don't  let  your  pride  apeak." 

"No, — it  is  not  my  pride.  Ton  exaggerate  what  ia 
occurring  here.  Tou  forget  that  I  have  a  brother.  I 
have  sent  for  him.    He  is  the  only  one  I  can  apply  to. 
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Aiil  that  ia  hia  knock!  But  I  ebaXl  neTor,  neTer  forget 
that  I  hare  found  one  generous,  noble  heart  in  this 
hollow  world." 

Frank  would  have  replied,  but  he  heard  the  Count's 
voice  on  the  staire,  and  had  only  time  to  rise  and  with- 
draw to  the  window,  trying  hard  to  repress  his  agita- 
tion and  compose  his  countenance.  Count  di  Peschiera 
entered, — entered  as  a  very  personation  of  the  beauty 
and  magnificence  of  careless,  luxurious,  pampered, 
egotietical  wealth.  His  surtout,  trimmed  with  tha 
ooetliest  sables,  flung  beck  from  his  splendid  chest. 
Amidfit  the  folds  of  the  glossy  satin  that  enveloped  hia 
throat,  gleamed  a  turquoise,  of  such  value  as  a  jeweller 
might  have  kept  for  fifty  years  before  he  could  find  a 
customer  rich  and  frivolous  enough  to  buy  it.  The  very 
head  of  his  cane  was  a  masterpiece  of  art;  and  the  man 
himself,  so  elegant  despite  his  strength,  and  so  fresh 
despite  his  years  I  —  It  is  aetonisMi^  how  well  men  wear 
when  they  think  of  no  one  but  themselves  I 

"  Fr-rr  I  "  said  the  Count,  not  observing  Frank  behind 
the  draperies  of  the  window!  "Pr-rr — ,  It  seema  to 
me  that  you  must  have  paaeed  a  very  unpleasant  quarter 
of  an  hour.  And  now, — IHeu  me  damne,  —  qvoi 
faire/" 

Beatrice  pointed  to  the  window,  and  felt  as  if  she 
could  have  sunk  into  the  earth  for  shame.  But  as  the 
Count  spoke  in  French,  and  Frank  did  not  very  readily 
comprehend  that  language,  the  words  escaped  him; 
though  his  ear  was  shocked  by  a  certain  satirical  levity 
of  tone. 

Frank  came  forward.  The  Ooont  held  out  his  hand, 
and,  with  a  n^id  change  of  voice  and  manner,  said, 
"One  whom  my  sister  admits  at  such  a  moment  must  be 
a  friend  to  me." 
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"Mr.  Hueldeon, "  Mid  Beatrice,  with  meanii^, 
"would  indeed  have  nobly  preasad  on  me  the  offer  of 
an  &id  which  I  need  no  more,  since  you,  my  brother, 
are  here. " 

"Certainly,"  flaid  the  Count,  with  Mb  auperb  air  of 
grand  aeign&Kr;  "  I  will  go  down  and  clear  your  house 
of  this  impertinent  canaille.  But  I  thought  your  afUrs 
were  with  Baton  Levy.     He  should  be  here. " 

"I  expect  him  every  moment.  Adieu!  Mr.  Haiel- 
dean."  Beatrice  extended  her  hand  to  her  young  lover 
with  a  frankaesB  which  was  not  without  a  certain  pathetic 
and  cordial  dignity,  fieetrained  from  further  words  by 
the  Count's  presence,  Frank  bowed  over  the  fair  hand  in 
silence,  and  retired.  He  was  on  the  stairs  when  he  was 
joined  by  Peschiera. 

"Hr.  HaEeldean,''8aid  the  latter,  in  a  low  tone,  "will 
yon  come  into  the  drawing-room  1 " 

Frank  obeyed.  The  man  employed  in  his  examina- 
tion of  the  furniture  was  stilt  at  hia  task;  but  at  a  short 
whisper  from  the  Count  he  withdrew. 

"My  dear  sir,"  said  Peschiera,  "I  am  so  unacquainted 
with  your  English  laws,  and  your  mode  of  settling  em- 
banassmento  of  this  d^ioding  nature  and  yon  have 
evidently  shown  so  kind  a  sympathy  in  my  sister's  dis- 
tress, that  I  venture  to  ask  you  to  stay  here,  and  aid  me 
in  consulting  with  Boron  Levy. " 

Frank  was  just  expressing  hia  nnfe^ed  pleasure  to 
be  of  the  slightest  use,  when  Levy's  knock  resounded 
at  the  street-door,  and  in  another  moment  the  Baron 


"Oufl"  said  Levy,  wiping  his  brows,  and  sinking 
into  s  diair  as  if  he  had  been  engaged  in  toils  the  most 
exhausting, —  "onfl  this  is  a  very  sad  business, —  very; 
and  nothing,  my  dear  Count,  nothing  but  ready  money 
can  save  nahere." 


Digitized  ty  Google 


30  KT  hotel;  OS, 

"Too  know  my  a&irs,  Levy,"  replied  Feachieia, 
mournfully  shaking  bis  head,  "uid  that  though  in  a  few 
months,  or  it  may  be  weeks,  I  could  discharge  with  ease 
my  sister's  debts,  whatever  their  amount,  yet  at  this 
moment,  and  in  a  strange  land,  I  have  not  the  poWer  to 
do  MO.  The  money  I  brought  with  me  is  nearly  ex- 
hausted.    Can  you  not  advance  the  requisite  sum  I  " 

"ImpoBsiblel  —  Mr.  Haxeldean  is  aware  of  the  diatreaB 
under  which  1  labor  myself." 

"In  that  case,"  said  the  Count,  "all  we  can  do  to-day 
is  to  remove  my  ^ster,  and  let  the  execution  proceed. 
Meanwhile  1  will  go  among  my  friends,  and  see  what  I 
can  borrow  from  them. " 

"Alas I"  said  Levy,  rising  and  looking  out  of  the 
window, — "  alas  I  we  cannot  remove  the  Marchesa;  the 
worst  is  to  come.  Look! — you  see  l^ose  three  men; 
they  have  a  writ  against  her  person:  t^e  moment  she 
sets  her  foot  out  of  theea  doots  she  will  be  arrested."  ■ 

"Anestedl "  exclaimed  Feschiera  and  Frank  in  a 
breatti. 

"I  have  done  my  beet  to  prevent  this  di^race,  but  in 
vain,"  said  the  Baron,  looking  very  wretched.  "  You 
see  these  English  tradespeople  fancy  they  have  no  hold 
upon  foreigners.  But  we  can  get  bail ;  she  must  not  go 
to  prison  —  " 

"  Prison! "  echoed  Frank.  He  hastened  to  Levy  and 
drew  him  aside.  The  Count  seemed  paralyzed  by  shame 
and  griel  Throwing  himself  back  on  the  sofa,  he 
covered  bis  face  with  his  hands. 

"My  sister!"  groaned  the  Count, —  "daughter  to  a 
Feschiera,  widow  to  a  di  Segt&  I  "  There  was  something 
afiecting  in  the  proud  woe  of  this  grand  patrician. 

"  What  is  the  sum  ? "  whispered  Frank,  anxious  that 
I  ill  that  date  the  law  of  MutMjnwcnexiitedttilL 
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the  poor  Count  abould  not  oTerhear  him ;  and  indeed  tbs 
Count  seemed  too  stunned  and  ovenrhelmed  to  heat 
anything  less  lond  Uian  a  clap  of  thnnderl 

"  We  may  settle  all  liabilities  for  £5000.  Nothing 
to  FeeoMera,  who  is  enoimoualy  rich.  Entre  nous,  I 
donbt  hia  asBurance  that  he  is  without  read;  money. 
It  may  be  bo,  but — " 

"Five  tbouaand  pounds]  How  can  I  raise  such  a 
anmt" 

"  Yon,  my  dear  Hazeldeant  What  are  yon  talking 
abont  I  To  be  sure  yon  could  raise  twice  aa  much  with 
a  stroke  of  yonr  pen,  and  throw  your  own  debts  into  the 
bargain.     But, —  to  be  bo  generous  to  an  acquaintanoe  I  " 

'  Acquaiutanoe  I  —  Madame  di  N^;ia1  the  height  of 
my  ambition  is  to  claim  her  as  my  wifel  " 

"  And  these  debts  don't  startle  yout  " 

"  If  a  man  lovea,"  answered  Frank,  simply,  "  he  feels 
it  most  when  the  woman  he  lores  is  in  affliction.  And," 
he  added,  after  a  paase,  '  though  these  debts  oie  faults, 
kindness  at  this  moment  may  give  me  the  power  to  cure 
forever  both  her  faults  and  my  own.  I  can  niee  this 
money  by  a  stroke  of  the  pen  I    How  t " 

"  On  lie  Casino  property. " 

Frank  drew  back. 

■  No  other  way  t " 

"  Of  course  not.  But  I  know  your  scmplee ;  let  us 
see  if  they  can  be  conciliated.  Yon  would  marry 
Madame  di  Negra;  she  will  have  £20,000  on  her 
wedding-day.  Why  not  arrange  that,  out  of  thia  sum, 
your  anticipative  charge  on  the  Casino  property  be  paid 
at  once?  Thus,  in  truth,  it  will  be  but  for  a  few  weeks 
^t  the  charge  will  exist  The  bond  will  remain  locked 
in  my  desk;  it  can  never  come  to  your  father's  knowl- 
edge, nor  wonnd  his  feelings.     And  when  you  many  (if 
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;ou  will  but  be  pmdent  ia  ^  meanwhile),  yon  will 
not  owe  a  debt  in  tbe  world. " 

Heie  the  Count  anddenly  started  up. 

'  Mr.  HaEeldean,  I  asked  you  to  stay  and  aid  lu  by 
your  oouoael :  I  see  now  that  counsel  is  unavailing.  This 
blow  on  our  house  mufit  fall!  I  thank  you,  sir, —  I 
thank  you.  FarewelL  Levy,  oome  with  me  to  my  poor 
sister,  and  prepare  her  for  the  worst." 

"Count,"  said  Frank,  "hear  me.  My  acquaintance 
with  you  ia  but  alight,  but  I  hare  long  known  and  — 
and  eeteemed  youi  sister.  Baron  Levy  hae  suggested 
a  mode  in  which  I  can  have  the  honor  and  the  happiness 
of  removing  this  temporary  but  painful  embarraaament. 
I  can  advance  the  money." 

"  No,  not "  exol&imad  Pescbieia.  "  How  can  you  sup- 
poee  that  I  will  hear  of  such  a  propoeition  I  Your  youth 
and  benevolence  mislead  and  blind  yoo.  Impossible, 
six, —  impoaaiblel  Why,  even  if  I  had  no  pride,  no 
delicacy  of  my  own,  my  siater's  fair  fame —  " 

"  Would  sufier  indeed,"  interrupted  Levy,  "  if  she 
were  under  such  obligation  te  any  one  but  her  affianced 
husband.  Nor,  whatever  my  regard  for  you,  Count, 
could  I  suffer  my  client,  Mr.  Hazeldean,  to  make  thie 
advance  u[>on  any  less  valid  security  than  that  of  the 
fortune  to  which  Madame  di  N^egra  is  entitled." 

"Ha!  —  is  this  indeed  sol  You  are  a  suitor  for  my 
eieter'a  band,  Mn  Hazeldean  t " 

"  But  not  at  this  moment, —  not  to  owe  her  hand  to  the 
compolsion  of  gratitude, "  answered  gentleman  Frank. 

"  Gratitude  I  And  you  do  not  know  her  heart,  then  t 
Do  not  know  — "  the  Count  interrupted  himself,  and 
went  ou  after  a  pause,  "  Mt  Hazeldean,  I  need  not 
say,  that  we  rank  among  the  first  houses  in  Europe. 
My  pride  led  me  formerly  into  the  error  of  disposing  of 
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my  aUter'a  hand  to  one  whom  ahe  did  not  lore,— meiety 
because  in  nnk  he  was  hei  equal.  I  will  not  again 
conunit  soch  an  error,  not  would  BeaMoe  again  obey 
me  if  I  Bought  to  conatmin  her.  Where  she  marries, 
there  she  will  love.  If,  indeed,  she  accepts  yoa,  as  I 
believe  she  will,  it  will  be  from  afiection  solely.  If  she 
does,  I  cannot  scruple  to  accept  this  loon, —  a  loan  from 
a  brother-in-law;  loan  to  me,  and  not  charged  against 
hei  fortune!  Tkat,  air,"  turning  to  Levy,  with  his 
grand  aii,  "yon  will  take  care  to  arrange.  If  she  do  not 
accept  you,  Mr.  Haseldean,  the  loan,  I  repeat,  is  not  to 
be  thought  of.  Pardon  me,  if  I  leave  you.  This,  one 
way  or  other,  must  be  decided  at  once."  The  Count 
inclined  his  head  with  much  etateliness,  and  then  quitted 
the  room.     His  step  was  heard  ascending  the  stairs. 

"If,"  said  Levy,  in  the  tone  of  a  mere  man  of  busi- 
ness,—  "if  the  Count  pay  the  debts,  and  the  lady's  for- 
tune be  only  charged  with  your  own, —  after  all  it  wiU 
not  be  a  bad  marriage  in  the  world's  eye,  nor  ought  it  to 
be  in  a  bthei's.  Trost  me,  we  shall  get  Mr.  Hasel- 
dean's  consent,  and  cheerfully  too." 

Frank  did  not  listen ;  he  could  only  listen  to  hie  love, 
to  his  heart  beating  loud  with  hope  and  with  fear. 

Levy  sat  down  before  the  table,  and  drew  up  a  long 
list  of  figures  in  a  veiy  neat  hand, —  a  liat  of  figures  on 
two  accounts,  which  the  post-obit  on  the  Casino  was 
deatined  to  efiace. 

After  a  lapee  of  time,  which  to  Frank  seemed  inter- 
minable, the  Count  reappeared.  He  took  Frank  aside, 
with  a  gesture  to  Levy,  who  rose,  and  retired  into  the 
drawing-room. 

"  Hy  dear  young  hiend,"  said  Feechiers,  *  as  I  sus- 
pected, my  sister's  heart  is  wholly  yours.  Stop;  hear 
me  out.  Bnt,  unluckily  I  informed  her  of  your  gener 
VOL-  III. —8 
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ons  proposftl;  it  vta  most  imgoarded,  most  ill-judged  in 
me,  and  that  has  well-uigh  spoiled  all;  ^e  has  so  much 
pride  and  spirit;  so  great  a  fear  Uiat  you  may  think 
youieelf  betfayed  into  an  impnideoce  which  you  may 
hereafter  regret,  that  I  am  sure  she  will  tell  you  that  she 
does  not  love  you,  ^e  cannot  accept  you,  and  bo  forth. 
LoTers  like  you  are  not  easily  deceived.  Don't  go  by 
her  words;  but  you  shall  see  her  youreeli  and  judge. 
Come," 

Followed  mechanically  by  Frank,  the  Count  ascended 
ibe  stairs  and  threw  open  the  door  of  Beatrioe's  room. 
The  Marcheaa'B  back  was  turned ;  but  Frank  could  see 
that  she  was  weeping. 

"I  have  brought  my  friend  to  plead  for  himaelf,"  said 
the  Count,  in  French;  '  and  take  my  advice,  sister,  and 
do  not  thiow  away  all  prospect  of  real  and  solid  happi- 
ness for  a  vun  scruple.  Seed  me/  "  He  retired  and 
left  Fmnk  alone  with  Beatrice. 

Then  tile  Marcbesa,  as  if  by  a  violent  effort,  so  sudden 
was  her  movement,  and  so  wild  her  look,  turned  her  face 
to  her  wooer,  and  came  up  to  him  where  be  stood. 

"  Oh! "  she  said,  clasping  her  bands,  "  is  this  truet 
Tou  would  save  me  from  disgrace,  from  a  prison, — and 
what  can  I  give  you  in  return  I  My  level  No,  no:  I 
will  not  deceive  you.  Young,  fair,  noble,  as  you  are,  I 
do  not  love  you  as  you  should  be  loved.  Go;  leave  this 
house;  you  do  not  know  my  brother.  Go,  go, —  while 
I  have  atill  strength,  still  virtue  enough  to  reject  what- 
ever may  prot«ct  me  from  him!  whatever — may —  Oh, 
—  got  gol" 

"  You  do  not  love  met "  said  Frank.  "  Well,  I  don't 
wonder  at  it;  you  ate  so  brilliant,  so  superior  to  me.  I 
will  abandon  hope, —  I  will  leave  you  as  yon  command 
me.     But  at  least  I  will  not  part  with  my  privilege  to 
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Mrvfl  70a.  Ab  for  the  rest, —  shame  on  me  if  I  could  bo 
mesD  enough  to  boast  of  love,  and  enforce  a  soit,  at  such 
a  moment." 

Frank  turned  his  foce  and  stole  away  softly.  He  did 
not  anert  hie  steps  at  the  dTawing-room;  he  vent  into 
the  parlor,  wrote  a  brief  line  to  Levy  chai^ng  him 
quietly  to  diemise  the  execution,  and  to  oome  to  Frank's 
rooms  with  the  neoeseary  deeds;  and,  above  all,  to  sar 
nothing  to  the  Count.  Then  he  went  out  of  the  boum 
and  walked  baok  to  his  lodgings. 

That  eTening  Levy  came  to  him,  and  accounte  were 
gone  into,  and  papers  signed;  and  the  next  morning 
Madame  di  Negrs  was  free  from  debt;  and  there  was  a 
great  claim  on  the  reversion  of  the  Casino  estates ;  end 
at  the  noon  of  that  next  day  Bandal  was  closeted  with 
Beatrice;  and  before  the  night,  came  a  note  from  Ma- 
dame di  Ifegia,  hurried,  blurred  with  teats,  summon- 
ing Frank  to  Curzon  Street.  And  when  he  mtoied 
the  Marchesa't  drawing-room,  Pescbiera  was  seated  be* 
side  his  sister;  and  rising  at  Frank's  entrance,  said, 
"Uy  dear  brother-in-law  I "  and  placed  Frank's  band 
in  Beatrice's. 

"You  accept  —  you  accept  me,  and  of  your  own  free 
will  and  choice  t " 

And  Beatrice  anawered,  "Bear  with  me  a  little,  and 
I  will  try  to  repay  you  with  all  my  —  all  my  —  "  She 
stopped  short,  and  sobbed  aloud. 

"  I  never  thoi^ht  her  capable  of  such  aciito  feelings, 
socb  strong  attachment,"  whispered  tlie  Count. 

Frank  heard,  and  his  fiwe  was  radiant.  By  degrees 
Madame  di  Ke^ra  recovered  oomposure,  and  she  listened 
with  what  her  young  lover  deemed  a  tender  interest,  but 
what,  in  fact,  was  moamful  and  humbled  resignalaon,  to 
Mb  joyous  talk  of  ^e  future.     To  him  the  hour*  pnnnnd 
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by,  brief  and  bright,  like  a  flash  of  eanliglit.  And  bis 
dzeamB,  when  he  retired  to  reet,  were  so  golden  I  But, 
when  he  awoke  the  next  moming,  he  said  to  hinuwlf, 
"What— what  will  they  say  at  the  HalM  " 

At  that  eome  hour  Beatrice,  burying  her  face  on  her 
pillow,  turned  from  the  loathaome  day,  and  could  have 
prayed  for  death.  At  that  same  hour,  Giulio  Franzioi, 
Count  di  Peschiera,  dismiaaii^  some  gaunt,  haggard 
Italians,  with  whom  he  had  been  in  close  conference, 
sallied  forth  to  reconnoitre  the  house  that  contained 
Violante.  At  that  same  hour.  Baron  Levy  was  seated 
befwe  bis  desk  casting  up  a  deadly  array  of  figures, 
headed,  "Account  with  the  Right  Hon.  Audley  £ger- 
ton,  M.  P.,  Dr.  and  Cr." — title-deeds  strewed  around 
him,  and  Frank  Hazeldean's  post-obit  peeping  out  fr?sh 
from  the  elder  parchments.  At  Uiat  same  hour,  Audley 
Egerton  had  just  concluded  a  letter  from  tiie  chairman 
of  his  cummittee  in  the  city  be  represented,  which  letter 
informed  him  that  he  bad  not  a  chance  of  being  re- 
elected. And  the  lines  of  his  face  were  as  composed  as 
usual,  and  his  foot  rested  as  firm  on  the  grim  iron  box; 
but  his  band  was  pressed  to  his  heart,  and  his  eye  was 

on  the  clock;    and  his  voice  muttered  —  "Dt.  F 

should  be  here  I  "  And  at  that  hour,  Harley  L'Eetrange, 
who  the  previons  night  had  charmed  courtly  crowds  with 
his  gay  humor,  was  pacing  te  and  fro  the  room  in  his 
hotel  with  restless  strides  and  many  a  heavy  sigh;  and 
Tjsonaid  was  standing  by  the  fountain  in  his  garden,  and 
watehing  tiie  wintry  annbeame  that  sparkled  athwart  the 
spray ;  and  Violante  was  lesning  on  Helen's  shoulder, 
and  tiying  archly,  yet  innocently,  to  lead  Helen  to  talk 
of  Leonard ;  and  Helen  was  gating  steadfastly  on  the 
floor,  and  answering  but  \^  monosyllables;  and  Bandal 
Leslie  was  walking  down  to  his  office  for  the  last  time, 
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and  reading,  aa  he  pasaed.  across  the  Green  Park,  a  letter 
from  home,  from  Mb  eiator;  and  then,  suddenly  orom- 
plii^  the  letter  in  hie  thin,  pale  hand,  he  looked  ap, 
beheld  in  the  distance  the  spires  of  the  great  national 
Abbey;  and  recalling  the  trorda  of  our  hero  VelsoD, 
be  muttered — "  Yictoty  and  Westminster,  bat  not  the 
Abbey  I "  And  Randal  Leslie  felt  tiiat  within  the  last 
few  days  be  had  made  a  vast  stride  in  his  ambititm :  his 
grasp  on  the  old  Leslie  lands;  Frank  Haceldean  be- 
trothed, and  possibly  disinherit&i;  and  Dick  Ayenel, 
in  the  background,  opening  against  the  hated  Lansmete 
intetest  that  same  seat  in  Parliament  which  had  fint 
welcomed  into  public  life  Randal's  ruined  patron. 

"  Bnt  Mme  moat  laugh,  and  some  mart  weep ; 
Thus  mns  the  wodd  away  I " 
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INITIAL  CHAPTEB. 

ON  THE  IKPOBTANCX   Or   HATE  Afi   AS   AQKITT  IH 
CITILIZBD   LIFE. 

It  is  not  an  unconuoon  crotchet  among§t  benevolent  men 
to  maintain  that  wickedness  is  necessarily  a  sort  of 
insanity,  and  that  nobody  would  make  a  violent  start 
out  of  the  straight  path  nnless  stung  to  such  disorder  by 
a  bee  in  his  bonnet.  Certainly,  when  some  very  clever, 
well-educated  person,  like  our  friend  Baudal  Leslie,  acts 
upon  the  fallacious  principle  that  "logiiOTj  is  the  best 
policy,"  it  is  curious  to  see  how  many  points  he  has  in 
Qonunoii  with  the  insane:  what  over-cunning ;  what  irri- 
table restlessness;  what  suspicious  belief  that  the  rest  of 
the  world  are  in  a  conspiracy  againet  him,  which  it  re- 
quires all  his  wit  to  bafSe  and  turn  to  his  own  proper  ag- 
gnndiiement  and  profit.  Perhaps  some  of  my  roaden 
may  have  thought  that  I  have  repieeent«d  Bandal  as  un- 
naturally far-fetched  in  his  schemes,  too  wire-drawn  and 
subtle  in  his  speculations ;  yet  that  is  commonly  the 
case  with  very  refinii^  intellects,  when  they  choose  to 
play  the  knave;  it  helps  to  disguise  from  themselves  the 
ugliness  of  their  ambition,  just  as  a  philosopher  delights 
in  tiie  ingenuity  of  some  metaphysical  process,  which 
sids  in  what  plain  men  call  "atheism,"  who  would  be 
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infinitely  shocked  and  offended  if  lie  weie  called  an 
atbeiBt. 

Having  premiaed  tboa  orach  on  behalf  of  the  "nat- 
nzal "  in  Bandal  Lealie'a  cbaiactei,  I  moat  heie  fly  off 
to  aay  a  vrad  or  two  on  the  agent^  in  human  life,  exer- 
ciaed  by  a  pasaion  rately  aaen  vrithout  a  maak  in  out 
debonair  and  civiliEod  age,  —  I  mean  Hate. 

In  the  good  old  days  of  our  forefathers,  when  plain 
speaking  and  hard  blows  were  in  fuhion ;  when  a  man 
had  his  heart  at  the  tip  of  his  tongue,  and  four  feet  of 
sharp  iron  danglii^  at  his  side.  Hate  played  an  honest 
open  part  in  the  theatre  of  the  world.  In  fact,  when 
we  read  hiatory.  Hate  seema  to  have  "  starred  it "  on  the 
stage.  But  now,  where  ia  Hatet  —  who  ever  sees  its 
facet  Is  it  that  smiling,  good-tempered  creature,  that 
presses  yon  by  the  hand  so  cordially  T  or  that  digni- 
fied figure  of  atete  that  calls  you  its  "Right  Honorable 
friend  t  "  Is  it  that  bowing,  grateful  dependent )  —  is 
it  Uiat  soft-eyed  Amaryllis  1  Ask  not,  guess  not:  you 
will  only  know  it  to  be  Hate  when  the  poieon  is  in  your 
cup,  or  the  poniard  in  your  breast.  In  the  Gothic  age, 
grim  Humor  painted  "&e  Dance  of  Death;"  in  our 
polished  century,  some  sardonic  wit  should  give  ua  "the 
Masquerade  of  Hate." 

Certainly,  the  conntor-paaaion  betrays  itself  with  ease 
to  our  gate.  Love  is  rarely  a  hypocrite.  But  Hate,  — 
how  detect,  and  bow  guard  against  it!  It  lurks  where 
yon  least  suspect  it;  it  is  created  by  causes  that  you  con 
the  least  foresee ;  and  Civilization  multiplies  its  varieties, 
whilst  it  favors  ite  disguise:  for  Civilization  increases 
the  number  of  contending  intereste,  and  Refinement  ten- 
ders more  susceptible  to  the  least  irritation  the  cuttdn  of 
Self-Love.  But  Hate  comes  covertly  forth  from  some 
eelf-interest  we  have  croesed,  or  some  self-love  we  have 
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wounded ;  and,  duUards  tiiat  we  an,  how  seldom  we  an 
awaie  of  our  offence  I  You  ma;  be  hated  by  a  man  you 
have  never  Been  in  your  life;  you  may  be  hated  as  often 
by  one  you  have  loaded  with  benefits;  you  may  bo  walk 
aa  not  to  tread  on  a  wonn,  but  you  most  sit  fast  on  youi 
easy-chair  till  yon  are  carried  out  to  your  biei,  if  you 
would  be  BUTB  not  to  tread  on  some  snake  of  a  foe.  But, 
then,  what  harm  does  the  hate  do  usi  Very  often  the 
harm  is  as  unseen  by  the  world  as  the  hate  is  unrecog- 
nised by  UB.  It  may  come  on  ui  unawares,  in  some 
solitary  by-way  of  our  life;  strike  us  in  our  unsuspect- 
iag  privaey;  thwart  us  in  some  bleaaed  hope  we  have 
never  told  to  another;  for  the  moment  the  world  sees 
that  it  is  Hate  that  stoikes  us,  its  worst  power  of  mis- 
chief is  gone. 

We  have  a  great  many  names  for  the  same  passion,  — 
Envy,  Jealousy,  Spite,  Prejudice,  Rivalry ;  but  they  are 
BO  many  synonyms  for  the  one  old  heathen  demon.  When 
the  death-giving  shaft  of  Apollo  sent  the  plague  to  some 
unhappy  Achsan,  it  did  not  much  matter  to  the  victim 
whether  the  god  were  called  Helios  or  Smintheus. 

Xo  man  you  ever  met  in  the  world  seemed  more  raised 
above  the  malice  of  Hate  than  Audley  Egerton :  even  in 
the  hot  war  of  politics  he  had  scarcely  a  personal  foe ;  and 
in  private  life  he  kept  himseU  so  aloof  and  apart  from 
others  that  he  was  little  known,  save  by  the  benefits  the 
waste  of  his  wealth  conferred.  That  the  hate  of  any  one 
Qould  reach  the  austere  stetesman  on  his  high  pinnacle  of 
esteem,  —  yon  would  have  emiled  at  the  idea.  But 
Hate  is  now,  as  it  ever  has  been,  an  actual  power 
amidst  "  the  varieties  of  life ; "  and,  in  apite  of  bare  to 
the  door,  and  policeman  in  the  street,  no  one  can  be  said 
to  sleep  in  safety  while  there  wakes  the  eye  of  a  single 
foe. 
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OHAFTEB  II. 

Tke  gloiy  of  Bond  Steeet  ie  no  more ;  the  title  (tf  Bond 
Street  Lounger  has  faded  froia  our  lips.  In  rain  the 
croird  of  equipages  and  the  blaze  of  shopa:  the  renown 
of  Bond  Street  waa  in  its  pavement, — ita  pedestrians. 
Art  thoa  old  enough,  0  reader!  to  remember  the  Bond 
Street  Lounger  and  his  incomparable  generation!  For 
my  part,  I  can  jnat  recall  the  decline  of  the  grand  en. 
It  was  on  ita  vane  when,  in  Uie  ambition  of  boyhood,  I 
first  be^pn  to  mnae  upon  high  neckclotiis  and  Welling- 
bm  boota.  But  the  ancient  habitu4»,  —  the  moffn* 
twrninia  umbree;  contemporaries  of  Bmmmell  in  hie 
lenith;  bocm  companions  of  George  IV.  in  his  regent^, 
— still  haunted  the  spot.  From  four  to  six  in  the  hot 
month  of  June,  they  sauntered  stately  to  and  ho,  look- 
ing somewhat  mournful  even  then,  —  forebodii^  the 
extinction  of  theii  race.  The  Bond  Street  Lounger  waa 
rarely  seen  alone;  he  was  a  social  animal,  and  walked 
arm-in-arm  with  his  fellow-man.  He  did  not  seem  bom 
for  the  cares  of  these  ruder  times;  not  made  waa  he  for 
an  age  in  which  Finsbury  returns  members  to  Parlia- 
ment. He  loved  his  small  talk;  and  never  aiuce  then 
has  talk  been  so  pleasingly  small.  Your  true  Bond 
Street  IlOUI^ter  had  a  very  dissipated  look.  His  youth 
had  been  spent  with  heroes  who  loved  their  bottle.  He 
himaelf  had  perhaps  supped  with  Sheridan.  He  waa  by 
nature  a  spendthrift:  yon  saw  it  in  ttie  roll  of  his  walk. 
Men  who  make  money  rarely  saunter;  men  who  save 
money  rarely  swagger.  But  aaanl«r  and  swagger  both 
united  to  stomp  pbocioal  on  the  Bond  Street  Lounger. 
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And  BO  familiu  as  he  was  with  his  own  set,  and  m 
amusingly  supercilioua  with  the  vulgar  reBldue  of  mor- 
taU  whose  faces  were  strange  to  Bond  Street.  But  he 
is  gone.  The  world,  though  eaddei  foi  his  loss,  Btill 
Btrires  to  do  ite  beet  without  him;  and  our  young  men, 
nowadays,  attend  to  model  cottages,  and  incline  to 
Tractarianism.  Still  tiie  place,  to  an  uniefiecting  eye, 
has  ite  brilliancy  and  bustle.  But  it  is  a  thoroughfare, 
not  a  lounge.  And  adown  the  thoroughfare,  somewhat 
before  the  hour  when  Qia  throng  is  tiiickest,  passed  two 
gentlemen  of  an  appearance  exceediI^;ly  oat  of  keeping 
with  the  place.  Yet  both  had  the  air  of  men  pretend- 
ing to  aristocracy, — an  old-world  air  of  respectability 
and  stake  in  the  country,  and  Ghurcfa-and-Stateism. 
The  burlisr  of  the  two  was  eron  rather  a  beau  in  his 
way.  He  had  first  learned  to  dress,  indeed,  when  Bond 
Street  was  at  ita  acme,  and  Brummell  in  his  pride.  He 
still  retained  in  his  garb  the  fashion  of  his  youth;  only 
what  then  had  spoken  of  the  town,  now  betrayed  the  life 
of  the  country.  His  neckcloth  ample  and  high,  and  of 
snowy  whiteness,  set  off  to  comely  advantage  a  faoe 
Bmooth-Bhaven,  and  of  clear  florid  hues;  his  ooat  of 
royal  blue,  with  buttons  in  which  you  might  have  seen 
yourself  veluti  in  speculum,  was,  rather  jauntily,  but- 
toned across  a  waist  that  spoke  of  luety  middle  age,  free 
from  the  ambition,  the  avarice,  and  the  anxieties  that 
fret  Londoners  into  tiueadpapera:  hie  small-clothes,  of 
grayish  diab,  loose  at  the  thigh  and  tight  at  the  knee, 
were  made  by  Brommeirs  own  breeches-maker,  and  the 
gaiters  to  nutch  (thrust  half-way  down  the  calf),  had  a 
manly  dandyism  that  would  have  done  honor  to  the 
beau-ideal  of  a  county  member.  The  profession  of  this 
gentleman's  companion  was  unmistakable,  —  the  shovel- 
hot;  the  clerical  cat  of  the  coat;  the  neckcloth  witiiout 
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collar,  that  seemed  made  for  its  accessory ;  the  band,  and 
something  tot;  decorous,  jet  very  mild,  in  the  whnlo 
mien  of  this  personage, — all  spoke  of  one  who  was 
everj  inch  the  gentleman  and  the  parson. 

"Ho,"  said  the  portlier  of  these  two  peisons,  —  "no, 
I  csn't  say  I  like  Frank's  looks  at  all.  There's  cer- 
tainly something  on  his  mind.  However,  I  suppose  it 
will  be  all  out  tiiis  evening." 

"He  dines  with  you  at  yoTir  hotel.  Squire  I  Well, 
you  must  be  kind  to  him.  We  can't  put  old  heads  upon 
young  shoulders." 

"I  don't  object  to  his  head  being  young,"  letomed 
the  Squire;  "but  I  wish  he  had  a  little  of  Randal  Les- 
lie's good  sense  in  it.  I  see  how  it  will  end;  I  must 
take  him  back  to  the  country ;  and  if  he  wants  occupa- 
tion, why  he  shall  keep  the  hounds,  and  I  '11  pi^  him 
into  Brooksby  Farm." 

"As  for  the  hounds,"  replied  the  Parson,  "hounds 
necessitate  horses;  and  I  think  more  mischief  comes  to 
a  youi^  man  of  spirit  from  the  stables,  than  from  any 
other  place  in  the  world.  They  ought  to  be  exposed 
from  the  pulpit,  those  stableal"  added  Mr.  Dale, 
thoughtfiilly ;  "see  what  they  entailed  upon  Nimrod! 
But  agriculture  is  a  healthful  and  noble  pursuit,  hon- 
ored by  sacred  nations,  and  cherished  by  the  greatest 
men  in  dasaical  times.  For  instance,  the  Athenians 
were  —  " 

"  Bother  the  Athenians,"  cried  the  Squire ,  irreverently ; 
"you  need  not  go  bo  far  back  for  an  example.  It  is 
enough  for  a  Hazeldean  that  his  father,  and  fais  grand- 
&thei,  and  his  great  grandhther,  all  farmed  before  him ; 
and  a  devilish  deal  better,  I  take  it,  than  any  of  those 
musty  old  Athenians,  —  no  offence  to  tbem.  But  I'll 
toll  you  one  thing,  Parson,  —  a  man,  to  farm  well,  and 
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live  in  the  country,  should  hftve  &  wife;  it  la  half  the 
Uttle." 

"  As  to  a  battle,  a  man  who  ia  married  U  pretty  sure  of 
half,  though  not  always  Uie  better  half  of  it,"  answered 
the  FarHon,  who  seemed  peculiulj  facetious  that  day. 
"Ah,  Squire,  I  wish  I  could  think  Mis.  Hazeldean 
right  in  her  conjecture! — you  would  have  the  prattiest 
daughter-in-law  in  the  three  kingdoms.  And  I  do  be- 
lieve that,  if  I  could  hare  a  good  talk  with  tjie  young 
lady  apart  from  her  father,  we  ooidd  remove  the  only 
objection  I  know  to  the  marriage.  Those  Popish 
errors  —  " 

"Ab,  very  true!"  cried  the  Squire;  "that  Pope 
sticks  hard  in  my  gizzard.  I  could  excuse  her  being 
a  foreigner,  and  not  having,  I  Buppoee,  a  dulling  in 
her  pocket,  —  bless  her  handsome  face  I  —  but  to  be  wor- 
shipping images  iu  her  room  instead  of  going  to  the 
Parish  church,  that  will  never  do.  But  you  think  you 
could  talk  her  out  of  the  Pope,  and  into  the  family 
pewt" 

"Wby,  I  could  have  talked  her  father  out  of  the 
Pope,  only,  when  he  had  not  a  word  to  say  for  himself, 
he  bolted  out  of  the  window.  Youth  is  more  ingenuous 
in  confessing  its  errors." 

"I  own,"  said  the  Squire,  "that  both  Harry  snd  I 
had  a  favorite  notion  of  ours  till  this  Italian  girl  got 
into  our  heads.  Do  you  know  we  both  took  a  great 
&ncy  to  Randal's  little  sister,  — pretty,  blushing,  Eng- 
lish-faced girl  as  ever  you  saw.  And  it  went  to  Harry's 
good  heart  te  see  her  so  neglected  by  that  silly,  fidgety 
mother  of  hera,  her  hair  hanging  about  her  ears;  and 
I  thought  it  would  be  a  fine  way  to  bring  Bandal  and 
Frank  more  together,  and  enable  me  to  do  something 
for  Randal  himself,  —  a  good  boy  with  Hazeldean  blood 
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in  his  yeios.  Bat  Violante  is  so  handsome,  thftt  I  don't 
Tond«r  at  the  boy's  choice ;  and  then  it  is  am  fault,  — 
we  let  them  see  bo  much  of  each  other  as  children. 
Howerei,  I  should  be  very  angry  if  Bickeybockey  had 
been  playing  sly,  and  numing  away  from  the  Casino  in 
order  to  give  Prank  an  opportunity  to  cany  on  a  clan- 
destine intercourse  with  his  daughter." 

"I  don't  thlDk  that  it  would  be  like  Biccabocca; 
more  like  him  to  run  away  in  order  to  deprive  Fnnk 
of  the  best  of  all  occasions  to  court  Violante,  if  he  so 
desired ;  for  where  could  he  see  more  of  her  than  at  the 
Oasino  ? " 

Squibb. — "That's  well  put.  Considering  he  was 
imly  a  foreign  doctor,  and,  for  aught  we  know,  once 
went  about  in  a  caravan,  he  is  a  gentleman-like  fellow, 
that  Bickeybockey.  I  speak  of  people  as  I  find  Uiem. 
But  what  is  your  notion  about  Frank  t  I  see  you  don't 
ttdnk  he  is  in  lore  with  Yiolonta,  after  all.  Out  with 
it,  man;  speak  plain." 

Pabson.  — "Since  you  so  urge  me,  I  own  I  do  not 
think  him  in  love  with  her;  neither  does  my  Cany,  who 
is  uncommonly  shrewd  in  such  matters." 

Squibb. — "Tour  Cwry,  indeed! — as  if  she  were 
half  as  shrewd  as  my  Harry.     Carry, — nonsensel" 

Pabsoh  (reddening).  —  "I  don't  want  to  make  iavid- 
iouB  remarks;  but,  Mi.  Haieldsan,  when  you  aoeer  at 
my  Carry,  I  should  not  be  a  man  if  I  did  not  say 
ttiat  — " 

Squibb  (interrupting.  —  "  She  is  a  good  little  woman 
enough;  but  to  compare  her  to  my  Harry  I  " 

Pabson,  —  "I  don't  compare  her  to  your  Harry;  I 
don't  compare  hei  to  any  woman  in  England,  sir.  But 
you  aie  losing  your  temper,  Mr,  HazeldeanI " 

Squibb.  —  "II" 
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pABaoir. — "And  people  are  staring  at  yoa,  Kt, 
Haxeldean.  For  decency's  sake,  compose  yonfeelf,  and 
change  the  subject.  We  are  just  at  the  Albany.  I 
hope  that  we  shall  not  find  poor  Captain  Higginbotiiam 
as  ill  as  he  represente  himself  in  his  letter.  Ah,  is  it 
poasiblet    No,  it  cannot  be.     Look,  lookl " 

SquiKB.  —  ""Where  —  what  —  where!  Don't  pinch 
BO  hard.     Bless  me,  do  you  see  a  ghost  t" 

Fabsoit.  —  "There, — the  gentleman  in  blackl" 

Squire.  —  "  Gentleman  in  black  I  What!  —  in  broad 
day  t^ht  I    Nonsense  I " 

Here  the  Parson  made  a  spring  forward,  and,  catch- 
ing the  arm  of  the  person  in  question,  who  himself 
had  stopped,  and  was  gazing  intently  on  the  pair, 
exclaimed, — 

"Sir,  pardon  me;  bat  is  not  your  name  Fairfieldl 
Ah,  it  is  Leonard, ^ it  is;  my  dear,  dear  boy!  What 
joyi  So  altered,  so  improved,  but  still  the  same  honest 
face.  Squire,  come  here, — your  old  friend  Leonard 
Fairileld." 

"And  he  wanted  to  persuade  me,"  said  the  Squire, 
shaking  Leonard  heartily  by  &e  hand,  "that  you  were 
the  Gentleman  in  Black;  bnt,  indeed,  he  has  been  in 
strange  humors  and  tantrums  all  the  morning.  Well, 
Master  Lenny;  why,  you  are  grown  quite  a  gentlemanl 
The  world  thrives  with  you,  — eh!  I  suppose  yon  are 
head-gardener  to  some  grandee." 

"Not  that,  sir,"  said  Leonard,  smiling.  "But  the 
world  has  thriven  with  me  at  last,  though  not  without 
Borne  rough  usage  at  starting.  Ah,  Mr.  Dale,  you  can 
little  guess  how  often  I  have  thought  of  you  and  yout 
discourse  on  Knowledge;  and,  what  is  more,  how  I  have 
lived  to  feel  the  truth  of  your  words,  and  to  bless  the 
laeeon." 
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Paason  (mocb  tonohed  and  flattered).  —  "I  expected 
nothii^;  le«  from  yon,  Leonard;  yon  were  always  a 
lad  of  great  aenae  and  sound  judgment.  So  yon  have 
tiiought  of  my  little  disoouxse  on  Knowledge,  have 
yont" 

SouzBE.  —  "  Hang  knowledge  I  I  have  reason  to  hate 
thewoid.  It  bnmed  down  three  rioka  of  mine,  —  ttte 
finest  rickc  yon  ever  eet  eyes  cm,  Mr.  Fairfield." 

PAJtaoir.  —  "That  waa  not  knowledge,  Sqnire;  ibat 
waa  ignorance." 

Sqoikb.  —  "Ignorance!  The  denoe  it  was.  I'lljuat 
appeal  to  you.  Mi.  Fairfield.  We  hare  been  iuTing  aad 
riots  in  the  shire,  and  the  rin^eader  was  just  such  an- 
other lad  as  you  werel " 

IiEOHABD.  —  "I  am  very  much  obliged  to  yon,  Mr. 
Hazeldean.     In  what  respect  I " 

Squibc — "Wby,  he  was  a  Tillage  ganins,  and 
always  reading  some  cursed  little  tract  or  other;  and 
got  mighty  discontented  with  Ring,  Lords,  and  Com- 
mons, I  suppose,  and  went  about  talking  of  the  wrongs 
of  tile  poor,  and  the  crimes  of  tiie  rich,  till,  by  Jove, 
sir,  the  whole  mob  rose  one  day  with  pitchforks  and 
sickles,  and  smash  went  Fanner  Smart's  Umahing- 
macbines;  and  on  the  same  night  my  ricks  were  on 
fire.  We  caught  the  rogues,  and  they  were  all  tried; 
but  the  poor  deluded  laboiers  were  let  off  with  a  short 
imprisonment.  The  village  genius,  thank  Heaven,  is 
sent  packing  to  Botany  Bay." 

Lkonasd.  — "But,  did  bis  books  teach  him  to  burn 
ricks  and  amash  machines  I " 

Fassok.  — "14o;  he  said  quite  the  contrary,  and  de- 
clared that  he  had  oo  hand  in  those  misdoings." 

SquiBR.  — "But  he  was  proved  to  have  excited,  with 
his  wild  talk,  the  boobies  who  badi     '  Gad,  sir,  there 
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wae  a  hjrpocritical  Quaker  once,  vbo  said  to  hie  enetny, 
'  I  can't  shed  tixj  blood,  friend,  but  1  will  hold  thy 
head  onder  water  till  thou  art  drowned.'  Ajid  so  there 
ie  a  eet  of  demagogical  fellowa,  who  keep  calling  out, 
'  Farmer  This  is  an  oppressor,  and  Squire  That  is  a 
Tampirel  But  no  violencal  Don't  smash  their  ma- 
chines, don't  bnm  their  ricks!  Moral  force,  and  a 
curse  on  all  tyiantBl'  Well,  and  if  poor  Hodge  thinks 
moral  force  is  all  my  eye,  and  that  the  recommendation 
is  to  be  read  backwards,  in  the  devil's  way  of  reading 
tiie  Lord's  Prayer,  I  should  like  to  know  which  of  the 
two  ought  to  go  to  Botany  Bay,  —  Hodge,  who  comes 
out  like  a  man,  if  he  thinks  he  ie  wioi^ed,  oi  t'  other 
sneaking  chap,  who  makes  use  of  hie  knowledge  to  keep 
himself  out  of  the  scrape  t " 

Pabson. — "It  may  be  very  true;  but  when  I  saw 
that  poor  fellow  at  the  bar,  with  his  intelligent  foce, 
and  heard  his  bold  clear  defence,  and  thought  of  all  his 
hard  stouggles  for  knowledge,  and  how  they  had  ended, 
because  he  forgot  that  knowledge  is  like  fire,  and  must 
not  be  thrown  amongst  flax,  —  why,  I  could  have  given 
my  right  hand  to  save  him.  And,  oh,  Squire,  do  you 
remember  his  poor  mother's  shriek  of  despair,  when  he 
was  sentenced  to  transportation  for  lifeT  —  I  hear  it 
nowl  And  what,  Leonard, — what  do  you  think  had 
misled  him  1  At  the  bottom  of  all  the  mischief  waa  a 
tinker's  bag.  You  cannot  forget  Sprott  I " 
LsoiTARD.  — "Tinker's  bogl  —  Sprott  I" 
Sqitibe. — "That  rascal,  eir,  was  the  hardest  fellow 
to  nab  you  could  possibly  conceire ;  ae  full  of  quips  and 
quirks  ae  as  Old  Bailey  lawyer.  Bat  we  managed  to 
bring  it  home  to  him.  Lord  I  his  bag  was  chokefull  of 
tracts  against  every  man  who  had  a  good  coat  on  his 
back)  and  as  if  that  was  not  enough,  cheek  by  jowl 
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irith  the  tracts  weie  lucifen,  amtrived.  on  a  new  prin- 
ciple, foi  teaching  my  ricks  the  theory  of  spontaneous 
combofition.     The  laborers  bought  the  lucifere — " 
Parson.  — "And  the  poor  Tillage  genius  bought  the 

Squibb.  —  "  All  headed  with  a  motto, '  To  teach  the 
working-claases  that  knowledge  is  power.'  So  that  I 
was  right  in  saying  that  knowledge  had  homed  my 
ricks:  knowledge  inflamed  the  Tillage  genius,  the  Til- 
lage genius  inflamed  fellowB  more  ignorant  than  himself, 
anJd  they  inflamed  my  stackyard.  HoweTer,  luaifers, 
tracts,  Tillage  geniiiB,  and  Sprott,  are  all  off  to  Botany 
Bay ;  and  the  shire  has  gone  on  much  the  better  for  it. 
So  no  more  of  your  knowledge  for  me,  begging  your 
pardon,  Mr.  Fairfield.  Such  uncommonly  fine  ricks  as 
mine  were,  tool  I  declare,  Parson,  yon  are  looking 
as  if  yon  felt  pi^  for  Sprott;  and  I  saw  you,  indeed, 
whispering  to  him  as  he  was  taken  oat  of  court." 

pABSOif  (looking  sheepish). — "Indeed,  Squire,  I 
was  only  asking  him  what  had  become  of  his  donkey, 
ao  unofEending  ereatuie." 

Squibb.  —  "Unoffending I  Upset  me  amidst  a  this- 
tle-bed in  my  own  Tillage  green.  I  remember  it. 
Well,  what  did  he  say  had  become  of  the  donkey  t " 

Fabsoit.  —  "  He  said  but  one  word ;  but  that  showed 
all  the  TindictiTeness  of  his  dispoaition.  He  said  it 
with  a  horrid  wink,  that  made  my  blood  run  cold. 
'  What 's  become  of  your  poor  donkey  I '  said  I,  and  he 
answered  —  " 

SguiBB.  —  "Go  on.     He  answered  —  " 

Pabsoit.  —  "  Sausages. " 

BqmBB.  —  "  Sausages !  Like  enough ;  and  sold  to  the 
poc«;  and  that's  what  the  poor  will  come  to  if  they 
listen    to   snch    rerolutionizing    villains.     Sausages  I 
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Donkey  eaueages  t "  (chitting)  —  "  'T  is  u  bod  as  eating 
oneanothar;  perfect  caimibalism." 

Leonard,  who  had  been  thrown  into  grave  thonght  by 
Um  history  of  Sprott  and  the  village  genius,  now  presB- 
ing  the  Panon'a  hand,  asked  permission  to  wait  on  him 
before  Mr.  Dale  quitted  London ;  and  waa  about  to  with- 
draw, when  the  Parson,  gently  detaining  him,  said, 
"Xoj  don't  leave  me  yet,  Leonard,  —  I  have  so  much 
to  ask  you  and  to  talk  about.  I  shall  be  at  leisure 
shortly.  We  are  just  now  going  to  call  cm  a  relation 
of  the  Squire's,  whom  you  mu£t  recollect,  I  am  sure,  — 
Captain  Higginbotham,  Bam^ibaB  Higginbotham.  He 
is  very  poorly." 

"And  I  am  sure  he  wonld  take  it  kind  in  you  to  call, 
too,"  said  the  Squire,  with  great  good  nature. 

Leokabd.  —  "Nay,  sir,  would  not  that  be  a  great 
liberty  t" 

SQTnsE.  —  "  Liberty !  to  ask  a  poor,  sick  gentleman 
how  he  ial  Nonsenee.  And  I  say,  sir,  perhaps  as  no 
doubt  you  have  been  living  in  town,  and  know  more  of 
new-fangled  notions  than  I  do;  perhaps  you  can  tell 
us  whetlier  or  not  it  is  all  humbug,  t^t  new  way  of 
doctoring  people." 

Leonabd.  —  "Wliat  new  way,  sirt     There  are  bo 

Squire.  —  "  Are  there  1  Folks  in  London  do  look 
uncommonly  sickly.  But  my  poor  cousin  (he  waa  never 
a  Solomon)  has  got  hold,  he  says,  of  a  homey  —  homely 
—  What  'a  the  word,  Parson  1 " 

Pabson.  — "Homoeopathist." 

Squike.  —  "That's  it!  You  see  the  Captain  went  to 
live  with  one  8harpe  Currie,  a  relation  who  had  a  great 
deal  of  money,  and  veiy  little  liver;  —  made  the  one, 
and  left  much  of  &e  other  in  Ingee,  yon  understand. 
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The  Captain  hod  expeaatiom  of  the  money.  Very 
nstural,  I  dare  say;  bat  Lord,  sir,  That  do  you  think 
has  happened  t  Sharpe  Cturie  has  done  him.  Wonld 
not  die,  sir;  got  back  his  liver,  and  the  Captain  has  lost 
his  own.  Strangest  thing  yoa  ever  heard.  And  then 
the  iingratetol  old  Nabob  has  dismissed  the  Captain, 
saying, '  He  can't  bear  to  have  invalids  about  him; '  and 
is  going  to  marry,  and  I  have  no  doubt  will  have  chil- 
dren by  the  dozeni " 

Pabbok.  —  "It  was  in  Germany,  at  one  of  the  Spaa, 
that  Mr.  Currie  recovered;  and  as  he  had  the  selfish 
inhumanity  to  make  the  Captain  go  through  a  course  of 
watera  aimoltaneously  with  himself,  it  has  so  chanced 
that  the  same  waters  tiiat  cured  Mr.  Currie's  liver  have 
destroyed  Captain  Higginbotham's.  An  English  homceo- 
pathio  physician,  then  staying  at  the  Spa,  has  attended 
the  Captain  hither,  and  declares  that  he  will  restore  him 
}xj  infinit«simal  doses  of  the  same  chemical  properties 
that  were  found  in  the  watera  which  diseased  him.  Can 
there  be  anything  in  such  a  theory  t " 

Leonard.  —  "I  once  knew  a  very  able ,  thoi^h  eccen- 
toic  homceopathist,  and  I  am  inclined  to  believe  there 
may  be  something  in  the  system.  My  friend  went  to 
Germany;  it  may  possibly  be  the  same  person  who 
attends  the  Captain.     May  I  ask  his  nameT" 

Squibe.  —  "Cousin  Barnabas  does  not  mention  it. 
You  may  ask  it  of  himself,  for  here  we  are  at  his 
chambers.  I  aay,  Parson,"  whispering  slyly,  "if  a 
small  dose  of  what  hurt  the  Captain  is  to  cure  him, 
don't  you  think  the  proper  thing  would  be — a  legacy! 
Hat  hal " 

Parson  (trying  not  to  laugh).— "Hush,  Squire. 
Poor  human  nature  1  We  must  be  merciful  to  its 
infirmities.    Come  in,  Leonard." 
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Leonard,  Interaoted  in  hie  doubt  vhether  he  mi^^t 
thus  dunce  again  upon  Di,  Uorgan,  obeyed  the  inrita- 
tion,  and  with  hia  two  oompanions  followed  the  woman 
who  "did  for  the  Captain  and  hia  rooma,"  acroeB  the 
small  lobl^  into  the  presence  of  Uie  suSbrer. 
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CHAPTEB  m. 

Whatxtsb  tlie  diBpocdtian  towardB  memment  at  hii 
cousin's  expenae  eiit«rtaiiied  hj  the  Squire,  it  Taauahed 
instantly  at  the  sight  of  the  Captain's  doleful  visage  and 
emaciated  figtue. 

"Very  good  in  yon  to  come  to  tovn  to  aoe  me, —  very 
good  in  yon,  cousin;  and  in  you  too,  Mr.  Dale.  How 
veiy  well  yon  aie  both  lookii^.  I  am  a  sad  wiwk. 
You  might  connt  every  bone  in  my  body," 

"  Haseldean  air  and  loast  beef  Till  soon  set  yon  up, 
my  boy,"  said  ttie  Squire,  kindly.  "You  were  a  great 
goose  to  leave  them,  and  Uiese  oomfortable  rooms  of 
youie  in  the  Albany." 

"  They  are  comfortable,  though  not  showy, "  said  the 
Captain,  with  toais  in  hie  eyes.  '  I  had  done  my  beat 
to  make  them  ho.  Kew  oarpeta,  —  this  very  chair 
(moioocol);  that  Japan  cat  (holds  toast  and  muffins), 
jnst  when — just  when  —  "the  tears  here  broke  forth, 
and  the  C^itain  fairly  whimpered  —  "jnst  when  that 
nngiatefnl,  bad-hearted  man  wrote  me  word  'he  was  — 
was  dying,  and  lone  in  the  world;'  and  —  and — to 
think  what  I  've  gone  through  for  him; — and  to  treat 
me  so.  Cousin  William,  he  has  grown  as  hale  as  your- 
self, and  —  and —  " 

"Cheer  up,  cheer  npt"  cried  the  eompaseionato 
9qnire.  "It  is  a  very  hard  case,  I  allow.  But  you 
Bee,  as  the  old  proverb  says, '  't  is  ill  waitii^  for  a  dead 
man's  shoes;'  and  in  future, —  I  don't  mean  ofience, — ■ 
bat  I  think,  if  you  would  calculate  lees  on  the  livers  of 
your  relations,  it  would  be  all  the  better  for  yonr  own. 
Excuse  me." 
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"  ConBin  William,"  replied  the  poor  Captain,  "  I  am 
suie  I  never  colcalatad;  but  still,  if  you  had  seen  that 
deceitful  man's  good-for-nothing  face, —  as  yellow  as  a 
guinea, —  and  had  gone  through  all  I  've  gone  through, 
yo«  would  have  felt  cut  to  the  heart,  as  I  do.  I  can't 
bear  ingratitude;  I  nevei  could.  But  let  it  page.  Will 
that  gentleman  take  a  chair  t " 

Pabson. —  "  Mi.  Fairfield  has  kindly  called  with  us, 
because  he  knows  something  of  this  Bystam  of  honuBop- 
athy  which  yon  have  adopted,  and  may,  perhaps,  know 
the  practitioner.     What  is  the  name  of  your  doctor  ? " 

Captain  (looking  at  his  watch). —  "That  reminds 
me"  (swallowing  a  globule).  "A  great  relief  these 
little  pills, — after  the  physio  I  'vb  t^eu  to  please  that 
malignant  man.  He  always  tried  bis  doctor's  stuff  upon 
me.     But  there  'a  another  world,  and  a  juster." 

With  that  pious  conclusion,  the  Captain  again  b^;an 
to  weep. 

"Touched,"  muttered  the  Squire,  with  his  forefinfter 
on  his  forehead.  "You  seem  to  have  a  good  tidy  sort 
of  a  nurse  here,  Cousin  Barnabas.  I  hope  she 's  pleas- 
ant, and  lively,  and  don't  let  yon  take  on  so ! " 

"Histl  —  don't  talk  of  her.  All  uiercenaiy;  every 
tnt  of  her  fawning  1  Would  you  believe  itf— I  give 
her  ten  filings  a-week,  besidefl  all  that  goes  down  of 
my  pats  of  butter  and  rolls;  and  I  overheard  the  jade 
saying  te  the  laundress  that  'I  could  not  last  long, — 
and  she  'd  —  bzfhotahonsI  '  AJh,hIr.  Dale,  when  one 
thinks  of  the  sinfulness  there  is  in  this  life  I  But  I  '11 
not  think  of  it;  no, —  I  '11  not.  Let  us  change  the  sub- 
ject.    You  were  asking  my  doctor's  name.     Tt  is  —  " 

Here  the  woman  with  "expectations"  threw  open  the 
door,  and  suddenly  announced —  "Db.  Uoboan." 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

The  Fuson  started,  and  so  did  Leonaid. 

The  HomoBopB&ist  did  not  at  fiiet  notice  either.  With 
an  nnobeervant  bow  to  the  visitors,  he  went  str&ight  to 
tile  patient,  and  asked,  "  How  go  the  symptoniB  I  " 

Therewith  the  Captain  commenced,  in  a  tone  of  TOioe 
like  a  schoolboy  reciting  the  catalogae  of  the  ehipa  in 
Homer.  He  had  been  evidently  conning  the  Bymptoms, 
and  learning  them  by  heart.  Nor  was  there  a  single 
nook  or  comer  in  his  anatomical  organization,  so  far  as 
the  Captain  was  acquainted  with  that  structure,  but  what 
some  symptom  or  other  was  dragged  therefrom,  and  ex> 
posed  to-day.  The  Squire  listened  with  horror  to  tiie 
morbific  inrentoij,  muttering  at  each  dread  interral, 
"Bleeemel  Lord  bless  met  What,  more  etilll  Death 
would  be  a  very  happy  release!  "  Meanwhile,  the  Doc- 
tor endured  the  recital  with  exemplary  patience,  noting 
down  in  the  leaves  of  his  pocket-book  what  appeared  to 
him  the  salient  points  In  this  fortress  of  disease  to  which 
he  had  laid  siege,  and  then,  drawii^;  forth  a  minute 
paper,  said, — 

"  Capitol, —  nothing  can  be  better.  This  powder  must 
be  disaolved  in  eight  table -spoonfuls  of  wat«r;  one 
spoonful  every  two  hours." 

■  Table-spoonful  t " 

"  Table-Bpoonful.  * 

"  *  Nothing  can  be  better,'  did  you  say,  sirl  "  repeated 
the  Squire,  who,  In  his  astonishment  at  that  assertion, 
applied  to  the  Captain's  description  of  his  sufferings, 
hod  hitherto  hung  fire, — "  nothing  can  be  betterl " 
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"  Fot  the  diagnoBia,  drt "  replied  Dr.  Mo^ut. 

"For  the  dogs'  noaee,  very  possibly ,"  quoth  the 
Squire ;  "  hut  for  the  inside  of  Gouaiii  Hig^jinbotham, 
I  should  think  nothing  oould  be  worse." 

"Ton  are  mistaken,  sir,"  replied  Dr.  Morgan.  "It 
is  not  the  Captain  who  speaks  here, —  it  ia  his  liver. 
Livet,  sir,  though  a  noble,  is  an  imaginative  organ-  and 
indulges  in  the  most  extraordinary  fictions.  Seat  of 
poetry,  and  love,  and  jealousy,— the  liver.  Kever  be- 
lieve what  it  Bsya.  You  have  no  idea  what  a  liar  it  isl 
But — ahem — ahem.  Cott, — I  ^ink  I've  seen  you 
before,  sir.     Surely  yoar  name 's  Hazeldean  t " 

"  William  Hazeldean,  at  your  service.  Doctor.  Bat 
where  have  you  seen  me  t " 

"  On  the  bastings  at  Lansmere.  You  were  speaking 
on  behalf  of  your  distinguished  brother,  Mr.  Egerton. " 

"  Hang  itl "  cried  the  Squire;  "  1  think  it  must  have 
been  my  liver  that  spoke  therel  for  I  promised  the  elec- 
tors tiat  that  half-brother  of  mine  would  stick  by  the 
land ;  and  I  never  told  a  bigger  lie  in  my  life  I " 

Here  the  patient,  reminded  of  his  other  visitors,  and 
afraid  he  was  going  to  be  bored  with  the  enumeration  of 
the  Squire's  wrongs,  and  probably  the  whole  history  of 
his  duel  with  Captain  Dashmore,  turned  with  a  languid 
wave  of  his  hand,  and  said,  "  Doctor,  another  friend 
of  mine,  the  Rev.  Mr.  Dale, — and  a  gentleman  who  is 
acquainted  with  homceopathy. " 

"  DaleT  What,  moie  old  friends  I  "  cried  the  Doctor, 
rising ;  and  the  Parson  came  somewhat  reluctantly  from 
the  window  nook,  to  which  he  had  retired.  The  Parson 
and  the  HomcBopaUkist  shook  hands. 

"  We  have  met  before  on  a  vety  mournful  occasion," 
wd  the  DootoT,  witit  feeling. 

The  Parson  held  bis  finger  to  his  lips,  and  glanced 
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towuda  Jjoatuad.  The  Doctor  stared  at  the  lad,  hnt  he 
did  not  noognize  in  the  person  before  him  the  gaunt, 
care-worn  boy  whom  he  had  placed  with  Mi.  Prickett, 
until  Leonaid  smiled  and  spoke.  And  the  smile  and 
the  voice  sufBoed. 

*  Cott, —  and  it  u  the  poyi "  cried  Dr.  Morgan;  and 
he  actoallf  canght  hold  of  Leonard,  and  gave  him  an 
afiectionate  Welsh  hng.  Indeed,  his  agitation  at  these 
several  Burprises  became  ao  gicttt  that  he  stopped  short, 
drew  forth  a  globule, —  "  aconite  ;  good  against  nervous 
shocks  ]  "  and  swallowed  it  incontinently. 

"  Qad,"  said  the  Squire,  rather  astonished,  *  'tis  the 
first  doctor  I  ever  saw  swallow  his  own  medicine  1  There 
must  be  something  in  it. " 

The  Captain  now,  highly  disgosted  that  so  mnob  atten- 
tion was  withdrawn  from  his  own  case,  asked,  in  a  queru- 
lous voice,  "And  as  to  diett  What  shall  I  have  for 
dinner  t" 

"A  friend  1 "  said  the  Doctor,  wiping  his  eyes. 

"Zounds!"  cried  the  Squire,  retreating,  "do  yoa 
mean  to  say,  Hat  tiie  British  laws  (to  he  sure  they  are 
very  much  changed  of  late)  allow  you  to  diet  your 
patients  upon  their  fellow  menl  Why,  Panon,  this 
is  worse  than  tiie  donkey  sausages." 

"Sir,"  said  Dr.  Morgan,  gravely,  "I  mean  to  say, 
that  it  matters  little  what  we  eat,  in  comparison  with 
care  as  to  ^hom  we  eat  with.  It  is  better  to  exceed  a 
little  with  a  friend,  than  to  observe  the  strictest  regi- 
men, and  eat  alone.  Talk  and  laughter  help  the  diges- 
tion, and  are  indispensable  in  affections  of  the  liver.  I 
havs  no  doubt,  sir,  that  it  was  my  patient's  agreeable 
society  Uiat  tended  to  restore  to  health  his  dyapeptio 
relative  Mr.  Sharpe  Gurrie." 

The  Captain  groaned  aloud. 
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"And,  therefore,  if  otte  of  yon  gentlemen  Till  ettj 
and  dine  with  Mi.  Higginbotham,  it  will  gieatly  asBist 
the  effects  of  his  medicine." 

The  Captain  turned  an  imploring  eye,  fiiat  towards  hii 
cooain,  then  towards  the  Parson. 

"I'm  engaged  to  dine  with  my  son, —  very  Bony," 
said  the  Squiie.     "But  Dale,  here  —  " 

"If  he  will  be  so  kind,"  put  in  the  Captain,  "we 
might  cheer  the  evemog  with  a  game  at  whist, —  double 
dummy." 

Now,  poor  Mr.  Dale  had  set  his  heart  on  dining  with 
an  old  college  friend,  and  having  no  stupid,  prosy  double 
dummy,  in  which  one  cannot  hare  the  pleasure  of  scold- 
ing one's  partner,  but  a  regular  orthodox  rubber,  willt 
the  pleasing  prospect  of  scolding  all  the  three  other  per- 
formers. But  as  his  quiet  life  forbade  him  to  be  a  hero 
in  great  things,  the  Parson  had  made  up  his  mind  to  be 
a  hero  in  small  ones.  Therefore,  though  with  rather 
a  rueful  face,  he  accepted  the  Captain's  invitation,  and 
promised  to  return  at  six  o'clock  to  dine.  Meanwhile, 
he  must  hurry  off  to  the  other  end  of  the  town,  and  ex- 
cuse himself  froin  the  pre-^i^^ement  he  had  already 
formed.  He  now  gave  his  card,  with  the  address  of  a 
qniet  family  hotel  thereon,  to  Leonard,  and  not  looking 
quite  so  charmed  with  Dr.  Morgan  as  he  was  before  that 
unwelcome  prescription,  he  took  his  leave.  The  Squire 
too,  having  to  see  a  new  chum,  and  execute  various 
commisaionH  for  hie  Harry,  went  his  way  (not,  however, 
till  Dr.  Morgan  had  assured  him  that,  in  a  fow  weeks, 
the  Captain  might  safely  remove  to  Hazeldean) ;  and 
Leonard  was  about  to  follow,  when  Morgan  hooked  bis 
arm  in  his  old  protdgft,  and  said,  "But  I  must  have 
some  talk  with  you ;  and  yon  have  to  tell  me  all  about 
the  little  orphan  girl." 
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Leonard  could  not  resist  the  pleosnie  of  tslldng  about 
Helen;  and  he  got  into  the  carriage,  which  was  waiting 
at  the  door  for  the  HonuBopathist. 

"I  am  going  into  the  country  a  few  miles  to  see  a 
patient,"  said  the  Doctor;  "so  we  shall  hare  time  for 
undisturbed  consultation.  I  have  so  often  wondaied 
what  bad  become  of  you.  Not  hearing  from  Prickett,  I 
wrote  to  him,  and  received  from  bis  heir  an  answer 
as  dry  as  a  bone.  Poor  fellow,  I  fonnd  that  he  had 
selected  his  globules  and  quitted  the  globe.  Alas, 
pulvU  et  umbra  sumus/  I  could  learn  no  tidings  of 
you.  Prickett'a  euccessor  declared  be  knew  nothing 
about  you.  I  boped  the  boBt;  for  I  always  fancied  you 
were  one  wbo  would  fall  on  yonr  legs, —  bilious  ner- 
vous temperament ;  such  are  the  men  who  succeed  in 
their  undertakings,  especially  if  they  take  a  spoonful  of 
ehamomiiia  whenever  they  are  0Ter-«xcited.  So  now 
for  your  history  and  the  little  girl's, — pretty  little  thing; 
never  saw  a  more  susceptible  constitution,  nor  one  more 
suited  to  pulsatiila." 

Leonard  briefly  related  bis  own  struggles  and  success, 
and  infonned  the  good  Doctor  bow  they  had  at  last  die- 
covered  the  nobleman  in  whom  poor  Captain  Digby  had 
~ '  id,  and  whose  care  oS  the  orphan  had  justified  the 


Dr.  Morgan  opened  his  eyes  at  hearing  the  name  of 
Lord  L'Estnnge.  "I  remember  him  very  well,"  said 
he,  "when  I  practised  murder  as  an  allopathist  at  Lans- 
mere.  But  to  think  that  wild  boy,  so  full  of  whim,  and 
life,  and  spirit,  should  become  staid  enough  for  a  guar- 
dian to  that  dear  little  child,  with  her  timid  eyes  and 
Pulsatilla  eensibilities.  Well,  wonders  never  cease. 
And  be  bas  befriended  you  too,  you  say.  Ah,  he  knew 
your  family." 
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"So  he  says.  Do  you  think,  sir,  that  he  erer  knew, 
— ever  saw — my  mother  1 " 

"Eh!  your  mother t  —  Norat"  exclaimed  the  Doctor, 
quickly;  and,  as  if  etruck  by  some  sudden  thoi^ht,  hie 
brows  met,  and  he  remained  silent  and  muBing  a  few 
moments;  t^en,  oheerring  Leonaid's  eyes  fixed  cm  him 
earnestly,  he  replied  to  the  question :  — 

"Ko  doubt  he  saw  her;  she  was  brought  up  at  Lsdy 
Lansmere's.     Did  he  not  tell  you  boV 

"So."  A  vague  suspicion  here  darted  through  Leon- 
ard's mind,  but  as  suddenly  ranished.  His  &therl 
Impossible.  His  father  must  hare  deliberately  wronged 
the  dead  mother.  And  was  Harley  L'Bstrange  a  man 
capable  of  such  wrongT  And  had  he  been  Hailey's  son, 
would  not  Harley  have  guessed  it  at  onoe,  and  ao  guess- 
ing, hare  owned  and  claimed  himt  Besides,  Lord 
L'Estrange  looked  so  young;  —  old  enough  to  be  Leon- 
ard's father!  he  could  not  entertain  the  idea.  Hetouaed 
himself  and  ea\d,  falteringly,— 

'  Tou  told  me  you  did  not  know  by  what  name  I 
should  call  my  father." 

"  And  I  told  yon  the  truth,  to  the  best  of  my  belief." 

"  By  your  honor,  aii! " 

■  By  my  honor,  I  do  not  know  it." 

There  was  now  a  long  silence.  The  carriage  had  long 
left  London,  and  was  on  a  high-road  somewhat  lonelier 
and  more  free  from  houses  than  most  <tf  those  which  form 
the  entrances  to  the  huge  city.  Leonard  gazed  wistfully 
from  the  window,  uid  the  objects  that  met  his  eyes 
gradually  seemed  to  appeal  to  his  memory.  Fes!  it  was 
the  road  by  which  he  had  first  approached  the  metropo* 
lis,  hand  in  hand  with  Helen, — and  hope  so  busy  at  his 
poet's  heart.  He  sighed  deeply.  He  thou^t  he  would 
willingly  hare  resigned  all  he  had  won  —  independence. 
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fame,  ftll— to  feel  again  th«  clasp  of  that  tender  band; 
again  to  be  the  sole  protector  of  that  gentle  life. 

The  Doctor's  voice  broke  ou  his  reverie.  "  I  am 
going  to  Bee  a  very  interesting  patient, —  coata  to  hie 
stomach  quite  worn  out,  sir;  mAn  of  great  learning,  vritti 
a  very  inflamed  cerebellum.  I  can't  do  him  much  good, 
and  he  does  me  a  great  deal  of  harm." 

"  How  harm  I "  asked  Leonard,  with  an  effort  at  Bome 
rejoinder. 

"Hits  me  on  the  heart,  and  makes  my  eyes  water; 
very  pathetic  case, —  grand  creature,  who  has  thrown 
himself  away.  Found  him  given  over  by  the  allopa- 
thiste,  and  in  a  high  state  of  delirium  treMou — re- 
stored him  for  a  time —  took  a  great  liking  to  him;  could 
not  help  it — swallowed  a  great  many  globules  to  harden 
myself  against  Mm  —  would  not  do  —  brought  him  over 
to  England  with  the  other  patients,  who  all  pay  me  well 
(except  Captain  Hi^nbotham).  But  this  poor  fellow 
pays  me  nothing, —  costs  me  a  great  deal  in  time  and 
turnpikes,  and  board  and  lodging.  Thank  Heaven  I  'm 
a  single  man,  and  can  afford  it!  My  poy,  I  would  let 
all  the  other  patients  go  to  the  allopathists  if  I  could  hut 
save  ^B  poor,  big,  penniless,  princely  fellow.  But 
what  can  one  do  with  a  stomach  that  has  not  a  rag  of  its 
coats  left  I  Stop"  (the  Doctor  pulled  the  check -string). 
"  This  is  the  etile.  I  get  out  here  and  go  across  the 
fields." 

That  stile, —  those  fields;  with  what  distinctness 
Leonard  lememhered  them.  Ah,  where  was  Helen  t 
Gould  she  ever,  ever  again  be  his  child-angel  T 

*  I  will  go  with  you,  if  you  permit,"  said  he  to  the 
good  Doctor.  "And  while  you  pay  your  visit,  I  will 
saunter  by  a  little  brook  that  I  think  must  run  by  your 
way." 
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"TheBient, — youknowth&t  brookf  AliiyoaBhonld 
hear  my  poor  patient  talk  of  it,  and  of  ths  hours  he  has 
apent  tngljpg  in  it, — jou  would  not  know  whether  to 
laugh  or  aj.  The  first  day  he  was  brought  down  to  the 
place,  h«  wanted  to  go  out  and  try  once  more ,  he  said, 
for  his  old  deluding  demon, —  a  one-eyed  perch. " 

"  Heavens  1 "  exclaimed  Leonaid,  "  aie  you  speaking 
of  John  Burley  J " 

"To  be  sure,  tiiat  is  his  name, —  John  Burley." 

"Oh,  has  it  come  to  thiaT  Cure  him,  save  him,  if  it 
be  in  human  power.  For  the  last  two  years  I  have 
sought  his  trace  everywhere,  and  in  vain,  the  moment  I 
had  money  of  my  own, —  a  home  of  my  own.  Poor, 
erring,  glorious  Builey :  take  me  to  him.  Did  you  say 
there  was  no  hope ! " 

*  I  did  not  say  that,"  replied  the  Doctor.  "  But  art 
ean  only  aaaist  nature ;  and  though  nature  is  ever  at  work 
to  repair  the  injuries  we  do  to  her,  yet,  when  the  coate 
of  a  stomach  are  all  gone,  she  gets  puzzled,  and  bo  do  I. 
You  must  tell  me  another  time  how  you  came  to  know 
Burley;  for  here  we  are  at  the  house,  and  I  see  him 
at  the  window  looking  out  for  me." 

The  Doctor  opened  the  garden-gate  of  the  quiet  cottage 
to  which  poor  Burley  had  fied  from  the  pure  presence  of 
Leonaid 'a  child-angel.  And  with  heavy  etep,  and  heavy 
heart,  Leonard  mournfully  followed,  to  behold  the  wreclu 
of  him  whose  wit  had  glorified  orgy,  and  "  set  the  table 
is  a  loar."    Alas,  poor  Yoriokl 
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CHAPTER  V. 

AuDLST  EaKKTOir  Btande  on  bie  heartli  alone.  Daring 
ihe  ahoii  interval  that  haa  elapsed  eince  we  last  saw 
him,  events  had  occurred  memorable  in  English  history, 
whereirith  we  have  nai^ht  to  do  in  k  nairative  studi- 
ously avoiding  all  party  politdca,  aven  when  treating  of 
poliHcians.  The  new  Ministere  had  stated  the  graieral 
programme  of  Hbmr  policy,  and  introduced  one  meaaoie 
in  especial  that  had  lifted  them  at  once  to  the  diszy 
height  of  popular  power.  But  it  became  clear  that  this 
measure  could  not  be  carried  without  a  fresh  appeal  to 
the  people.  A  dissolution  of  Parliament,  as  Andley's 
sagacions  experience  had  foreseen,  was  inevitable.  And 
Audley  Egerton  had  no  ehanoe  of  return  for  his  own 
seat,  for  the  great  commercial  ci^  identified  with  his 
name.  Oh,  sad,  but  not  rare,  instance  of  the  mutabili- 
ties of  that  same  popular  favor  now  enjoyed  by  his  sue- 
cessoTsI  The  Great  Commoner,  the  weight;  E^ieaker,  the 
expert  man  of  husiness,  the  statesman  who  had  seemed 
a  type  of  the  praotioal  steady  sense  for  which  our  middle 
class  is  renowned, —  he  who,  not  three  years  since ,  might 
have  had  his  honored  choice  of  the  laigest  papular  con- 
stituencies in  the  kingdom;  he,  Audley  Egerton,  knew 
not  one  single  town  (free  from  the  influences  of  private 
property  or  interest)  in  whioh  the  obscurest  candidate, 
who  bawled  ont  for  the  new  liberal  measure,  would  not 
hsTe  beaten  him  hollow;  where  one  popular  hustings, 
on  which  that  grave,  sonorous  voice  tiiat  had  stilled  so 
often  &e  roar  of  faction,  would  not  he  drowned  amidst 
the  hoots  of  flie  scornful  mobl 
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True,  what  were  called  the  close  boroughs  still  ei^ 
istedi  true,  many  a  chief  of  his  part;  would  have  been 
too  proud  of  the  honor  of  claiming  Audley  Egerton  for 
hiB  nominee.  But  the  ex-minister's  haughty  soul  shrank 
from  this  contrast  to  his  past  position.  And  to  fight 
gainst  the  popular  measure  as  member  of  one  of  the 
aeata  most  denounced  by  the  people,  —  he  felt  it  was  a 
poet  in  the  grand  army  of  parties  below  his  dignity  to 
occupy,  and  foreign  to  his  peculiar  mind,  which  required 
the  sense  of  conseqoence  and  station.  And  if ,  in  a  few 
months,  those  scats  wei«  swept  away;  were  annihilated 
from  the  rolls  of  Parliament, — where  was  he}  More- 
over, Egerton,  emancipated  from  the  trommels  that  had 
bound  his  will  while  his  party  was  in  office,  desired,  in 
thetnmof  events,  to  be  nominee  of  no  man, — desired  to 
stand  at  least  freely  and  singly  on  the  ground  of  his  own 
services,  be  ^ided  by  his  own  penetration;  no  law  for 
action,  but  his  strong  sense  and  hia  atout  English  heart. 
Therefore  he  had  declined  all  offeie  from  those  who  could 
still  bestow  seats  in  Parliament.  Seafis  that  he  coold 
purchase  with  hard  gold  wera  yet  open  to  him;  and 
the  £6000  he  had  borrowed  from  Levy  were  yet  un- 


To  this  lone  public  man,  public  life,  as  we  have  seen, 
was  the  all  in  all.  But  now  more  than  ever  it  was  vital 
to  his  very  wants.  Around  him  yawned  rain.  He  knew 
that  it  was  in  Levy's  power  at  any  moment  to  foreclose 
on  hie  mort^ged  lands;  to  pour  in  the  bonds  and  the 
bills  which  lay  within  those  rosewood  receptacles  that 
lined  the  fatal  lair  of  the  sleek  nsurer;  to  seife  on  the 
very  house  in  which  now  moved  all  the  pomp  of  a  re^ue 
that  vied  with  the  vaUtaille  of  dukes;  to  advertise  for 
public  anction,  under  execution,  "the  costly  effects  of 
the  Bight  Hon.  Audley  Egerton."     But  consummate  in 
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his  knowledge  of  the  world,  £^drton  felt  asgured  that 
Levy  vould  not  adopt  these  meaBiireB  ogaiiiBt  him  while 
he  could  still  tower  in  the  ran  of  political  war;  while 
ha  could  still  see  before  him  the  full  chance  of  restora- 
tion to  power,  perhapa  to  power  still  higher  than  before, 
— perhaps  to  power  the  highest  of  all  beneath  the  Utrone. 
That  Levy,  whose  hate  he  dirined,  though  he  did  not 
conjeotuie  all  ito  causes,  had  hitherto  delayed  even  a 
visit,  even  a  menace,  seemed  to  him  to  show  that  Levy 
still  thought  him  one  "to  be  helped,"  or  at  least  one  too 
powerful  to  crash.  To  secure  hie  position  in  Farliament 
UDshackled,  nnfallen,  if  bat  foi  anofter  year;  new  com- 
Irinations  of  party  m^bt  arise,  new  reactions  take  place 
in  public  opinioni  And,  with  bis  hand  pressed  to  his 
heart,  the  stem,  firm  man  muttered,  "If  not,  I  ask  but 
to  die  in  my  harness,  and  that  men  may  not  know  that 
I  am  a  pauper,  until  all  that  I  need  from  my  country 
is  a  grave." 

Scarce  had  these  words  died  upon  his  lips,  ere  two 
quick  knocks  in  succession  resounded  at  the  stoeet-door. 
In  another  moment  Harley  entered,  and,  at  the  same 
time,  the  servant  in  attendance  approached  Audley,  and 
announced  Baron  Levy, 

"B^  the  Baron  to  wait,  unlen  he  would  prefer  to 
name  bis  own  hour  to  call  ^^in,"  answered  Egerton, 
with  the  sl^htest  possible  change  of  color.  "  You  can 
ssy  I  am  now  with  Lord  L'Estiange." 

"I  bad  koped  yon  had  done  forever  with  that  delnder 
of  youth,"  said  Hartey,  aa  soon  as  the  groom  of  the 
chambers  had  withdrawn.  "I  remember  that  you  saw 
too  much  of  him  in  the  gay  time,  ere  wild  oats  are  sown ; 
bnt  now  surely  you  can  never  need  a  loan ;  and  if  so,  ia 
not  HarUj  L'Estnmge  by  your  aide  I " 

EoBBTos.— "My  dear  Harleyl-^  doubtless  he  but 
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oomee  to  talk  to  me  of  eome  boion^.  He  has  much  to 
do  with  those  delicate  negotiations." 

Haslet. —  "And  I  have  come  on  the  eame  business. 
I  claim  the  priority.  I  not  only  hear  in  the  world,  bat 
I  see  by  the  papers,  that  Josiah  Jenkins,  Esq.,  known 
to  fame  as  an  orator  who  leaves  out  his  h'a,  and  young 
Lord  Willoughby  Whiggolin,  who  is  just  made  a  Lord 
of  the  Admiralty,  because  his  health  is  too  delicate  for 
the  army,  are  certain  to  come  in  for  the  ci^  which  you 
and  your  present  colleague  will  as  certainly  vacate.  That 
is  true,  is  it  not?" 

Egbrtom. —  "My  old  committee  now  vote  for  Jen- 
kins and  Whi^olin.  And  I  suppose  there  will  not  be 
even  a  contest.     Qo  on." 

"So  my  father  and  I  are  agreed  that  yoa  must  con- 
descend, for  the  Bake  of  old  friendship,  to  be  once  mote 
member  for  Lansmere !  " 

"Hsrley,"  exclaimed  Egerton,  changing  oountwnance 
far  more  than  he  had  done  at  the  announcement  of  Levy's 
portentous  visit, —  "Harley,  no,  nol  " 

"No I  But  why  1  Whenf ore  such  emotion T  "  asked 
L'Estrange,  in  surprise. 

Audley  was  silent. 

Harlet. — "  I  suggested  the  idea  to  two  or  three  of 
the  late  Ministers;  they  all  concur  in  advisii^  you  to 
accede.  In  the  first  place,  if  declining  to  stand  for  the 
place  which  tempted  you  from  Lansmere,  what  mora 
natuial  than  that  you  should  &11  back  on  that  earlier 
representation  T  In  the  second  place,  Lansmere  is  neither 
a  rotten  borough,  to  be  bought,  nor  a  dose  borou^, 
under  one  man's  nomination.  It  is  a  tolerably  la^ 
constituency.  My  fother,  it  is  true,  has  considenble 
interest  in  it,  but  only  what  is  called  the  legitimate 
influence  of  property.     At  all  sventa,  it  is  more  secure 
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than  a  contest  for  a  larger  torn,  more  deified  than  a 
eeat  for  a  smaller.  Hesitating  still  t  Even  my  mother 
entreats  me  to  say  how  she  desires  you  to  renev  that 


"  Harley  t "  again  exclaimed  Egerton ;  and  fixing  upon 
his  friend's  earnest  face,  eyes  which,  when  softened  by 
emotion,  were  strangely  beaatiful  in  theii  expieesion,— 
"Harley,  if  you  could  but  read  my  heart  at  this  moment, 
you  would — you  would  —  "  His  voice  faltered ,  and  he 
fairly  bent  his  pnmd  head  upon  Harley'e  shoulder; 
grasping  the  band  be  had  canght, —  nerrously,  cling- 
ingly  —  "0  Harley,  if  I  ever  lose  your  love,  your 
friendship, —  nothing  else  is  left  to  me  in  &e  world." 

"Andl^,  my  dear,  dear  Audley,  is  it  you  who  speak 
to  me  thuet  You,  my  school  frirad,  my  life's  confi- 
dant, —  you ! " 

"I  am  grown  very  weak  and  foolish,"  said  I^rton, 
ttying  to  smile.  "  I  do  not  know  mysell  I,  too,  whom 
you  have  so  often  called  '  Stoic,'  and  likened  to  tbe  Iron 
Man  in  the  poem  which  yon  used  to  read  1^  the  river- 
side at  Eton." 

"But  even  then,  my  Audley,  I  knew  that  a  warm, 
human  heart  (do  what  you  would  to  keep  it  down) 
beat  strong  under  the  iron  ribs.  And  I  often  marvel 
now,  to  think  you  have  gone  through  life  so  free  from 
the  wilder  passions.     Happier  sol " 

Egerton,  who  had  turned  his  face  from  hie  friend's 
gaze,  remained  rilent  for  a  few  moments,  and  he  then 
sought  to  divert  the  conversation,  and  roused  himself  to 
aA  Harley  how  be  had  succeeded  in  his  views  npaa 
Beatrice,  and  his  watch  on  the  Count. 

"With  regard  to  Peschiera,"  answered  Harley,  "I 
think  we  must  have  overrated  the  danger  we  appre- 
hended, and  that  his  wagers  were  but  an  idle  bcwst 
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He  bae  lemained  quiet  enough,  and  seems  devoted  to 
pla;.  His  sister  has  shut  her  doors  both  on  myself  and 
m;  young  associate  during  the  last  few  days.  I  almost 
fear  that  in  epito  of  very  sage  warnings  of  mine,  ahe 
must  have  turned  his  poet's  head,  and  that  either  he  has 
met  with  some  scornful  rebuff  to  incautious  admiration, 
or  that  he  himself  has  grown  aware  of  peril,  and  declines 
to  face  it ;  for  he  is  very  much  embarrassed  when  I  speak 
to  him  respecting  her.  But  if  the  Count  is  not  formi- 
dable, why,  his  sister  is  not  needed;  and  I  hope  yet  to 
get  justice  for  my  Italian  friend  through  the  ordinary 
channels.  I  have  secured  an  ally  in  a  young  Austrian 
prince,  who  is  now  in  Loudon,  and  who  has  promised  to 
hack,  with  all  his  influence,  a  memorial  I  shall  transmit 
to  Vienna.  Apropos,  my  dear  A.udley,  now  that  you 
have  a  little  breathing-time,  you  must  fix  an  hour  for  me 
to  present  to  you  my  young  poet,  the  son  of  ker  sister. 
At  moments  the  expression  of  his  face  is  so  like  hers." 

"Ay,  ay,"  answered  Egertoa,  quickly.  "I  will  see 
him  as  you  wish,  but  later.  I  have  not  yet  that  breath- 
ing-time you  speak  of;  but  you  say  he  baa  prospered; 
and,  with  your  friendship,  he  is  secure  from  fortune. 
I  lejoLCQ  to  think  so." 

"And  your  own  protiffi,  this  Bandal  Leslie,  whom 
you  forbid  me  to  dislike, — hard  task  I  what  has  he 
decided  1 " 

"To  adhere  to  my  fate.  Harley,  if  it  please  Heaven 
that  I  do  not  live  to  return  to  power,  and  provide  ade- 
quately for  that  yonng  man,  do  not  forget  ibat  he  dung 
to  me  in  my  fall." 

"  If  he  still  cling  to  you  &ithfully,  I  will  never  forget 
it.  I  will  forget  only  all  that  now  makes  me  doubt  him. 
But  yoM  talk  of  not  living,  Audley!  Poohl — your 
fnune  is  that  of  a  predestined  octogenariaii." 
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"Ka7,"  answered  Andlejr,  "I  was  bat  uttering  one  of 
(hoee  vague  genenlitiee  vhich  aie  commoit  upon  all 
mortal  lipe.  And  now  farewell ;  I  must  Bee  this  Baion." 
."Kot  yet,  until  you  have  promised  to  cona^t  to  my 
proposal,  and  be  once  more  member  for  Lansmeie. — Tutt 
don't  shake  your  head.  I  cannot  be  denied.  I  claim 
your  promise  in  right  of  our  friendship,  and  shall  be 
seriously  hurt  if  you  even  pause  to  reflect  on  it." 

"Well,  well,  I  know  not  how  to  refuse  you,  Hailey; 
bat  you  have  not  been  to  Lansmere  yourself  since  — 
since  that  sad  event.  Tou  must  not  revive  the  old 
wound, — you  must  not  go;  and  —  and,  I  own  it,  Har- 
ley,  the  remembrance  of  it  pains  even  me.  I  would 
rather  not  go  to  Lansmere." 

"  Ah,  my  friend,  this  is  an  excess  of  sympathy,  and  I 
cannot  listen  to  it.  I  begin  even  to  bl^ne  my  own 
weakness,  and  to  feel  that  we  have  no  right  to  make 
ourselves  Ute  soft  slaves  of  the  past." 

"Tou  do  appear  to  me  of  late  to  have  changed,"  cried 
Egerton,  suddenly,  and  with  a  brightening  aspect.  "  Do 
tell  me  that  yoa  ate  happy  in  the  contemplation  id  your 
new  ties , —  that  I  shall  live  to  see  you  once  more  restored 
to  your  former  self." 

"All  I  can  answer,  Andley,"  said  L'Estrange,  with  a 
thoughtful  laow,  "is,  that  you  are  right  in  one  thing,— 
I  am  changed;  and  I  am  struggling  to  gain  strength  for 
daty  and  for  honor.  Adieul  I  shall  tell  my  father  that 
you  accede  to  onr  wishes." 
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CHAPTER  VL 


Whsn  Harley  me  gone,  Egerton  sunk  back  on  hia 
chair,  as  if  in  extreme  physical  or  mental  exhaustion, 
all  the  lines  of  his  countenance  relaxed  and  jaded. 

"To  go  back  to  that  place;  there  —  there,  where  — 
Courage,  courage;  what  ie  another  pai^t" 

He  roae  with  an  effort,  and  folding  hie  arms  tightl; 
across  his  l»«a8t,  paced  sloirly  to  aad  fro  the  large, 
mournful,  solitary  room.  Gradually  his  countenance 
assumed  ita  usual  cold  and  austere  composure,  —  the 
secret  eye,  the  guarded  lip,  the  haughty  collect«d  front. 
The  man  of  the  world  was  himself  once  more. 

"Kow  to  gain  time,  and  to  hoffle  the  usurer ,"  mur- 
mured Egertos,  with  that  low  tone  of  ea^  ecom  which 
beapoke  consciousness  of  superior  power  and  the  familiar 
mastery  over  hostile  natures.  He  rang  the  bell:  Uta 
servant  entered. 

"le  Baron  Levy  atill  waitingt" 

"Yes,  air." 

"Admit  him," 

Levy  entered. 

"I  beg  your  pardon,  Levy,"  said  the  ex-minister, 
"for  having  so  long  detained  you.  I  am  now  at  your 
commands." 

"My  dear  fellow,"  returned  the  Baron,  "no  apologies 
between  friends  so  old  as  we  are;  and  I  fear  that  my 
business  is  not  bo  agreeable  as  to  make  you  impatient  to 
discuss  it." 

Eqbbton  (with  perfect  composure).  — "I  am  to  con- 
clude, then,  that  you  wish  to  bring  onr  accounts  to  a 
close.     Whenever  you  will,  Levy," 
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Thx  Babon  (diBooncerted  and  aarpiised).  — '  Peate/ 
mon  eher,  you  take  things  C00II7.  But  if  out  ac 
counts  are  closed,  I  fear  70a  vill  have  but  little  to 
liTe  npon." 

EoESTOiT.  —  "I  can  contmne  to  live  on  the  ulaxj  of 
a  Cabinet  Minister." 

Tbb  BABOif. — "Poeaibly;  bat  70a  an  no  longer  a 
Cabinet  Minister." 

EoBBTOK.  —  "  You  have  never  found  me  deceived  in 
A  political  prediction.  Within  twelve  montha  (ehonld 
life  be  spared  to  me)  I  shall  be  in  office  again.  If  the 
same  to  70a,  I  vould  rather  wait  till  then,  formally  md 
amicably  to  resign  to  you  my  lands  and  this  house.  If 
you  grant  that  reprieve,  our  connection  can  tfans  dose 
without  the  ielat  and  noise,  which  may  be  invidious  to 
you,  as  it  would  be  disagreaable  to  me.  But  if  that  delay 
be  inconvenient,  I  will  appoint  a  lawyer  to  examine  your 
accounts,  and  adjust  my  liabilities." 

Thb  Baboh  (soliloquicing).  —  "I  don't  like  (his.  A 
lawyerl    That  may  be  awkward," 

EoBHTOK  {observing  the  Baron,  with  a  curl  on  his 
lip).  —"Well,  Levy,  how  shall  it  be  I" 

Thb  Babon.  —  "Yon  know,  my  dear  fellow,  it  is  not 
my  character  to  be  hard  on  any  one,  least  of  all  upon  an 
old  friend.  And  if  you  really  think  there  is  a  chance 
of  your  return  to  office,  which  you  apprehend  tttat  an 
eactandra  as  to  your  a&iis  at  present  might  damage, 
why,  let  us  see  if  WB  can  conciliate  matters.  But,  first, 
mon  ehvr,  in  order  to  become  a  Minister,  you  must  at 
least  have  a  seat  is  Parliament:  and,  pardon  me  the 
queBti<m,  how  the  deuce  are  you  to  find  one  1 " 

SoBRTOH.  —  "It  is  found." 

Thb  Baboh.  — "Ah,  I  forgot  the  £fiOOO  you  last 
borrowed." 
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Egebtox.  — "No;  I  reserve  that  tarn  for  aootbet 
purpoee." 

Thk  Baboit  (with  &  forced  laugh).  —  "Periutpa  to 
defend  youiBeU  against  the  actione  you  appreh«Bd  fiom 
me  I" 

Eqebtoit.  —  "Yon  are  mistaken.  But,  to  soothe 
youi  Buapicione,  I  will  tell  yon  plainly,  that  finding 
any  sum  I  might  have  insured  on  my  life  Tould  be 
liable  to  debts  preincurred,  and  (aa  yon  will  be  my  sole 
creditor)  might  thus  at  my  death  pass  back  to  yon;  and 
doubting  whether,  indeed,  any  office  would  accept  my 
insurance,  I  appropriate  that  sum  to  the  relief  of  my 
conscience.  I  intend  to  bestow  it,  while  yet  in  life, 
npon  my  late  wife's  kinsman,  Randal  Leslie.  And  it 
is  Bolely  the  wish  to  do  what  I  consider  an  act  of  jus- 
tice that  has  pTerailed  with  me  to  accept  a  favor  from 
the  hands  of  Harley  L'Estrange,  and  to  become  again 
the  member  for  Lansmere." 

Thk  Baboh.  —  "Ha!  —  Lanamerel  You  will  stand 
for  Xianamere  t " 

EoEBTON  (wincing).  — "I  propose  to  do  so." 

The  Baboit.  — "I  believe  you  will  be  opposed,  sub- 
jected to  even  sharp  contest.  Peihapa  you  ma;  lose  your 
election. " 

EaEBTOM. — "If  so,  I  resign  myself,  and  you  can 
foreclose  on  roy  estates." 

Thk  Babok  (his  brow  clearing).  —  "  Look  yoa,  Eger- 
ton,  I  shall  be  too  happy  to  do  you  a  favor." 

EoBBTOir  (with  etat«liness). — "  Favor  t  Ko,  Baron 
Levy,  I  ask  from  you  no  favor.  Dismiss  all  thought  of 
rendering  me  one.  It  is  but  a  oousideration  of  bueinese 
on  both  sides.  If  you  think  it  better  that  we  shall  at 
ones  settle  our  accounts,  my  lawyer  shall  investigate 
them.     If  you  ngrw  to  the  delay  I  requeet,  my  lawyer 
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aliall  gire  yon  no  troable;  and  aU  that  I  Iuto,  except 
hope  uid  cbanwter,  pass  to  yotu  hands  without  a 
struggle." 

Thk  Babon.  — "Inflexible  and  ungmcioos,  favor  cw 
not,  —  pnt  it  as  you  'will, — I  accade,  provided,  first, 
that  you  allow  me  to  draw  up  a  fresh  deed,  which  will 
accomplish  jour  part  of  the  compaot;  and,  secondly, 
that  we  saddle  tlw  proposed  delay  with  the  condition 
that  yon  do  not  lose  yonr  election." 

EoKBTOK.  —  "Agreed.  Have  yon  anything  farther 
to  sayt" 

Thb  Bason.  — *  Nothing,  except  that,  if  yon  require 
mora  money,  I  am  still  at  your  aerrice." 

EosBTOM.  —  "I  thank  you.  No ;  I  shall  take  the 
occasion  of  my  retirament  from  ofGce  to  reduce  my  estab- 
liehment.  I  have  calculated  already,  and  provided  for 
the  expenditura  I  need,  up  to  the  date  I  have  specified, 
'  snd  I  shall  have  no  occasion  to  touch  the  £6000  that  I 
still  retain." 

"  Your  young  friend  Ht.  Leslie  ought  to  be  very 
grateful  to  you,"  said  the  Baron,  rising.  "  I  have  mat 
him  in  the  world,  ^  a  lad  of  much  promise  and  talent. 
You  dionld  try  and  get  him  also  into  Parliament. " 

Egbkton  (tiioughtfully).  —  "You  are  a  good  judge 
of  the  practical  abilities  and  merits  of  men,  as  regards 
worldly  success.  Do  you  really  think  Bandal  Leslie 
calculated  for  public  life,  — for  a  Farliamentaiy  career}" 

The  Babon.  —  "Indeed  I  do." 

EoBBTON  (speaking  more  to  binkself  tjkan  Levy).  — 
"Parliament  without  fortune,  —  'tis  a  sharp  trial;  still 
he  la  [oiident,  abstemious,  energetic,  petseverii^;  and 
at  the  onset,  under  my  auspices  sad  advice,  he  might 
establish  a  position  beyond  his  years. " 

Thb  Babon.  —  "  It  strikes  me  that  we  might  poaaibly 
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get  him  into  the  next  Farliameiit;  or,  aa  that  la  aot 
likelj  to  last  loi^,  at  all  eveiitB  into  tha  Parliament  to 
foUov, — not  ior  one  of  the  boroughs,  which  will  be 
swept  awaj,  but  lor  a  permanent  seat,  and  without 
expense." 

Bqebioit.  —  "  Ay,  —  and  how ) " 

The  Baboit.  — "  Give  ma  a  few  days  to  consider. 
An  idea  has  occurred  to  me.  I  will  call  i^ain  if  I 
find  it  practicable.  Good  day  to  you,  £gert(m,  and 
Buoceaa  to  your  election  for  J 
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CHAPTEB  VIL 

FnOBlEBA  had  not  been  bo  iiiAct'^Te  as  h«  had  appealed 
to  Harley  and  the  reader.  On  the  contrary,  he  had  pre- 
pared the  vay  for  hia  Tiltimate  design,  with  all  the  cnfi 
and  the  nnacmpnlous  resolution  which  belonged  to  hia 
nature.  Hia  object  was  to  oompel  Biccabocca  into  aa- 
aenting  to  the  Connt'a  mairiage  with  Yiolante,  or,  fail- 
ing  that,  to  rain  all  chance  of  hia  kinsman'a  restoration. 
Quietly  and  secretly  ha  had  aought  out ,  amongat  the  most 
needy  and  unprincipled  of  his  own  oountiymen,  those 
whom  he  could  auhoro  to  depose  to  Riccabocca'a  par- 
ticipation in  plots  and  conspiracies  against  the  Anatrian 
dominion.  Theae  his  former  connection  with  the  Car- 
bonari enabled  him  to  track  to  their  tefnge  in  London; 
and  his  knowledge  of  the  ohancters  he  had  to  deal  widi 
fitted  him  well  for  the  villanoua  task  he  midertook. 

He  had,  therefore ,  already  selected  out  of  tiiese  des- 
peradoes a  anfficient  namber,  either  to  serve  aa  witnesses 
against  his  kinsman,  or  to  aid  him  in  any  more  anda- 
ciona  scheme  which  ciTcnmstance  might  suggest  to  his 
adoption.  Meanwhile  he  had  (as  Harley  had  auapected 
he  would)  set  spies  upon  Bandal'a  movemente;  and  the 
day  before  that  yoong  traitor  confided  to  him  Violante's 
retreat,  he  had,  at  least,  got  scent  of  her  father's. 

The  discovery  that  Violante  was  under  a  roof  so  hon- 
ored, and  seemingly  so  safe  as  Lord  Lansmere's,  did  not 
discourage  this  bold  and  desperate  adventurer.  We  hare 
seen  him  set  forth  to  lecoonoitre  the  house  at  Knights- 
bridge.     He  had  examined  it  well,  and  discovered  Uie 
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qouter  which  he  judged  faTonUe  to  &  eoup  de  mam, 
should  that  become  neceaaaiy. 

Lord  Lansmere'B  house  and  grounds  were  surrounded 
by  a  wall,  the  entrance  being  to  the  high-road,  and  hj  a 
porter's  lodge.  Xt  ihe  rear  there  lay  fields  crossed  by 
a  lane  or  by-road.  To  these  fields  a  small  door  in  the 
wall,  which  was  used  by  the  gardeners  in  passing  to  and 
from  theit  work,  gave  communication.  This  door  was 
usually  kept  locked  j  but  the  lock  was  of  the  nide  and 
simple  description  common  to  such  entrances,  and  easily 
opened  by  a  skeleton  key.  So  tax  there  was  no  obstacle 
which  Peschiera's  experience  in  oonspintcy  and  gallautty 
did  not  disdain  as  trivial.  But  the  Count  was  not  dis- 
posed to  abrupt  and  violent  means  in  the  first  instance. 
He  had  a  confidence  in  his  peraonal  gifts,  in  bis  address, 
in  his  previous  triumphs  over  the  sex,  which  made  him 
naturally  desin  to  hazard  the  effect  of  a  personal  inter- 
view ;  and  on  this  he  resolved  with  his  wonted  audacity. 
Bondal's  description  of  Violante'a  personal  appearance, 
and  Buch  suggestions  as  to  her  ohancter,  and  the  motives 
most  likely  to  influence  her  actions,  as  that  young  lynx- 
eyed  observer  could  bestow,  were  all  that  the  Count 
required  of  present  aid  from  his  accomplice. 

Meanwhile  we  return  to  Violanto  herself.  We  see 
her  now  seated  in  the  gardens  at  Knigbtsbridge,  side  by 
side  with  Helen.  The  place  was  retired,  and  out  of 
sight  from  the  windows  of  the  house. 

ViOLANTB.—  "But  why  will  you  not  tell  me  more  of 
that  early  time  I  Tou  are  leas  oommunicative  even  than 
Leonard." 

HsLBH  (lookii^i  down,  and  hesitatingly). — "In- 
deed there  is  nothing  to  tell  you  that  you  do  not 
know;  and  it  is  so  long  since,  and  things  sie  so  changed 
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The  tone  of  the  last  words  wu  mouiuful,  and  the 
woTdi  ended  with  a  aigh. 

ViOLAKTC  (with  enthoeiaam). —  "How  I  wivy  you 
that  post  which  you  treat  so  lightly  I  To  hare  been 
something,  even  in  childhood,  to  the  fonnationi  of  a 
noble  Dature;  to  have  borne  on  those  alight  ahauldera 
half  the  load  of  a  man's  grand  labor.  And  now  to  see 
Geniua  moving  calm  in  its  clear  cueerj  and  to  say  inly, 
*  Of  that  genius  I  am  a  parti ' " 

Hklen  (sadly  and  humbly). —  "Aportl  Oh,nol  A 
pttrti     I  don't  ondarstand  you." 

VlOLAKTE.  —  "Take  the  child  Beatrice  from  Dante's 
life,  and  should  we  hare  a  Dante  I  What  is  a  poet's 
genius  but  the  Toice  of  its  emotions  1  All  things  in  life 
and  in  nature  inflnence  genius;  but  what  influences  it 
the  moet  are  its  own  Borrows  and  afiections." 

Helen  looks  softly  into  Violante's  eloquent  face,  and 
draws  nearer  to  her  in  tender  silence. 

ViOLANTE  (suddenly). —  "Yes,  Helen,  yea;  I  know 
by  my  own  heart  how  to  read  yours.  Such  memories 
are  ine&ceable.  Few  guess  what  strange  self-weavers 
of  our  own  destinies  we  women  are  in  our  veriest  child- 
hood!" She  sunk  her  voice  into  a  whisper.  "How 
could  Leonard  fail  to  be  dear  to  yon;  dear  as  you  to 
him, —  dearer  ^ojx  all  others ! " 

Hblbk  (shrinking  bock,  and  greatly  disturbed). — 
"Hush,  hushi  you  most  not  speak  to  me  thus;  it  is 
wicked;  I  cannot  bear  it.  I  would  not  have  it  be  so,  it 
must  not  be, —  it  cannot! " 

She  clasped  her  hands  over  her  eyes  for  a  moment,  and 
then  lifted  her  face,  and  the  face  was  very  sad,  bat  very 
calm. 

ViOLAHTE  (twining  her  arm  roond  Helen's  waist).  — 
"  How  have  I  wounded  you  I  —  how  oSbnded  T    Forgive 
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me, —  but  wh^  is  this  irickedt    Why  most  it  not  bet 
Is  it  because  be  is  below  you  in  biiiht " 

HxLSN. —  "No,  no;  I  neTet  thought  of  that.  And 
That  am  I?  Don't  ask  me, —  I  cannot  answer.  Ton 
an  wrong,  quite  wrong,  as  to  me.  I  can  only  look  on 
Leonard  as  —  as  a  brother.  But — bat  you  oan  speak  to 
him  more  freely  than  I  can.  I  would  not  have  him 
wBste  his  heart  on  me,  nor  yet  think  me  unkind  and 
distant,  as  I  seem.  I  know  not  what  I  say.  But — 
but — bieak  to  him  —  indirectly  —  gently  —  that  dot; 
in  both  forbids  us  both  to — to  be  more  than  friends  — 

"Helen,  Helen!  "  cried  Yiolante,  in  her  warm,  gen- 
erous passion,  "your  heart  betrays  you  in  eveiy  word 
you  say.     You  weep;  lean  on  me;  whisper  to  me;  why 

—  why  is  this }    Do  you  fear  that  your  guardian  would 
not  consent  t    He  not  consent  T    He  who  —  " 

Helen. —  "Cease — cease  —  cease." 

ViOLANTE. —  "What!  You  can  fear  Harley, — Lord 
L'Eetrangel     Fie;  you  do  not  know  him," 

Heleit  (rising  suddenly). —  "Violanto,  hold;  I  am 
ragaged  to  another." 

Violanto  rose  also,  and  stood  bUU,  as  if  turned  to 
stone;  pale  as  death,  till  the  blood  came,  at  first  slowly, 
then  with  suddenness  from  her  heart,  and  one  deep  glow 
sufiused  her  whole  countenance.  She  caught  Helen's 
hand  firmly,  and  said,  in  a  hollow  voice, — 

"Another!    Engaged  to  anotheil    One  word,  Helen, 

—  nottobim;  not  to  Harley — to  —  " 

"  I  cannot  say, —  I  must  not.  I  have  promised,"  cried 
poor  Helen,  and  as  Violante  let  fall  her  hand,  ahe 
hurried  away. 

Violanto  sat  down,  mechanically;  she  felt  as  if 
stunned  by  a  mortal  blow.     She  closed  her  eyes  and 
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breathed  hud.  A  deadly  faintnesa  aeized  her;  and 
Then  it  passed  away,  it  eeemed  to  her  ae  if  ehe  were  no 
longer  the  Bame  being,  uor  the  world  aroimd  faer  the 
aame  world;  as  if  she  were  but  one  eenae  of  intense, 
hopelera  miaery,  and  as  if  th«  universe  were  but  one 
inanimate  void.  So  strangely  immaterial  are  we  really, 
— -wa  human  beings,  with  flesh  and  blood, —  that  if  you 
andd«nly  abstract  from  us  but  a  single,  impalpable,  airy 
thought,  which  our  soula  have  cheriBhed,  you  seem  to 
curdle  the  air,  to  extinguish  the  sun,  to  soap  every  link 
that  connects  us  to  matter,  aod  te  benumb  everything 
into  death,  except  woe. 

And  this  warm,  young,  southern  nature,  but  a  moment 
before  was  so  full  of  joy,  and  life,  and  vigorous  lofty 
hope.  It  never  till  now  had  known  its  own  intensity 
and  depth.  The  virgin  had  never  lifted  the  veil  from  - 
her  own  eoul  of  woman.  What  till  then  had  Harley 
L'Estrange  been  to  Violante}  An  ideal;  a  dream  of 
some  imagined  excellence;  a  type  of  poetij  in  the  midst 
of  the  common  world.  It  had  not  been  Harley  the  man, 
it  had  been  Harley  the  Phantom.  Sha  had  never  said 
to  herself,  "He  is  identified  with  my  love, —  my  hopes, 
my  home,  my  future."  How  could  shel  Of  such,  he 
himself  had  never  spoken ;  an  internal  voice,  indeed, 
had  vaguely,  yet  irresistibly,  whispered  to  hei  that, 
despite  his  light  words,  bis  feelings  towards  her  were 
grave  and  deep.  0  false  voicel  how  it  had  deceived 
her!  Her  quick  convictions  seized  the  alt  that  Helen 
had  left  unsaid.  And  now  suddenly  she  felt  what  it  is 
to  love,  and  what  it  is  to  despair.  So  she  sat,  crushed 
and  solitaij,  neither  murmuring  nor  weeping,  only  now 
and  then  paasing  her  hand  across  her  brow,  as  if  to  clear 
away  some  cloud  that  would  not  be  dispersed ;  or  heav- 
ing a  deep  sigh,  as  if  to  throw  off  some  load  that  no  time 
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henceforth  could  remove.  There  are  c«rtain  momentfl 
in  life  in  which  we  say  to  ourselves,  "All  is  over;  no 
matter  what  else  changes,  that  which  I  have  made  my  all 
is  gone  evermore, —  evermore."  And  our  own  thought 
rings  back  in  oni  ears,  "£vernioi«,— evennonl " 
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CHAPTER  Vm. 

Aa  Violante  thus  sat,  a  stranger,  passing  stealthily 
thiongh  the  ti«es,  stood  betweea  herself  and  the  even- 
ing SUB.  She  saw  him  not.  He  paused  a  moment, 
and  then  sppke  low,  in  her  native  tongue,  addressing 
her  hj  the  name  which  she  had  borne  in  Italy. 
He  spoke  as  a  reUtloa,  and  excused  hia  intrusion; 
"For,"  said  he,  "I  come  to  suggest  to  the  dau^ter 
the  means  hy  vhich  ahe  can  restore  to  her  fa^ier  hia 
country  and  his  honors. " 

At  the  word  "father,"  Violante  tooaed  henelf,  and 
all  her  love  for  that  father  rushed  back  upon  her  with 
double  force.  It  does  so  ever,  —  we  love  most  oui  par- 
ents at  the  moment  when  some  tie  less  holy  is  abruptly 
broken;  and  when  the  conscience  says,  "  There,  at  least, 
is  a  love  that  has  never  deceived  theel " 

She  aaw  before  her  a  man  of  mild  aapect  and  princely 
form.  Peschiera  (for  it  was  he)  had  banished  from  hia 
dnsa,  as  from  his  countenance,  all  that  betrayed  the 
worldly  levity  of  his  character.  He  was  acting  a  part, 
and  he  dressed  and  looked  it. 

"My  father!"  she  said,  quickly,  and  in  Italian. 
"What  of  himi  And  who  are  you,  signort  I  know 
you  not." 

Pescbieis  smiled  benignly,  and  replied  in  a  tone  in 
which  great  respect  was  softened  by  a  kind  of  parental 
tendemeaa:  "Suffer  me  to  explain,  and  listen  to  me 
while  I  speak."    Then,  quietly  seating  himself  on  the 
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bench  beside  ber,  be  looked  into  her  eyes,  and  resomed. 
"  Doubtless  you  have  heaid  of  the  Count  di  Peschiera  }  " 

VioLANTB.  — "  I  heard  that  name  as  a  child,  when 
in  Italy.  And  when  she  with  whom  I  then  dwelt  (my 
father's  aunt)  fell  ill  and  died,  I  was  told  that  my 
home  in  Italy  was  gone,  that  it  had  passed  to  tie  Count 
di  Peschiera,  —  my  father's  foe," 

Pkschibba. — "And  youi  father,  since  then,  has 
taught  yon  to  bate  this  fancied  toel" 

ViOLANTB, — "Nay;  my  father  did  hut  forbid  me 
ever  to  breathe  his  name." 

Pebchieba. — "Alas!  what  years  of  suffering  and 
exile  might  have  been  saved  your  father,  bad  he  but 
been  more  just  to  his  early  friend  and  kinsman;  nay, 
had  he  but  less  cruelly  concealed  the  secret  of  his  retreat. 
Fair  child,  I  am  that  Giulio  Franzini,  that  Count  di 
Peschiera.  I  am  the  man  you  have  been  told  to  regard 
as  your  father's  foe.  I  am  the  man  on  whom  the  Aus- 
trian Emperor  bestowed  bis  lands.  And  now  judg«  if  I 
am,  in  truth,  the  foe.  I  have  come  hither  to  seek  your 
father,  in  order  to  dispossess  myself  of  my  aoveraign's 
gift.  I  bare  come  but  with  one  desire,  to  restore  Al- 
phonso  to  his  native  land,  and  to  surrender  the  heritage 
that  was  foiced  upon  me." 

ViOLANTE. — "My  father,  my  dear  fotherl  His 
grand  heart  will  have  room  once  more.  OhI  this  is 
noble  enmity,  true  revenge.  I  understand  it,  signer, 
and  so  will  my  father,  for  such  would  have  been  his 
revei^  on  you.     You  have  seen  him." 

Peschiera. — "No,  not  yet.  I  would  not  see  him 
till  I  had  seen  yourself;  for  you,  in  truth,  are  the 
arUter  of  hia  destinies  as  of  mine  I" 

VioLAjJTE.  —  "1,  —  Count  I  I  arbiter  of  my  fi^tbeT's 
destinies t    Is  it  possible]" 
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Pbsohixra  (with  a  look  of  compaseioiiftte  admiration, 
and  in  a  tone  yet  more  emphatically  parental).  — "How 
lovely  IB  that  innocent  joy;  but  do  not  indulge  it  yet. 
FeihspB  it  is  a  sacrifice  which  ia  asked  from  you,  —  a 
aacrifice  too  hard  to  bear.  Do  not  interrupt  me.  Listen 
still,  and  yon  will  see  wh;  I  could  not  speak  to  your 
father  until  I  had  obtained  an  interview  with  yourself. 
See  why  a  word  from  you  may  continue  still  to  banish 
me  from  hie  presence.  You  know,  doubtless,  that  your 
fother  was  one  of  the  chiefs  of  a  party  that  sought  to  free 
Northern  Italy  from  the  Austriana.  I  myself  was  at  the 
onset  a  warm  participator  in  that  scheme.  In  a  sudden 
moment  I  discovered  that  some  of  its  more  active  pro- 
jectors had  coupled  with  a  patriotic  enterprise  plots  of  a 
dark  nature,  and  that  the  conspiracy  itself  was  about 
to  be  betrayed  to  the  government.  I  wished  to  consult 
with  yoor  father;  but  he  was  at  a  distance.  I  learned 
that  his  life  was  condemned.  Not  an  hour  was  to  be 
lost.  I  took  a  bold  resolve,  that  has  exposed  me  to  his 
sospicione,  and  to  my  country's  wrath.  But  my  main 
idea  was  to  save  him,  my  early  friend,  from  death,  and 
mj  country  from  fruitless  massacre.  I  withdrew  from 
the  intended  revolt.  I  sought  at  once  the  head  of  the 
Austrian  government  in  Italy,  and  made  terms  for  the 
lives  of  Alphonso,  and  of  the  other  more  illustrious 
chiefs,  which  otherwise  would  have  been  forfeited.  I 
obtained  permission  to  undertake  myself  the  charge  of 
securing  my  kinaman  in  order,  to  place  him  in  safety, 
and  to  conduct  him  to  a  foreign  land,  in  an  exile  that 
would  oeaae  when  the  danger  was  dispelled.  But  un- 
happily he  deemed  that  I  only  sought  to  destroy  him. 
He  fied  from  my  friendly  pntsuit.  The  soldiers  with 
me  were  attacked  by  an  intermeddling  Englishman; 
youi  father  escaped  from  Italy, — concealing  hia  re- 
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treat;  &nd  the  character  of  hia  flight  counteracted  my 
efforts  to  obtain  his  pardon.  The  government  oonfemd 
on  me  half  bia  reTenuee,  holding  the  other  half  at  ita 
pleasure.  I  accepted  the  offer  in  order  to  save  his  whole 
heritage  from  confiscation.  That  I  did  not  convey  to 
him  what  I  pined  to  do,  —  viz.,  the  information  that  I 
held  bat  in  trust  what  was  bestowed  by  the  goremment, 
and  the  full  explanation  of  what  seemed  blamahle  in  my 
conduct,  — was  necessarily  owing  to  the  secrecy  he  main- 
tained. I  could  not  diecover  hia  refuge;  but  I  never 
ceased  to  plead  for  his  recall.  This  year  only  I  have 
partially  succeeded.  He  can  he  restored  to  his  heritage 
and  rank,  on  one  proviso,  —  a  guarantee  for  his  loyalty. 
That  guarantee  the  government  has  named:  it  is  the 
alliance  of  his  only  child  with  one  whom  the  govern- 
ment can  trust.  It  was  the  interest  of  all  the  Italian 
nobility,  that  the  representation  of  a  house  so  great  fall- 
ing to  a  female,  should  not  pass  away  wholly  &om  the  di- 
rect line; —  in  a  word,  thatyou  should  ally  yoniself  with 
a  kinsman.  But  one  kinsman,  and  he  the  next  in  blood, 
presented  himself.  In  short,  —  Alphonso  r^ains  all 
that  he  lost  on  the  day  in  which  his  daughter  gives 
her  hand  to  0-iuIio  Franxini,  Count  di  Peschiera. 
Ah,"  continued  the  Count,  mournfully,  "you  shrink, 
—  you  recoil.  Ha  thus  submitted  to  your  choice  is 
indeed  unworthy  of  you.  Ton  are  scarce  in  the  spring 
of  life.  He  is  in  its  waning  autumn.  Youth  loves 
youth.  He  does  not  aspire  to  your  love.  All  that  he 
can  aay  is,  love  is  not  the  only  joy  of  the  heart, — it  is 
joy  to  raise  from  ruin  a  beloved  father;  joy  to  restore 
to  a  land  poor  in  all  bnt  memories,  a  chief  in  whom  it 
reverences  a  line  of  heroes.  These  are  the  joys  I  offer 
to  you,  —  you,  a  daughter,  and  an  Italian  maid.  Still 
silentt     Oh,  speak  to  me!  " 
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Gertaiiily  this  Coimt  Peaclueia  knew  well  how  woman 
is  to  be  wooed  and  won;  and  never  was  woman  moie 
seusitdve  to  thoee  high  appeals  which  most  move  all 
teae  earnest  womanhood,  than  wbs  the  young  Violante. 
Fortune  favored  him  in  the  moment  chosen.  Harley 
was  wrenched  away  from  her  hopes,  and  "  love  "  a  word 
erased  from  her  Ungues.  In  the  void  of  the  world,  her 
fiither's  image  alone  stood  clear  and  visible.  And  she 
who  from  infancy  had  so  pined  to  serve  that  father,  who 
at  first  learned  to  dream  of  Harley  as  that  father's  friendl 
She  coold  restore  to  him  all  for  which  the  exile  sighed; 
and  by  a  sacrifice  of  self  I  Self-sacrifice,  ever  in  itself 
such  a  temptation  to  the  noble!  Still,  in  the  midst  of 
the  confusion  and  distuihance  of  her  mind,  the  idea 
of  marriage  with  another  eeemed  so  terrible  and  revolt- 
ing, that  she  could  not  at  once  conceive  it;  and  still 
that  instinct  of  openness  and  honor  which  pervaded 
all  her  character,  warned  even  her  inexperience  that 
there  was  something  wrong  in  this  clandestine  appeal 
toheiBslf. 

Again  the  Count  besought  her  to  speak,  and  with  an 
effort  she  said,  irresolutely, — 

"If  it  be  as  you  say,  it  is  not  for  me  to  answer  yon; 
it  is  for  my  father." 

"Nay,"  replied  Feschieia.  "Pardon,  if  I  contradict 
you.  Do  you  know  so  little  of  your  father  as  to  sup- 
pose that  he  will  suffer  his  interest  to  dictate  to  his 
pridel  He  would  refuse,  perhaps,  even  tlo  receive  my 
visit,  —  to  hear  my  explanations ;  but  certainly  he  would 
refuse  to  buy  bock  bis  inheritance  by  the  sacrifice  of  his 
daughter  to  one  whom  he  has  deemed  his  foe,  and  whom 
the  mere  disparity  of  years  would  incline  the  world  to 
say  he  had  made  the  barter  of  his  personal  ambition. 
But  if  I  could  go  to  him  sanctioned  hy  you;  if  I  could 
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gay  your  daughter  overlooks  what  the  father  might  deem 
an  obstacle, — she  has  cosBeuted  to  accept  my  hand  of 
her  own  free  choice ;  she  unites  hei  happinese  and  blends 
her  piayetswith  mine,  —  then,  indeed,  I  could  not^l 
of  Buccees;  and  Italy  would  pardon  my  errora,  and  bleas 
your  nanLe.  Ah!  Sigsoiiua,  do  not  think  of  me,  save 
as  an  iDstrument  towards  the  fulfilment  of  duties  so  high 
and  Bacred ;  think  but  of  your  ancestors,  your  father,  your 
native  land,  and  reject  not  the  proud  occasion  to  prove 
how  yon  revere  them  all!  " 

Violante'a  heart  was  touched  at  the  right  cord.  Her 
head  rose ;  the  color  came  back  to  her  pale  cheek ;  she 
turned  the  glorious  beauty  of  her  countenance  tewaids 
the  wily  tempter.  She  was  about  to  answer,  and  to  seal 
her  fate,  when  at  that  instant  Harley's  voice  was  heaid 
at  a  little  distance,  and  Nero  came  bounding  towards 
her,  and  thrust  himself,  with  rough  familiarity,  be- 
tween her  and  Peschiera.  The  Count  drew  back,  and 
Violante,  whose  eyes  were  still  fixed  on  his  face,  started 
at  the  change  that  passed  there.  One  quick  gleam  of 
n^  sufficed  in  an  instant  to  light  np  the  sinister  secrets 
of  his  nature, — it  was  the  face  of  the  baffled  gladiator. 
He  had  time  but  for  few  words. 

"I  must  not  be  seen  here,"  he  muttered;  "but  to- 
morrow—  in  these  gardens — about  this  hour.  I  im- 
plore you  for  the  sake  of  your  father, — his  hopes, 
fortunes,  his  very  life,  to  guard  the  secret  of  this  int6r- 
view  —  to  meet  me  again.     Adieu  I " 

He  vanished  amidst  the  trees,  and  was  gone,  —noise' 
lessly,  mysteriously,  as  he  had  come. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

Thb  last  woids  of  Pesdueia  were  Btill  ringing  in  Vio- 
lonte'e  ears  when  Harley  appeared  in  sight,  and  the 
sound  of  his  voioe  dispelled  the  vagne  and  dreamj  stupor 
which  had  crept  over  hei  senses.  At  that  voice  there 
returned  the  consciousness  of  a  mighty  loss,  the  sting  of 
an  intolerable  anguish.  To  meet  Harle;  there,  and 
thus,  seemed  impossible.  She  tamed  abruptly  away, 
and  hurried  towards  the  house.  Harley  called  to  her  by 
name,  hut  she  would  not  answer,  and  only  quickened 
her  steps.  He  paused  a  moment  in  surprise,  and  then 
hastened  after  her. 

"Under  what  strange  taboo  am  I  placed T"  said  he, 
gayly,  as  he  laid  his  hand  on  her  shrinking  arm.  "I 
inquire  for  Helen, —  she  is  ill,  and  cannot  see  me.  I 
come  to  eun  myself  in  your  presence,  and  yon  fly  me,  as 
if  gods  and  men  had  set  their  mark  on  my  brow,  Childl 
—  childl  —  what  is  this)    Yon  are  weeping)  " 

"Do  not  stay  me  now;  do  not  apeak  to  me,"  answered 
Violante,  through  her  sti&ing  sobs,  as  she  broke  from  his 
hand  and  made  towards  the  house. 

"Have  you  a  grief,  and  under  the  shelter  of  my 
father's  roof  I  A  grief  that  yon  will  not  tell  to  met 
Cruel!  "  cried  Harley,  with  inexpressible  tenderness  of 
reproach  in  his  soft  tones. 

Violante  could  not  trust  herself  to  reply.  Ashamed 
of  her  Belf-betrayal , —  softened  yet  more  by  his  pleading 
voice, —  she  could  have  prayed  to  the  earth  to  swallow 
her.  At  length,  checking  her  tears  1^  an  heroic  effort, 
she  Mid,  almost  calmly,  "Noble  friend,  forgive  me.     I 
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have  no  grief ,  believe  me,  which  —  which  I  con  tell  to 
you.  I  was  but  thinking  of  my  poor  father  when  you 
came  up;  alarming  myself  about  him,  it  may  be,  with 
vain,  Buperatitioua  feanj  and  so  —  even  a  alight  surpriae 
—  your  abrupt  appearance,  has  aufSced  to  make  me  thus 
weak  and  foolish;  but  I  wish  to  see  my  fathei;  to  go 
home  —  homel" 

"Your  father  is  well,  believe  me,  and  pleased  that 
you  are  here.  No  danger  threatenfi  him;  and  you  here 
are  safe." 

"I  safe,  —  and  from  whatT" 

Harley  mused  irresolute.  He  incliaed  to  confide  to 
her  the  danger  which  her  father  had  concealed;  but  had 
he  the  right  to  do  so  against  her  father's  will  I " 

"Oire  me,"  he  said,  "time  to  reflect,  and  to  obtain 
permisaion  to  intrust  you  with  a  secret  which,  in  my 
judgment,  you  should  know.  Meanwhile,  this  much  I 
may  say,  that  rather  than  you  should  iucur  the  danger 
that  I  believe  he  exaggerates,  your  father  would  have 
given  you  a  protector, —  even  in  Bandal  Leslie," 

Violante  started. 

"But,"  tesumed  Harley,  with  a  calm,  in  which  a 
certain  deep  moumfulneBs  was  apparent,  unconscioualy  to 
himself, —  "but  I  trust  you  are  reserved  for  a  fairer 
fate  and  a  nobler  spouse.  I  have  vowed  to  live  hence- 
forth in  the  common  workday  world.  But  for  you, 
bright  child,  for  you  I  am  a  dreamer  still! " 

Yiolante  turned  her  eyes  for  one  instant  towards  the 
melancholy  speaker.  The  look  thrilled  to  his  heart. 
He  bowed  his  face  iuvoluntarily.  When  he  looked  up, 
she  had  left  his  side.  He  did  not  this  time  attempt  to 
follow  her,  but  moved  away  and  plunged  amidst  the 
leafless  trees. 

jLn  hour  afterwards  he  re-entered  the  house,  and  again 
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wuglit  to  see  Helen.  She  liad  now  recovered  sofflciently 
to  give  him  the  interview  he  reqneeted. 

He  approached  her  vith  a  grave  and  serious  gentleness. 

"  Hy  dear  Helen,"  said  he,  "you  have  consented  to  be 
ray  wife,  my  life's  mild  companion;  let  it  be  soon  — 
soon  —  for  I  need  you.  I  need  all  the  strength  of  that 
holy  tie.     Helen,  let  me  press  you  to  fix  the  time." 

"I  owe  you  too  much,"  answered  Helen,  looking 
down,  "to  have  any  will  but  yours.  But  your  mother," 
she  added,  pethape  clinging  to  the  idea  of  some  reprieve, 
—  "your  mother  has  not  yet — " 

"My  mother, —  thie.  I  will  speak  firat  to  her.  You 
shall  receive  from  my  family  all  honor  due  to  your  gen- 
tle virtues.  Helen,  by  the  way,  have  you  mentioned  to 
Violanta  the  bond  between  usi" 

"So, —  tiat  is,  I  fear  I  may  have  unguardedly  be- 
trayed  it,  againat  Lady  Lansmere'a  commauda  too  —  but 
—but—" 

"So  Lady  Lansmere  forbade  you  to  name  it  to  Yio- 
lante.  This  should  not  be.  I  will  answer  for  her  per- 
missicm  to  revoke  (hat  interdict.  It  is  doe  to  Yiolante 
and  to  you:  Tell  your  young  friend  all.  Ah,  Helen, 
if  I  am  at  times  cold  or  wayward,  bear  with  me,— beai 
with  me ;  for  you  love  me,  do  you  not  t " 
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CHAPTEE  X. 


That  same  evenitig  Bandal  heard  from  Levy  (at  wbow 
house  he  stayed  late)  of  that  BeU-introduction  to  Vio- 
lante  which  (thanks  to  his  skeleton-key)  Peschieia  hod 
contrived  to  effect;  and  the  Count  seemed  more  than 
sanguine, —  he  seemed  assured  as  to  the  full  and  speedy 
success  of  hie  matrimonial  enterprise.  "Therefore," 
said  Levy,  "I  trust  I  may  very  soon  congratulate  you 
on  the  acquisition  of  your  family  estates," 

"  Strangel "  answered  Randal,  "strange  that  my  for- 
tunes seem  so  bound  up  with  the  fate  of  a  foreigner  like 
Beatrice  di  Negra  and  her  connection  with  Frank  Hazel- 
dean."  He  looked  up  at  the  clock  as  he  spoke,  and 
added, — 

"Frank  by  this  time  has  told  his  father  of  his 
engagement." 

"And  you  feel  sure  that  the  Squire  cannot  be  coaxed 
into  consent  t " 

"No;  but  I  feel  sure  that  the  Squire  will  be  so 
choleric  at  the  first  intelligence,  that  Frank  will  not 
have  the  self-control  necessary  for  coaxing;  and,  per- 
haps, before  the  Squire  can  relent  upon  this  point,  he 
may  by  some  accident  learn  his  grievances  on  another, 
which  would  exaspetata  him  still  more." 

"Ay,  I  understand, —  the  post-obit!" 


"  And  what  then  T "  asked  Levy. 
"  The  next  of  kin  to  the  lands  of  Hazeldean  nuy  have 
his  day," 
The  BaroD  smiled. 
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"You  have  good  prospects  in  that  diiection,  Leslie; 
look  now  to  aootber.  I  spoke  to  you  of  the  borough  of 
Lansmeie.  Youi  pabno,  Aodley  Egerton,  intends  to 
stand  for  it." 

Randal's  heart  had  of  late  been  bo  set  upon  other  and 
mon  avariciauB  achemes,  that  a  seat  in  Parliament  had 
sunk  into  a  secondary  object;  nerertheleaa  his  ambitious 
and  all^rasping  nature  felt  a  bittei  pang,  when  he  heard 
^lat  Egerton  thus  interposed  between  himself  and  any 
chance  of  advancement. 

"Sol"  he  muttered,  sullenly, —  "so.  This  man,  who 
pretends  to  be  my  benefactor,  squanders  away  the  wealUi 
of  my  forefathers;  throws  me  penniless  on  the  world; 
and,  while  still  encouraging  me  to  exertion  and  public 
life,  robe  me  himself  of  —  " 

"No!"  interrupted  Levy, —  "not  robe  you;  we  may 
preveat  that.  The  Lansmere  intenst  is  not  so  strong  in 
die  borough  as  Dick  Avenel's." 

"But  I  cannot  stand  against  Egerton." 

"Assuredly  not, — you  may  stand  with  him." 

"Howl" 

"Dick  Avenel  will  never  suffer  Egerton  to  come  in; 
and  though  he  cannot,  perhaps,  carry  twc  of  his  own 
politics,  he  can  split  his  votes  upon  you." 

Bandal'a  eyes  flashed.  He  saw  at  a  glance,  that  if 
Avenel  did  not  overrate  the  relative  strength  of  parties, 
his  seat  could  be  secured, 

"But,"  he  said,  "Egerton  has  not  spoken  to  me  on 
such  a  subject ;  nor  can  you  expect  that  he  would  propose 
to  me  to  stand  with  him,  if  he  foresaw  the  chance  of  be- 
ing ousted  by  the  very  candidate  he  himself  introduced." 

"Neither  he  nor  his  party  will  anticipate  that  posai- 
bility.  If  h«  ask  you,  agree  to  stand, —  leave  the  rest 
to  me." 
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"Yoa  must  hate  Egerton  bitterly,"  said  Bandal;  "for 
I  am  not  vain  enough  to  think  that  you  thus  scheme  but 
from  pure  lore  to  me." 

"The  motivea  of  men  are  intricate  and  complicated," 
answered  Z^vy,  with  unusual  seriousness.  "Itsu^ces 
to  the  wise  to  profit  by  the  actions,  and  leave  the 
motives  in  shade." 

There  was  silence  for  some  minutes.  Then  the  two 
drew  closer  towards  each  other,  and  began  to  discuss 
details  in  their  joint  designs. 

Randal  walked  homo  slowly.  It  was  a  cold  moonlit 
night.  Toong  idlers  of  his  own  years  and  rank  passed 
him  by,  on  their  way  from  the  haunts  of  social  pleasnre. 
They  were  yet  in  the  first  fair  holiday  of  life.  Life's 
holiday  had  gone  from  him  forever.  Graver  men,  in 
the  various  callings  of  masculine  labor, — professions, 
trade,  the  state,  — passed  him  also.  Their  steps  might 
be  sober,  and  their  faces  careworn;  but  no  step  had 
the  furtive  stealth  of  his, — no  face  the  same  contracted, 
sinister,  suspicious  gloom.  Only  once,  in  a  lonely 
thoroughfare,  and  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  way,  fell 
a  footfall,  and  glanced  an  eye,  that  seemed  to  betray  a 
soul  in  sympathy  with  Bandal  Leslie's. 

And  Bandal,  who  had  heeded  none  of  the  other  pas- 
aengeiB  by  the  way,  as  if  instinctively,  took  note  of  this 
one.  His  nerves  crisped  at  the  noiseless  slide  of  that 
form,  as  it  stalked  on  from  lamp  to  lamp,  keeping  pace 
with  his  own.  Ha  felt  a  sort  of  awe,  as  if  he  had  beheld 
the  wraith  of  himself;  and  ever  as  he  glanced  suspi- 
ciously at  the  stranger,  the  stranger  glanced  at  him.  He 
was  iDexpressibly  relieved  when  the  figure  turned  down 
another  street  and  vanished. 

That  man  was  a  felon,  as  yet  undetected.  Between 
him  and  hie  kind  there  stood  but  a  thought,— a  Tail 
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air-spun,  but  impasBable,  u  the  veil  of  tbe  image  at 
Sais. 

And  thoa  moved  and  thns  looked  Randal  Leeli«,  a 
thing  of  dark  and  secret  mischief, — within  the  pale  of 
the  law,  but  equally  removed  from  man  by  the  vague 
consciousness  that  at  his  heart  lay  that  which  the  eyes  of 
man  would  abhor  and  loathe.  Solitary  amidst  the  vast 
city,  and  on  thioogh  the  machinery  of  civilization,  went 
the  still  spirit  of  intellectual  eviL 
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CHAPTER  XI. 


Eably  the  next  morning  Randal  received  two  notes,  — 
one  from  Frank,  written  in  great  agitation,  begging 
Bandal  to  see  and  propitiate  his  father,  whom  he  feared 
he  had  grievously  offended;  and  then  running  off,  rather 
incoherently,  into  protestations  that  his  honor  as  well 
as  his  affections  were  engaged  irrevocably  to  Beatrice, 
and  that  her,  at  least,  he  could  never  abandon. 

And  the  second  note  was  from  the  Squire  himself, — 
short,  and  far  less  cordial  than  usual,  requesting  Mr. 
Leslie  to  call  on  him. 

Bandal  dressed  in  haste,  and  went  first  to  Limmer's 
Hotel. 

He  found  the  Parson  with  Mr.  Hazeldean,  and 
endeavoring  in  vain  to  soothe  him.  The  Squire  had 
not  slept  all  night,   and   his  appearance  was  almost 


"  Oho!  Mr.  young  Leslie,"  said  he,  throwing  him- 
self back  in  his  chair  as  Bandal  entered,  —  "I  thought 
you  were  a  friend;  I  thought  you  were  Frank's  adviser. 
Explain,  sir;  explain." 

"  Qently,  my  dear  Mr.  Hazeldean,"  said  the  Parson. 
"  Tou  do  but  surprise  and  alarm  Mr,  Leslie.  Tell  him 
more  distinctly  what  he  has  to  explain." 

Squibb.  —  "Did  you,  or  did  you  not,  tell  me  or 
Mtb.  Hazeldean,  that  Frank  was  in  love  with  Violante 
Bickey hockey  I " 

Bandai.  (as  in  amaze).  — "  II  Never,  sir;  I  feared, 
on  the  contiory,  that  be  was  somewhat  enamoured  of  a 
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vei;  different  peison.  I  hinted  at  that  possibility;  I 
could  not  do  more,  for  I  did  not  know  hoT  far  Frank's 
affections  were  seriooely  engaged.  And  indeed,  sir, 
Ki8.  Haeeldean,  ttouglL  not  encouraging  the  idea  that 
your  son  could  many  a  foieignBr  and  a  Roman  Catholic, 
did  not  appear  to  consider  such  objections  insuperable, 
if  Frank's  happiness  were  really  at  stake." 

Here  the  poor  Sqnite  gave  way  to  a  burst  of  passia:i, 
that  isTolved  in  one  tempest,  Frank,  Bandal,  Horry 
bereelf ,  and  the  whole  race  of  foreigners,  Soman  Catho- 
lics, and  women.  While  the  Squire  was  etill  incapable 
of  hearing  reason,  the  Parson,  taking  aside  Kandal,  con- 
vinced himself  that  the  whole  afiair,  so  far  as  Bandal 
was  concerned,  had  its  origin  in  a  very  natural  mistake; 
and  that  while  that  young  gentleman  had  been  hinting 
at  Beatrice ,  Mrs.  Hazeldean  had  been  thinking  of  Yio- 
lante.  With  ccmsiderable  diflSculty  he  succeeded  in 
conveying  this  explanation  to  the  Squire,  and  some- 
what appeasing  his  wrath  against  Bandal.  And  the 
DissimuJAtot,  seizing  his  occasion,  then  expressed  so 
much  grief  and  astonishment  at  learning  that  mattere 
had  gone  as  far  as  the  Parson  informed  him,  —  that 
Frank  had  actually  proposed  to  Beatrice,  be«n  accepted, 
and  engaged  himself,  before  even  communicating  with 
his  father;  he  declared  so  earnestly,  that  he  could  never 
conjecture  such  evil;  that  he  had  had  Frank's  positive 
promise  to  take  no  step  without  the  sanction  of  his  par- 
ents; he  professed  such  sympathy  with  the  Squire's 
wounded  feelings,  and  such  regret  at  Frank's  involve- 
ment, that  Mr.  Hazeldean  at  last  yielded  np  his  honest 
heart  to  his  consoler,  and  griping  Bandal's  hand,  said, 
"Well,  well,  I  wronged  you, — beg  your  pardon.  What 
now  is  to  be  done  I " 

"  Why ,  you  cannot  consent  to  this  marriage ,  —  impos- 
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flible,"  replied  Randal;  "and  ire  must  hope,  therefore, 
to  influence  Frank  by  his  sense  of  duty." 

"That's  it,"  said  the  Squire;  "for  I '11  not  give  way. 
Pretty  pass  things  have  come  to,  iudeedl  A  widow,  too, 
I  heRr.  Artful  jade,  —  thought,  no  doubt,  to  catch  a 
Hazeldean  of  Hazeldean.  My  estates  go  to  an  outland- 
ish Papistical  set  of  mongrel  brats !     No ,  no ;  never  I " 

"But,"  said  the  Parson,  mildly,  "perhaps  we  may  be 
unjustly  prejudiced  against  this  lady.  We  should  have 
consented  to  yiolant«;  why  not  to  hert  She  is  of  good 
family  I " 

"  Certainly,"  said  Eandal. 

"  And  good  character  t " 

Randal  shook  hia  head,  and  sighed.  The  Squire 
caught  him  roughly  by  the  arm  —  "Answer  the  Par- 
son!" cried  he,  vehemently. 

"Indeed,  sir,  I  cannot  speak  disrespectfully  of  tho 
character  of  a  woman,  —  who  may,  too,  become  Frank's 
wife;  and  the  world  is  ill-natured,  and  not  to  be  be- 
lieved. But  you  can  judge  for  yourself,  my  dear  Mr. 
'  Hazeldean.  Ask  your  brother  whether  Madame  di 
Negra  is  one  whom  he  would  advise  his  nephew  to 

"My  brotherl"  exclaimed  the  Squire,  furiously. 
"  Consult  my  distant  brother  on  the  afiairs  of  my  own 
son  1 " 

"  He  is  a  man  of  the  world,"  put  in  Randal. 

"And  of  feeling  and  honor,"  said  the  Parson:  "and, 
perhaps,  through  him,  we  may  be  enabled  to  enlighten 
Frank,  and  save  him  from  what  appears  to  be  the  snare 
of  an  artful  woman." 

"Meanwhile,"  said  Kandal,  "I  will  seek  Frantc,  and 
do  my  beet  with  him.  Let  me  go  now ;  I  will  return  iu 
an  hour  or  so." 
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"I  will  accompany  7011,"  said  the  Pareoa. 

"  Nay ,  pardon  me ;  but  I  ttiak  we  two  joong  men  can 
talk  more  openly  without  a  third  person,  even  so  wise 
and  kind  as  you." 

"Let  Bandal  go,"  growled  the  Squire.  And  Bandal 
went. 

He  spent  some  time  with  Frank  and  the  reader  wilt 
easily  divine  how  that  time  was  employed.  As  he  left 
Frank's  lodgings,  he  found  himself  suddenly  seized  by 
the  Squire  himself. 

"I  was  too  impatient  to  stay  at  home  and  listen 
to  the  Parson's  prosing,"  said  Mr.  Hazeldean,  nervously. 
"I  have  shaken  Dale  off.  Tell  me  what  has  passed. 
Oh!  don't  fear, — I  'm  a  man,  and  can  hear  the  worst." 

Randal  drew  the  Squire's  arm  within  his,  and  led  him 
into  the  adjacent  park. 

"My  dear  sir,"  said  he,  sorrowfully,  "this  is  very 
coniidential  what  I  am  about  to  say.  I  must  repeat  it 
to  you,  because,  without  such  confidence,  I  see  not  how 
to  advise  you  on  the  proper  course  to  take.  But  if  I 
betray  Frank,  it  is  for  his  good,  and  to  his  own  father; 
—  only  do  not  tell  him.  He  would  never  forgive  me,  — 
it  would  forever  destroy  my  inSuende  over  him." 

"Gk)  on,  go  on,"  gasped  the  Squire;  "speakout.  I'll 
never  tell  the  ungrateful  boy  that  I  learned  his  secrets 
from  another." 

"Then,"  aaid  Randal,  "the  secret  of  his  entangle- 
ment with  Madame  di  Negra  is  simply  this,  — he  found 
her  in  debt,  nay  on  the  point  of  being  arrested  —  " 

"  Debt !  —  arrested  1     Jezebel !  " 

"And  in  paying  the  debt  himself,  a&d  saving  her 
from  arrest,  he  conferred  on  her  the  obligation  which 
no  woman  of  honor  oould  accept  save  from  an  affianced 
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husband.  Poor  Frank!  —  if  sadl;  taken  in,  still  w« 
roust  pity  and  forgive  him  I " 

Suddenly,  to  Bandal'a  great  aurpriae  the  Squire's 
whole  face  brightened  up. 

"I  see,  I  Bee!"  he  exclaimed,  slapping  his  thigh. 
"I  have  it,  —  I  hav^  it.  'Tis  an  a&ir  of  moneyl  I 
can  buy  hei  off.  If  she  took  money  from  him,  the 
mercenary,  painted  baggage!  why  then,  ehe'll  take  it 
from  me.  I  don't  care  what  it  costs,  half  my  fortune, 
—  allt  I'd  be  content  never  to  see  Hazeldean  Hall 
again,  if  I  could  sare  my  sou,  my  own  son,  from  die- 
gnce  and  misery;  for  miserable  be  will  be,  when  he 
knows  he  has  broken  my  heart  and  his  mother's.  And 
for  a  creature  like  that!  My  boy,  a  thousand  hearty 
thanks  to  you.  Where  does  the  wench  live?  I  '11  go 
to  her  at  once."  And,  as  he  spoke,  the  Squire  actually 
pulled  out  his  pocket-hook,  and  began  turning  over  and 
counting  the  bank-notes  in  it. 

Kandal  at  first  tried  to  combat  this  bold  resolution  on 
the  part  of  the  Squire  i  but  Mr.  Hazeldean  had  seized 
OD  it  with  all  the  obstinacy  of  his  straightforward  Eng- 
lish mind.  He  cut  Bandal's  persuaaivs  eloquence  off 
in  the  midst. 

"Don't  waste  your  breath.  I  've  settled  it;  and  if 
you  don't  tell  me  where  she  lives,  'tis  easily  found 
out,  I  suppose." 

Bandal  mused  a  moment.  "After  all,"  thought  hs, 
"  why  not  ?  He  will  be  suie  so  to  speak  as  to  enlist 
her  pride  against  himself,  and  to  irritate  !Fiank  to  the 
utmost.     Let  him  go." 

Accordingly,  he  gave  the  information  required;  and, 
insisting  with  great  earnestness  on  the  Squire's  promise 
not  to  mention  to  Madame  di  Negra  his  knowledge  of 
Frank's  pecuniary  aid  (for  that  would  betray  Randal  as  ■ 
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the  informant) ;  and  satisfying  himself  as  he  best  might 
with  the  Squire's  prompt  assurance,  "that  he  knew  how 
to  settle  matten,  without  raying  why  or  wherefore,  as 
loi^  as  he  opened  his  purse  wide  enough,"  he  accom- 
panied Mr.  Hazeldean  back  into  the  streets,  and  there 
left  him,  —  fixing  an  hour  in  the  evening  for  an  inter- 
view at  Limmer'a,  and  hintii^  that  it  would  be  best  to 
have  that  interview  without  the  presence  of  the  Parson. 
*  Excellent,  good  man,"  said  Randal,  "  but  not  with 
sufficient  knowledge  of  the  world  fbi  afiairs  of  this  kind, 
which  you  understand  so  well." 

"I  should  think  so,"  quoth  the  Squire,  who  had  quite 
recovered  hie  good  humor,  "And  the  Parson  is  as  soft 
as  buttermilk.  We  most  be  firm  here,  —  firm,  sir." 
And  the  Squire  struck  the  end  of  his  stick  on  the 
pavement,  nodded  to  Randal,  and  went  on  to  May  Fair 
as  sturdily  and  as  confidently  as  if  to  purchase  a  prize- 
cow  at  a  cattle-show. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 


"  Bbiko  the  light  nearer,"  aaidJohn  Botky,  —  "  nearer 

8tiU." 

Leonard  obeyed,  and  placed  the  candle  on  a  little  table 
by  the  sick  man's  bedside. 

Burley's  miud  was  partially  wandering;  but  there  was 
metliod  in  Ms  madness.  Horace  Walpmle  said  that  "  his 
stomach  would  surviTe  all  the  rest  of  him. ' '  That  which 
in  Burley  survived  the  laat  was  hia  quaint,  wild  genius. 
He  looked  wistfully  at  the  still  Hame  of  the  candle.  "  It 
lives  ever  in  tlie  air !  "  said  he. 

"  What  Uves  ever)" 

Burley's  voice  swelled  —  "  Light  I  "  He  turned  from 
Leonard,  and  again  contemplated  the  little  flame.  "  In 
the  fixed  star,  in  the  Will-o'-the-wisp,  in  the  great  sun 
that  illumes  half  a  world,  or  the  farthing  rushlight  by 
which  the  ragged  student  strains  his  eyes,  —  still  the 
same  flower  of  the  elementa!  Light  in  the  universe, 
thought  in  the  soul  —  ay  —  ay  —  Go  on  with  the  simile. 
My  head  swims.  Extinguish  the  light!  You  cannot; 
fool,  it  vanishes  from  your  eye,  but  it  is  still  in  the 
space.  Worlds  must  perish,  suns  shrivel  up,  matt«r 
and  spirit  both  fall  into  nothingness,  before  the  combi- 
nations whose  union  makes  that  little  flame,  which  the 
breath  of  a  babe  can  restore  to  darkness,  shall  lose  the 
power  to  form  themselves  into  light  once  more.  Lose 
the  powerl  —  no,  the  necesiity  ;  it  is  the  one  Miut  in 
creation.  Ay,  ay,  very  dark  riddles  grow  dear  now  — 
now  when  I  could  not  cast  up  an  addition  sum  in  the 
haker's  billl    What  wise  man  denied  that  two  and  two 
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made  four  I  Do  they  not  make  four  I  I  can't  answer 
him.  But  1  could  answer  a  question  that  some  wise  men 
have  contrived  to  make  much  knottier."  He  amiled 
eoftly,  and  turned  hia  face  for  some  minutes  to  the  wall. 

This  was  the  second  night  on  which  Leonard  had 
watched  by  his  bedside,  and  Hurley's  state  bad  grown 
rapidly  worse.  He  could  not  last  many  days,  perhaps 
many  hours)  but  he  had  evinced  an  ^notion  beyond 
mere  delight  at  seeing  Leonard  again.  He  had  since 
then  been  calmer,  more  lumaelf.  "  I  feared  I  might 
have  ruined  you  by  my  bad  example,'  he  said,  with  a 
touch  of  humor  that  became  pathos  as  be  added,  "  That 
idea  preyed  on  me." 

"  No,  no;  you  did  me  great  good." 

"  Say  that,  —  say  it  often,"  said  Burley,  earnestly; 
"  it  makes  my  heart  feel  so  light." 

He  had  listened  to  Leonard's  story  with  deep  interest, 
and  was  fond  of  talking  to  him  of  little  Helen.  He 
detected  the  secret  at  the  young  man's  heart,  and  cheered 
the  hopes  that  lay  there,  amidst  feare  and  sorrows. 
Burley  never  talked  seriously  d  bis  repentance;  it  was 
not  in  bis  nature  to  talk  seriously  of  the  things  which 
he  felt  solemnly.  But  his  high  animal  spirits  were 
quenched  with  the  animal  power  that  fed  them.  Now, 
we  go  out  of  OUT  sensoal  existence  only  when  we  are  no 
longer  enthralled  by  the  present,  in  which  the  senses 
have  their  realm.  The  sensual  being  vanishes  when 
we  are  in  the  past  or  the  future.  The  present  was  gone 
from  Builey;  be  could  no  more  be  its  slave  and  its 
king. 

It  was  most  touching  to  see  how  tiie  Inner  character 
of  this  man  unfolded  itself,  as  the  leaves  of  ttie  outer 
character  fell  off  and  withered, —  a  character  no  one 
would  have  guessed  in  him;  an  inherent  refinement  Uiat 
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was  almost  wonumly ;  and  he  had  all  a  womaD'a  abnegv 
tion  of  aelf, —  he  took  the  cares  laviahed  on  him  eo 
meekly.  As  the  features  of  the  old  man  return  in  the 
atitlnesB  of  death  to  the  aspect  of  youtti,  the  lines  effoced, 
the  wrinkles  gone,  —  eo,  in  seeing  Burley  now,  yoa  bbw 
what  he  liad  been  in  his  spring  of  promise.  But  he  him- 
self saw  only  what  he  had  failed  to  be,  —  powers  squan- 
dered, life  wasted,  "  I  once  beheld,"  he  said,  "a  ship 
in  a  storm.  It  was  a  cloudy,  litful  day,  and  I  could  see 
the  ship  with  all  its  masts  fighting  hard  for  life  and  for 
death.  Then  came  night,  dark  as  pitch,  and  I  could 
only  guess  that  the  ship  fought  on.  Towards  the  dawn 
the  stats  grew  visible,  and  once  more  I  saw  the  ship;  it 
was  a  wreck,  —  it  went  down  just  as  the  stars  dione 
forth. " 

When  he  had  made  that  aUoaion  to  himself,  he  sat 
very  atill  for  some  time,  then  he  spread  out  his  wasted 
hands,  and  gazed  on  them,  and  on  his  shrunken  limha. 
"  Good,"  said  he,  laughing  low;  "  these  hands  were  too 
laige  and  rude  for  handling  the  delicate  webe  of  my  own 
mechanism,  and  these  strong  limbs  nn  away  with  me. 
If  I  had  been  a  dckly,  puny  fellow,  perhaps  my  mind 
would  have  had  fair  play.  There  was  too  much  of  brute 
body  here  I  Look  at  this  hand  now!  yon  can  see  the 
light  through  It!     Good,  good!" 

Now,  that  evening,  until  he  had  retired  to  bed,  Burley 
had  been  unusually  cheerful,  and  had  t&Iked  with  much 
of  his  old  eloquence,  if  with  little  of  his  old  humor. 
Amongst  other  matters,  he  had  spoken  with  considerable 
interest  of  some  poems  and  other  papers  in  manuscript 
which  had  been  left  in  the  house  by  a  former  lodger,  and 
which  the  reader  may  remember  that  Mrs.  Goodyer  hod 
urged  him  in  vain  to  read,  in  his  last  visit  to  her  cottage. 
But  tken  he  had  her  husband  Ja4»b  to  chat  with  and  the 
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apirit-lmttle  to  fimsh;  and  the  wild  craviiig  for  excitement 
plucked  his  thoughts  back  to  hia  Ifondon  revels,  Noir, 
poor  Jacob  vas  dead,  aud  it  was  not  brandy  that  the  sick 
man  drank  from  the  widow's  cruse.  And  London  lay 
a&r  amidst  its  fogs,  like  a  world  resolred  back  into 
nebuliB.  So,  to  please  his  hostess  and  distract  his  own 
solitary  thoughts,  he  had  condescended  (just  before 
Leonard  found  him  out)  to  peruse  the  memorials  of  a  life 
ubscuie  to  the  world,  and  new  to  his  own  experience  of 
coarse  joys  and  woes.  "  I  have  been  making  a  romance, 
to  amuee  myself ,  from  their  contents,"  said  he.  "  They 
may  be  of  use  to  you,  brother  author.  I  have  told  Ujs. 
Qoodyer  to  place  them  in  your  room.  Amongst  those 
papers  is  a  sort  of  journal, —  a  woman's  journal;  it 
moved  me  greatly.  A  man  gets  into  another  world, 
strange  to  bim  as  the  orb  of  Sirius,  if  he  can  transport 
himself  into  the  centre  of  a  woman's  heart,  and  see  the 
life  there,  so  wholly  unlike  our  own.  Things  of  moment 
to  us,  to  it  BO  trivial:  things  trifling  to  ns,  to  it  so  vast. 
There  was  this  journal,  —  in  its  dates  reminding  me  of 
stonny  events  in  my  own  existence,  and  grand  doings 
in  the  world's.  And  those  dates  there,  chronicling  bnt 
the  mysterious,  unreTealed  record  of  some  obscure,  lov- 
ing hearti  And  in  that  chronicle,  0  Sir  Poet,  there  was 
as  much  genius,  vigor  of  thought,  vitality  of  being,  ponied 
and  wasted,  as  ever  kind  friend  will  say  was  lavished  on 
the  rude  outer  world  hy  big  John  Buileyl  Grenius, 
genius;  are  we  all  alike,  then,  eave  when  we  leash  our- 
selves to  some  mattei-of-fact  material,  and  float  over  the 
roaring  seas  on  a  wocHlen  plank  or  a  herring-tub  I ' '  And 
after  he  had  uttered  that  cry  of  a  secret  ai^ish,  John 
Barley  bad  begun  to  show  symptoms  of  growing  fever 
and  disturbed  bnun;  and  when  they  had  got  him  into 
bed,  he  lay  there  muttering  to  himself,  until  towards 
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midnight  he  had  aaked  Leonard  to  bring  the  light  nearor 
to  him. 

So  now  he  again  was  quiet,  with  his  face  turned 
towards  the  wall;  and  Leonard  stood  hy  the  bedside 
sorrowfully,  and  Mrs.  Goodyer,  who  did  not  heed  Bur- 
ley  B  talk,  and  thought  only  of  hie  physical  state,  was 
(lipping  cloths  into  iced  water  to  apply  to  his  forehead. 
But  as  she  approached  with  these,  and  addressed  him 
soothingly,  Burley  raised  himself  on  hia  arm,  and  waved 
-aside  the  bandages.  "  I  do  not  need  them,"  said  he,  in 
a  collected  voice.  "  1  am  better  now.  I  and  that  pleasant 
light  understand  one  another,  and  I  believe  all  it  tells 
me.  Pooh,  pooh,  I  do  not  rave."  He  looked  so  smil- 
ingly and  so  kindly  into  her  face,  that  the  poor  woman, 
who  loved  him  as  her  own  son,  fairly  burst  into  tears. 
He  drew  her  towards  him,  and  kissed  her  forehead. 

"  Peace;  old  fool,"  said  he,  fondly.  "  You  shall  tell 
anglers  hereafter  how  John  Burley  came  to  fish  for  the 
one-eyed  perch  which  he  never  caught;  and  how,  when 
he  gave  it  up  at  the  last,  his  baits  all  gone,  and  the  line 
broken  amongst  the  weeds,  you  comforted  the  baffled 
man.  There  are  many  good  fellows  yet  in  the  world 
who  will  like  to  know  that  poor  Burley  did  not  die  on 
a  dunghill.  Kiss  me  I  Come,  boy,  you  too.  Now, 
God  bless  you,  I  should  like  to  sleep."  His  cheeks 
were  wet  with  the  tears  of  both  his  listeners,  and  there 
was  a  moisture  in  his  own  eyes,  which,  nevertheless, 
beamed  bright  through  the  moisture. 

He  laid  himself  down  again,  and  the  old  woman  would 
have  withdrawn  the  light.  He  moved  uneasily.  "  Not 
that,"  he  murmured,  —  "  l^ht  to  the  last!  "  And  put- 
ting forth  hia  wan  hand,  he  drew  aside  the  curtain,  so 
that  the  light  might  fall  full  on  his  face.  In  a  few 
minutes  he  was  asleep,  breathing  calmly  and  regularly 
an  an  infant. 
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The  old  woman  wiped  het  eyes,  and  drew  Leonard 
softly  into. the  adjoinii^  room,  in  which  a  b:d  had  been 
made  up  for  him.  He  had  not  left  the  house  since  he 
had  enteied  it  with  Dr.  Moi^ao.  "  You  are  young,  sir," 
said  she,  with  kindness,  "and  the  young  want  sleep. 
Lie  down  a  bit:  I  will  call  you  when  he  wakes." 

"  No,  I  could  not  sleep,"  said  Leonard.  "  I  will 
watch  for  you." 

The  old  woman  shook  her  head.  "  I  must  see  the 
last  of  him,  sir;  but  I  know  he  will  be  angry  when  his 
eyes  open  on  me,  foi  he  has  grown  very  thoughtful  of 
others. ' ' 

■'  Ah,  if  he  had  but  been  as  thoughtful  of  himself!  " 
murmured  Leonard;  and  he  seated  himself  by  the  table, 
on  which,  as  he  leaned  his  elbow,  he  dislodged  some 
papers  placed  there.  They  fell  to  the  ground  with  a 
dumb,  moaning,  sighing  sound. 

"  What  is  that)  "  said  he,  starting. 

The  old  woman  picked  up  the  manuscripts,  and 
smoothed  them  carefully. 

"  Ah,  sir,  he  bade  me  place  these  papers  here.  He 
thought  they  might  keep  you  from  fretting  about  him, 
in  case  you  would  sit  up  and  wake.  And  he  had  a 
thought  of  me,  too;  for  I  have  so  pined  to  find  out  the 
poor  young  lady  who  left  them  years  ago.  She  was 
almost  as  dear  to  me  as  he  ie,  dearer  perhaps  until  now, 
—  when —  when  I  am  about  to  lose  himl  " 

Leonard  turned  from  the  papers,  without  a  glance  at 
their  contents:  they  had  no  interest  for  him  at  such  a 
moment. 

The  hostess  went  on,  — 

"  Perhaps  she  is  gone  to  Heaven  before  him;  she  did 
not  look  like  one  long  for  this  world.  She  left  us  so 
suddenly.      Many  things  of  hera  besides  these  papers 
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are  still  here;  but  I  keep  them  aired  and  dusted,  and 
strew  lavecier  over  them,  in  caae  ehe  ever  come  for 
them  again.  You  never  heard  tell  of  her,  did  you, 
eiri  "  ehe  added,  with  great  simplicity,  and  dropping  a 
half-courtesy. 

"  Of  her,  —  of  whom T" 

"  Did  not  Mr.  John  tell  you  her  name!  Dear,  dear, 
—  Mrs.  Bertram." 

Leonard  started;  the  very  name  so  impressed  upon 
his  memory  by  Harley  L'Estrange. 

"  Bertram!"  he  repeated,     "  Are  you  sure! " 

"  Oh,  yes,  sir!  And  many  years  after  she  had  left 
us,  and  we  had  heard  no  more  of  her,  there  came  a 
packet  addressed  to  her  here,  from  over  sea,  air.  We 
took  it  in,  and  kept  it,  and  John  would  break  the  seal, 
to  know  if  it  would  tell  us  anythii^  about  her ;  but  it 
was  all  in  a  foreign  language  like, — we  could  not  read 
a  word." 

"Have  you  the  packet!  Pray  show  it  to  ma.  It 
may  be  of  the  greatest  value.  To-morrow  will  do;  I 
cannot  think  of  that  just  now.     Poor  Burleyl  " 

Leonard's  manner  indicated  that  he  wished  to  talk  no 
more,  and  to  be  alone.  So  Mib.  Goodyer  left  him,  and 
stole  back  to  Hurley's  room  on  tiptoe. 

The  young  inan  remained  in  deep  reverie  for  some 
moments.  "Light,"  he  mnrmnred.  "How  often 
'  Light '  is  the  last  word  of  those  round  whom  the 
shades  are  gatherii^!"*     He  moved,  and  straight  on 

I  ETer7  one  mnemben  that  Goethe's  last  wordi  ore  nid  to 
have  been. "  Hoie  light ; "  aod  perhaps  what  has  occnrred  in  the 
text  tuaj  be  sappoeed  a  plBgiariim  from  those  wordi.  But,  in 
fact,  Dothing  is  more  common  than  the  craving  and  demand  for 
light  a  little  before  death.  Let  any  consult  his  own  «ad  experi- 
ence in  the  last  momenta  of  those  whose  giadnal  clow  he  baa 
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his  view  thiongh  the  cottage  lattice  th^te  streamed 
light,  indeed, — not  the  miseraUe  ray  lit  by  a  human 
hand,  but  the  still  and  holy  effulgence  of  a  moonlit 
heaven.  It  lay  broad  upon  the  humble  floors;  pierced 
acroBB  Qte  liiieshold  of  the  death-chamber,  and  halted 
clear  amidst  its  shadows. 

Leonard  stood  motionless,  bis  eye  following  the  sUvery 
silent  splendor. 

"  And,"  be  aaid  inly,  — "  and  does  this  large,  erring 
nature,  marred  by  its  genial  faults;  this  soul  wbicb 
should  have  filled  a  land,  as  yon  orb  the  room,  with  a 
light  that  linked  earth  to  heaven,  —  does  it  pass  away 
into  the  dark,  and  leave  not  a  lay  behindl  Nay,  if,  the 
elements  of  light  are  ever  in  the  space,  and  wben  the 
flame  goes  out  return  to  the  vital  air,  —  so  thought,  once 
kindled,  lives  forever  around  and  about  us,  a  part  of  our 
breathing  atmosphere.  Many  a  thinker,  many  a  poet 
may  yet  illumine  the  world,  from  the  thoughts  which 
yon  genius,  that  will  have  no  name,  gave  forth  to  wander 
tlirough  air,  and  recombine  again  in  some  new  form  of 
light." 

Thus  he  went  on  in  vague  speculations,  seeking,  as 
youth  enamoured  of  fame  seeks  too  fondly,  to  prove  that 
mind  never  works,  however  erratically,  in  vain,  —  and 
to  retain  yet,  as  an  influence  upon  earth,  the  soul  about 
to  soar  far  beyond  the  atmosphere  where  the  elements 
that  make  fame  abide.  N'ot  thus  had  the  dying  man 
interpreted  the  endumnce  of  light  and  thou^t. 

watched  and  teaded.  What  more  frequent  than  a  prajei  to  open 
the  Rhntten  and  let  in  the  inn^  What  complaint  more  lepeatad, 
and  more  teaching,  than  "  that  it  is  growing  dark '  "  I  once 
knew  a  infferet,  who  did  not  then  seem  in  immediate  danger,  saA- 
denlj  order  the  aick-room  to  be  lit  np  ai  if  for  a  gala.  When 
this  was  t<dd  (o  the  phjEidau,  he  laid  giavelj, "  No  wone  sign." 
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Suddenly,  in  the  midst  of  his  reverie,  a  loud  ci;  broke 
.on  hie  ear.  He  shuddered  as  lie  heard,  and  hastened 
forebodingly  iulo  tiie  adjoinii^  room.  The  old  woman 
waa  kneeling  by  the  bedside,  and  chafing  Burlej's  band, 
—  eagerly  looking  into  his  face.  A  glance  anfficed  to 
Leonard.  All  was  over.  Burley  had  died  in  sleep,— 
calmly,  and  without  a  groan. 

The  tjyes  were  half-open,  with  that  look  of  inerpres- 
sible  softness  which  death  sometimes  leaves;  and  still 
they  were  turned  towards  the  light,  and  the  light  burned 
clear.  Leonard  closed  tenderly  the  heavy  lids;  and,  as 
he  covered  the  face,  the  lips  smiled  a  serene  farewell. 
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CHAPTER  XIIL 


Wb  have  seen  Squiie  Hazeldean  (prond  of  the  contente 
of  his  pocket-book,  and  Mb  knowledge  of  the  mercenai; 
nature  of  foreign  women)  set  off  on  his  visit  to  Beatrice 
di  Kegra.  Bandal  thus  left,  musing  lone  in  the  crowded 
stteete,  rerolved  with  astute  complacency  the  probable 
resulta  of  Mr.  Hazeldeon's  bluff  negotiation;  and,  con- 
vincing himself  that  one  of  his  vistas  towards  Fortune 
was  becoming  more  clear  and  clear,  he  turned  with  the 
restless  activity  of  some  founder  of  destined  cities  in  a 
new  settlement,  to  lop  the  boughs  that  cumbered  aad 
obscured  the  others.  For  truly,  like  a  man  in  a  vast 
Columbian  forest,  opening  entai^jled  space,  now  with 
the  ready  axe,  now  with  the  patient  train  that  kindles 
the  slower  fire,  this  child  of  civilized  life  went  toiling 
on  against  surrounding  obstacles,  resolute  to  destroy,  but 
ever  scheioing  to  construct.  And  now  Bandal  has 
reached  Levy's  dainty  business-room,  and  is  buried 
deep  in  discussion  how  to  secure  to  himself,  at  the  ex- 
pense of  his  patron,  the  representation  of  I^nsmere, 
and  how  to  complete  the  contract  which  shall  reannez 
to  his  forlorn  inheritance  some  fragments  of  its  ancient 
wealth. 

Meanwhile,  Chance  fought  on  his  side  In  the  boudoir 
of  May  Fair.  The  Squire  had  found  the  Marcbesa  at 
home;  briefly  introduced  himself  and  his  business;  told 
ber  she  was  mistaken  if  she  had  fancied  she  had  taken  in 
a  rich  heir  and  his  son;  that,  thank  Heaven,  he  could 
leave  his  estates  to  his  ploughman,  should  he  so  please, 
but  that  he  was  willing  to  do  things  liberally ;  and  what- 
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ever  she  thought  Frank  waa  worth,  he  waa  very  read;  to 
pay  for. 

At  soother  time  Beatrice  would  perhaps  have  laughed 
at  this  strange  address;  or  she  m^ht,  in  some  prooder 
moment,  have  fired  np  with  all  a  patrician's  resentment, 
and  a  woman's  pride;  but  now  her  spirit  was  crushed, 
her  nerves  shattered;  the  sense  of  her  degraded  position, 
of  her  dependence  on  her  brother,  combined  with  her 
supreme  unhappiness  at  the  loss  of  those  dreams  with 
which  Leonard  had  for  a  while  charmed  her  wearied, 
waking  life,  —  all  came  upon  her.  She  listened,  pale 
and  speechless;  and  the  poor  Squire  tiiou^t  he  waa 
quietly  advancing  towards  a  favorable  result,  when  she 
suddenly  burst  into  a  passibn  of  hysterical  tears;  and 
just  at  that  moment  Frank  himself  entered  the  room. 
At  the  right  of  his  father,  of  Beatrice's  grief,  his  sense 
of  filial  duty  gave  way.  He  was  maddened  by  irritation, 
— by  the  insult  offered  to  the  woman  he  loved,  which 
a  few  trembling  words  from  her  explained  to  him; 
maddened  yet  more  by  the  fear  that  the  insult  had  lost 
her  to  him.  Warm  words  ensued  between  son  and 
father,  to  close  with  the  peremptory  command  and 
vehement  threat  of  the  last. 

"  Come  away  this  Instant,  sirl  Gome  with  me,  or  be- 
fore the  day  is  over  I  strike  you  out  of  my  willl  " 

The  eon's  answer  was  not  to  his  father;  he  threw  him- 
self at  Beatrice's  feet. 

"  Forgive  him;  forgive  ua  both — " 

"What!  you  prefer  that  stranger  to  me, — to  the  in- 
heritance of  Hazeldeon!  "  cried  the  Squire,  stamping  his 
foot. 

"  Leave  your  estates  to  whom  you  will;  all  that  I  care 
for  in  life  is  here!  " 

The  Squire  stood  still  a  moment  or  so,  gazing  on  bis 
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■OQ,  witli  a  Btiange,  bewildered  marvel  at  the  atrangth  ol 
that  mystic  pasaioii,  which  none  not  laboring  under  ite 
feufiil  chann  can  comprehend ;  which  creates  the  sadden 
idol  that  no  leason  justifies,  and  sacrifices  to  Ha  f&Ui 
shrine  alike  the  poet  and  the  futnie.  2Tot  trusting  him- 
self to  speak,  the  father  drew  his  hand  acroea  his  eyes, 
and  dashed  away  the  bitter  tear  Qiat  sprang  from  a  swell- 
ing indignant  heart ;  t^en  be  uttered  an  inarticulate  sound , 
and,  finding  his  voice  gone,  moved  away  to  the  dooi,  and 
left  the  house. 

He  walked  through  the  stieets,  bearing  his  head  very 
erect,  as  a  proud  man  does  when  deeply  woimded,  and 
striving  to  shake  off  some  affection  that  he  deems  a  weak- 
ness i  and  his  trembling,  nervous  fingers  fumbled  at  the 
button  of  his  coat,  trying  to  tighten  the  garment  across 
his  chest,  as  if  to  confirm  a  resolution  that  still  sought  to 
struggle  out  of  the  revolting  heart. 

Thus  he  went  on,  and  the  reader,  perhaps,  will  wonder 
whither,  and  the  wonder  may  not  lessen  when  be  finds 
the  Squire  come  to  a  dead  pause  in  Grosveuor  Square, 
and  at  the  portico  of  his  "distant  brother's"  stately 
house. 

At  the  Squire's  brief  inquiry  whether  Mr.  Egerton 
was  at  home,  the  porter  summoned  the  groom  of  the 
chambers;  and  the  groom  of  the  chambers,  seeing  a 
stranger,  doubted  whether  his  master  was  not  engaged, 
but  would  take  in  the  stranger's  card,  and  see. 

"  Ay,  ay,"  muttered  the  Squire,  "  this  is  true  rela- 
tionship!—  my  child  prefers  a  stranger  to  me;  why 
should  I  complain  that  I  am  a  stranger  in  my  brother's 
houset  Sir,"  added  the  Squire,  aloud,  and  very  meekly, 
—  *'  sir,  please  to  say  to  your  master  tiiat  I  am  WilliMQ 
Haieldean." 

The  servant  bowed  low,  and  without  another  word  con- 
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ducted  the  viaitoi  into  the  etat«8iaan'a  library,  and,  an- 
□oimcing  Mr.  Hazeldean,  closed  the  door. 

Audley  was  seated  at  his  desk,  the  grim  iron  boxes 
Btill  at  his  feet,  but  they  were  now  dosed  and  locked. 
And  the  ex-minister  was  no  longer  looking  over  official 
docmnenta ;  letters  spread  open  before  him  of  far  differ- 
ent nature ;  in  his  hand  there  lay  a  long  lock  of  fair,  silken 
hair,  on  which  his  eyes  were  fixed  sadly  and  intently. 
He  started  at  the  sound  of  his  visitor's  name,  and  the 
tread  of  Uie  Squire's  stalwart  footstep ;  and  mechanically 
thrust  into  his  bosom  the  relic  of  youi^r  and  warmer 
years,  keeping  his  hand  to  his  heart,  which  beat  loud 
with  disease  under  the  light  pressure  of  that  golden  hair. 

The  two  brothers  stood  on  the  great  man's  lonely 
hearth,  facing  each  other  in  silence,  and  noting  uncon- 
sciously the  change  made  in  each  during  the  long  years 
in  which  they  had  never  met. 

The  Squire,  with  his  portly  site,  his  hardy  sunburnt 
cheeks,  the  partial  baldness  of  his  nnfurrowed,  open  fore- 
head, looked  his  full  age,  —  deep  into  middle  life.  Un- 
mistakably he  seemed  the  paier  familiaa  ;  the  husband 
and  the  father;  the  man  of  social  domestic  ties.  But 
about  Audley  (really  some  few  years  junior  to  the 
Squire),  despite  the  lines  of  care  on  his  handsome  face, 
there  still  lingered  the  grace  of  youth.  Men  of  cities  re- 
tain youth  longer  than  those  of  the  country;  a  remark 
which  Buffon  has  not  failed  to  make  and  to  account  for. 
N'either  did  Egerton  betray  the  air  of  &e  married  man ; 
for  ine&ble  solitariness  seemed  stamped  upon  one  whose 
private  life  had  long  been  so  stem  a  solitude.  No  ray 
from  the  focus  of  Home  played  round  that  reserved,  un- 
joyous,  melancholy  brow.  In  a  word,  Audley  looked 
still  the  man  for  whom  some  young  female  heart  might 
fondly  sigh ;  and  not  the  less  because  of  tJie  cold  eye  and 
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oompnaeed  lip,  irhich  challenged  intereat  even  wliile 
seeming  to  repel  it. 

Aodley  vas  the  first  to  epeak,  and  to  pnt  forth  the 
r^bt  hand,  which  he  stole  dowly  from  its  place  at  hie 
breast,  on  vhich  the  lock  of  hair  still  stirred  to  and  fro 
at  the  heave  of  the  laborii^  heart.  "  William,"  said 
be,  with  his  rich  deep  voice,  "  this  is  kind.  Ton  are 
come  to  eee  me,  now  that  men  say  I  am  fallen.  The 
minister  you  censored  is  no  more  i  and  you  see  again  the 
brother. " 

The  Squire  was  softened  at  once  by  this  address.  He 
shook  heartily  Hm  hand  tendered  to  him;  and  then,  turn- 
ing away  his  head,  with  an  honest  conviction  that  Aadley 
ascribed  to  him  a  credit  which  he  did  not  deserve,  he 
said,  "No,  no,  Audley;  I  am  more  selfish  than  yon 
think  me.  I  have  come  —  I  have  come  to  ask  your  ad- 
vice; no,  not  exactly  that,  —  your  opinion.  But  you 
aie  busy —  " 

"  Sit  down,  William.  Old  days  were  coming  over  me 
when  you  entered;  dajrs  earlier  still  return  now, — days, 
too,  that  leave  no  shadow  when  their  suns  are  set." 

The  proud  man  seemed  to  think  he  had  said  too  much. 
His  practical  nature  rebuked  the  poetic  sentiment  and 
phrase.  He  recollected  himself,  and  added  more  coldly, 
"  You  would  ask  my  opinion  1  What  on  T  Some  public 
matter,  —  some  parliamentary  bill  that  may  afi'ect  your 
property  t " 

"  Am  I  such  a  mean  mieer  as  thatT  Property,  prop- 
er^ t  What  does  property  matter,  when  a  man  is  struck 
down  at  his  own  hearth  1  Property,  indeed  I  But  you 
have  no  child, —  happy  brother!  " 

"  Ay,  ay;  as  you  say,  I  am  a  happy  man;  childleasl 
Has  your  eon  displeased  youl  I  have  heard  him  well 
■poken  of,  too." 
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"  Don't  talk  of  him.  "Wliethei  his  conduct  be  good 
or  ill,  is  my  a&ir,"  resumed  the  poor  father  with  a 
testy  voice,  — jaalouB  alike  of  Audley's  pnuae  or  Uame 
of  his  rebelUouB  son.  Then  he  rose  a  moment,  and 
made  a  strong  gulp,  as  if  for  aii;  aud  laying  his  broad 
brown  hand  on  his  brother's  shoulder,  said  — "  Baudal 
Leshe  tells  me  you  are  wise ;  a  consummate  man  of  the 
world.  Ko  doubt  you  are  so.  And  Parson  Dale  tells 
me  that  he  is  sure  you  have  warm  feelings,  which  I  take 
to  be  a  strange  thing  for  one  who  has  lived  so  long  in 
London,  and  has  no  wife  and  no  child,  —  a  widower,  and 
a  Member  of  Parliament;  for  a  commercial  city,  too. 
Never  smile;  it  is  no  smiling  matter  with  me.  You 
know  a  foreign  woman,  called  Negra,  or  Negro;  not  a 
blackymoor,  though,  by  any  means, —  at  leaet  on  the 
outside  of  her.  Is  she  such  a  woman  as  a  plain  coun- 
try gentleman  would  like  his  only  son  to  marry,  —  ay 
or  no)  " 

"No,  indeed,"  answered  Audley,  gravely;  "and  I 
trust  your  son  will  commit  no  action  bo  tash.  Shall  I 
see  him  or  herl  Speak, mydear William.  Whatwould 
you  have  me  dot  " 

' '  Nothing ;  you  have  said  enough ,' '  replied  the  Squire , 
gloomily ;  and  his  head  sunk  on  his  breast. 

Audley  took  his  hand,  and  pressed  it  fratemally. 
"  Williun,"  said  the  statesman,  "  we  have  been  loi^ 
estranged;  but  I  do  not  forget  that  when  we  last  met, 
at  —  at  Loid  Lansmere's  house,  and  when  I  took  you 
aside,  and  said, '  William,  if  I  lose  this  election,  I  must 
res^  aU  chance  of  public  life;  my  af&irs  are  embar- 
rassed. I  would  not  accept  money  from  you,  — I  would 
seek  a  profession,  and  you  can  help  me  there,'  you 
divined  my  meaning,  and  said  —  'Take  orders;  the 
Haieldean  living  is  just  vacant.     I  will  get  some  one  to 
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hold  it  till  yaa  are  ordain«d.'  I  do  not  forget  that. 
Would  that  I  had  thought  earlier  of  bo  Berene  an  escape 
from  all  that  then  tormented  me.  My  lot  might  hare 
been  far  happier." 

The  Squire  eyed  Andley  with  a  eorprise  that  broke 
forth  from  his  more  abaorbing  emotionB.  "  Happier  1 
Why,  all  things  have  prospered  with  you;  and  you  are 
rich  enoi^h  now ;  and  —  you  shake  your  head.  Brother, 
is  it  poseiblel  do  you  want  money  1  Pooh,  not  accept 
money  from  your  mother's  son !  —  stuff, ' '  Out  came  the 
Squire'e  pocket-book.     Audley  put  it  gently  aside. 

"Nay,"  said  he,  "I  have  enough  for  myself;  but 
since  you  seek  and  speak  with  me  thus  affectionately ,  I 
will  ask  you  one  favor.  Should  I  die  before  I  can  pro- 
vide for  my  wife's  kinsman,  Bandal  Leslie,  as  I  could 
wiBh,  will  you  see  to  his  fortunest  so  far  as  yon  can, 
without  injury  to  others,  —  to  your  own  son!" 

"My  son  I  He  is  provided  for.  He  has  the  Casino 
estate,  —  much  good  may  it  do  him.  You  have  touched 
on  the  very  matter  that  brought  me  here.  This  boy, 
Bandal  Leslie,  seems  a  proieeworthy  lad,  and  has  Hazel- 
dean  blood  in  his  veius.  You  have  taken  him  up  be- 
cause he  is  connected  with  your  late  wife.  Why  should 
not  I  take  him  up,  too,  when  his  grandmother  was  a 
Hazeldean  t  My  main  object  in  calling  was  to  ask  what 
you  mean  to  do  for  him ;  for  if  you  do  not  mean  to  pro 
vide  for  him,  why,  I  will,  as  in  duty  bound.  So  your 
request  comes  at  the  right  time;  I  think  of  altering  my 
will.  I  can  put  him  into  the  entail,  beeideB  a  handsome 
l^acy.  You  are  sure  he  is  a  good  lad,  —  and  it  will 
please  you  too,  Audley  I  " 

"  But  not  at  the  expense  of  your  eon.  And  stay, 
William,  —  as  to  this  foolish  marriage  with  Madame  di 
If^ra,  who  told  you  Frank  meant  to  take  anch  a  stept " 
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"  He  told  me  himself;  but  it  is  no  matter.  Randal 
and  I  both  did  all  we  could  to  dissuade  him;  and  Baodal 
advised  me  to  come  to  you." 

"  He  has  acted  generously,  then,  our  kinsmaa  Randal, 
—  I  am  glad  to  hear  it,"  said  Audley,  hie  brow  some* 
what  clearing.  "  I  have  no  influence  with  this  lady; 
but,  at  least,  I  can  counsel  her.  Do  not  consider  the 
marriage  fixed  because  a  young  man  desires  it.  Youth 
is  ever  hot  and  rash." 

"Your  youth  never  was,"  retorted  the  Squire,  bluntly. 
"  You  married  well  enough,  I  'm  sure.  I  will  Bay  one 
thing  for  you:  you  have  be«n,  to  my  taste,  a  bad  poli- 
tician,—  beg  paidcHi, — but  you  were  always  a  gentle- 
man. You  would  never  have  disgraced  your  family  and 
married  a —  "    • 

"Husbl"  interrupted  Egerton,  gently.  "Bo  not 
make  matters  worse  than  they  are.  Madame  di  Kegia 
is  of  high  birth  in  her  own  country ;  and  if  scandal  —  " 

"  Scandal!  "  cried  the  Squire,  shrinking  and  turning 
pale.  "Are  you  speaking  of  the  wife  of  a  Hazel- 
dean  T  At  least  she  shall  never  sit  by  the  hearth  at 
which  now  site  his  mother;  and  whatever  I  may  do  for 
Frank,  her  children  shall  not  succeed.  No  mongrel 
croaahreed  shall  kennel  in  EngUsh  Hazeldean.  Much 
obliged  to  you,  Audley,  for  your  good  feeling,  —  glad  to 
have  aeen  you ;  and  harkye,  you  startled  me  by  that  shake 
of  your  head,  when  1  spoke  of  your  wealth;  and,  from 
what  you  say  about  Randal's  prospects,  I  guess  that  you 
Loudon  gentlemen  are  not  so  thrifty  as  we  are.  Yon 
ekalt  let  me  speak.  I  say  again,  that  I  have  some 
thousands  quite  at  your  service.  And  though  you  are 
not  a  Hazeldean,  still  you  are  my  mother's  eon;  and 
now  that  I  am  about  to  alter  my  will,  I  can  as  well 
scratch  in  the  name  of  £gert(»i  aa  that  of  Leslie.     Cheer 


Digitized  ty  Google 


TABIETIES  m  IHGLIBH   LIFE.  117 

up,  cheer  np :  you  sre  yotuiger  than  I  am,  and  you  have 
no  child;  so  you  will  live  longer  tiian  I  ahaU." 

"  My  dear  brother,"  answered  Andley,  "  believe  me, 
I  shall  never  live  to  want  yont  aid.  And  as  to  Leslie, 
add  to  the  £5000  I  mean  to  give  bim,  an  eqnsl  sum  in 
your  will,  and  I  shall  feel  that  he  has  received  justice." 

Observing  that  the  Squire,  though  he  listened  atten- 
tively, made  no  ready  answer,  Audley  turned  the  subject 
again  to  Frank ;  and  with  the  adroitness  of  a  man  of  the 
world,  hacked  by  a  cordial  sympathy  in  hia  brother's  dls- 
Inss,  he  pleaded  so  well  Flank's  lame  cause,  urged  so 
gently  the  wisdom  of  patience  and  delay,  and  the  appeal 
to  filial  feeling  rather  than  recourse  to  paternal  threats, 
that  the  Squire  grew  mollified  in  spite  of  himself,  and 
left  his  brother's  house  a  much  less  angry  and  less  doleful 

Mr.  Hazeldean  was  atill  in  the  square,  when  he  came 
upon  Bandal  himself,  who  was  waking  with  a  dark- 
whiskered,  showy  gentleman,  towards  Egerton's  house. 
Bandal  and  the  gentleman  exchanged  a  hasty  whisper, 
and  the  former  then  exclaimed,  — 

"  What,  Mr.  Hazeldean,  have  you  just  left  youz 
brother's  house !     Is  it  possible  !  " 

"  Why,  you  advised  me  to  go  there,  and  I  did.  I 
scarcely  knew  what  I  was  about.  I  am  veiy  glad  I  did 
'go.  Hang  politics!  hang  the  landed  interest  1  what  do 
I  care  for  either  uowt " 

"Foiled  with  Madame  di  N^(ial"  asked  Bandal, 
drawing  the  Squire  aside. 

"Xerer  speak  of  heragainl"  died  the  Squire, 
fiercely.  "  And  as  to  that  ungrateful  boy  ~- but  I  don't 
mean  to  behave  harshly  to  him;  he  shall  have  money 
enough  to  keep  her  if  he  likes  —  keep  her  from  coming 
to  me;  keep  him,  too,  from  counting  on  my  death,  and 
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borrowing  post-obitB  on  the  Casino,  for  be'U  be  doing 
that  next, — no,  I  hope  I  wrong  him  there;  I  hare 
been  too  good  a  father  for  him  to  covmt  on  ay  death 
already.  After  all,"  continued  the  Squiie,  beginning 
to  reUz,  "aa  Andle;  aays,  tiie  marriage  ia  not  yet 
made;  and  if  the  woman  has  taken  him  in,  he  ib  young, 
and  bis  heart  ia  warm.  Make  yourself  easy,  my  boy. 
I  don't  forget  how  kindly  you  took  his  port;  and  brfore 
I  do  anything  rash,  I  '11  at  leait  consult  with  his  poor 
mother." 

Bandal  gnawed  hie  pale  lip,  and  a  momentary  clood 
of  disappointment  passed  over  his  face. 

"  True,  sir,"  said  he,  gently ;  "  true,  you  must  not  he 
rash.  Indeed,  I  was  tiiinking  of  you  and  poor,  dear 
Frank  at  the  very  mommt  I  met  you.  It  occurred  to 
me  whether  we  might  not  make  Frank's  veiy  embar- 
rassments a  reason  to  induce  Madame  di  llegra  to  re- 
fuse him;  and  I  was  on  my  way  to  Mr.  Egerton,  in 
order  to  ask  his  opinion,  in  company  with  the  gentleman 
yonder." 

"  Qentleman  yonderl  Why  should  he  thrust  his  long 
nose  into  my  family  affiursi     Who  the  devil  is  hel" 

"  Don't  ask,  sir.     Pray  let  me  act." 

But  the  Squire  continued  to  eye  askant  the  dark- 
whiskered  personage  thus  interposed  between  himself 
and  his  son,  and  who  waited  patiently  a  few  yards  in 
the  rear,  carelessly  readjusting  the  camellia  in  his 
button-bole, 

"  He  looks  very  outlandish.  Is  he  a  foreigner  tool  " 
asked  the  Squire  at  last. 

"No,  not  exactly.  However,  be  knows  all  about 
Frank's  embarrasflment«;  and  —  " 

"  Embamssmentfi I  what,  the  debt  he  paid  for  that 
woman  t    Hqw  did  bs  raise  the  money  1 ' ' 
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"  I  don't  know,"  answered  Eandcl,  "  and  that  is  the 
leuon  I  a^ed  Baron  Levy  to  accompany  me  to  Eger- 
ton's,  ^t  be  might  explain  in  private  what  I  have  no 
reaaon  —  " 

"  Baron  Levy  I "  interraptod  the  Squire.  "Levy, 
Levy,  —  I  have  beard  of  a  Levy  who  has  nearly  ruined 
my  neighbor  Thomhill;  a  money-lender.  Zounds  I  is 
that  the  man  who  knows  my  son'e  ai^in?  I'll  soon 
learn,  air." 

Randal  caught  hold  of  the  Squire'sarm:  "Stop, stop; 
if  you  really  insist  upon  learning  more  about  Frank's 
debts,  you  must  not  appeal  to  Baron  Levy  directly,  and 
as  Frank's  father:  he  will  not  answer  you.  But  if  I 
present  yon  to  him  aa  a  mere  acquaintance  of  mine,  and 
torn  the  oonversatiou ,  as  if  carelessly,  upon  Frank, — 
why,  since,  in  the  London  world,  such  matters  are 
never  kept  secret,  except  from  the  parents  of  young 
men,  I  have  no  doubt  he  will  talk  out  openly." 

**  Manage  it  aa  you  will,"  said  the  Squire. 

Bandal  took  Mr.  Hazeldean's  arm,  and  joined  Levy— > 
"A  friend  of  mine  from  the  country,  Baron."  Levy 
bowed  profoundly,  and  the  three  walked  slowly  on. 

"  By-the-by,"  said  Bandal,  pressing  significantly  upon 
Levy's  arm,  "  my  friend  has  come  to  town  upon  the 
somewhat  unpleasant  business  of  settling  the  debts  of  an- 
other,—  a  young  man  of  fashion;  a  relation  of  his  own. 
No  one,  sir,"  turning  to  the  Squire,  "conld  so  ably 
aseist  you  in  such  arrangemento  aa  could  Baron  Levy." 

Ba^BOTT  (modestly,  and  with  a  moralizing  air).  — *'  I 
have  some  experience  in  such  matters,  and  I  hold  it  a 
duty  to  asHiBt  the  parents  and  relations  of  young  men 
who,  from  want  of  reflection,  often  rain  themselves  for 
life.  I  hope  the  young  gentleman  in  question  is  not  in 
the  hands  of  the  Jewsl " 
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Bakoal.  — "  Christiana  are  aa  fond  of  good  toterest 
for  their  money  aa  ever  the  Jeva  can  be." 

Babon. — "  Oranted,  but  they  have  not  alwaya  so 
much  money  to  lend.  The  first  thing,  dr,"  addreasing 
the  Sqnire,  — "  the  firat  thing  for  you  to  do  is  to  buy 
up  Buch  of  your  lelation'a  bilk  uid  nates  of  band  as 
may  be  in  the  market.  No  doubt  ve  can  get  them  at  a 
bargain,  unleae  the  young  man  is  heir  to  some  property 
that  may  soon  be  bis  in  the  course  of  nature. ' ' 

Baitdaii.  — "  Notsoon,  —  Heaven fottnd I  Hiafathei 
is  still  a  young  ihan,  — a  fine  healthy  man  "  (leaning 
heavily  on  Levy's  arm) ;  "  and  as  to  post-obite  —  " 

Babon.  — ' '  Post-obits  on  sound  security  cost  more 
to  buy  up,  however  healthy  the  obstructing  relative 
maybe." 

Bandal.  — "I  should  hope  that  there  are  not  many 
sons  who  can  calculate,  in  cold  blood,  on  the  death  of 
IJieir  fathers. " 

Babon.  — "  Ha,  ha, — he  is  young,  our  friend  Boa- 
dal;  eb,  airt" 

Randal. — -"Well,  I  am  not  more  scmpulous  than 
others,  I  dare  say;  and  I  have  often  been  pinched  hard 
for  money,  but  I  would  go  barefoot  rather  than  give 
security  upon  a  father's  grave !  I  can  imagine  nothing 
more  likely  to  destroy  natural  feeling,  or  to  instil  in- 
gratitude and  treacheiy  into  the  whole  character,  than 
to  press  the  hand  of  a  parent,  and  calculate  when  that 
hand  may  be  dust ;  than  to  sit  down  with  strangers  and 
rednce  his  life  to  the  measure  of  an  insuiance-taUe ; 
than  to  feel  difficulties  gathering  round  one,  and  mutter 
in  fashionable  slang, '  But  it  will  be  all  well  if  the  gov- 
ernor would  but  die. '  And  he  who  has  accustomed  him- 
self to  the  relief  of  post-obits  must  gradually  harden  his 
mind  to  all  this." 
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The  Sqnira  groaned  heavily;  and  had  Bandsl  pro- 
ceeded anotiheT  Bentence  in  the  Bame  Btisin.the  Squire 
would  hav«  wept  outright  "  But,"  Gontinued  Bandal, 
altering  the  tone  of  his  voice,  "  I  think  that  our  young 
friend,  of  whom  we  were  talking  just  now,  Levy,  before 
this  gentleman  joined  ua ,  haa  the  same  opinions  u  myself 
on  this  head.  He  may  accept  bills,  but  he  would  never 
sign  poatobite," 

Babon  (who  with  the  apt  docility  of  a  managed 
charger  to  the  touch  of  a  rider's  hand,  had  compre- 
hended and  complied  with  each  quick  sign  of  Bandal'e) : 
"Poohl  the  yonng  fellow  we  are  talking  of!  Non- 
Benae.  He  would  not  be  bo  fooliah  as  to  give  five  tunes 
the  peTKwnti^  he  otherwise  m^hk  Not  sign  poBt- 
olstel    Of  course  he  has  signed  one." 

Bakdai;.  — "  Hist, — you  mistake,  yon  miatake," 

Squibb  (leaving  Randal's  arm  and  seizing  Iievy'a),  — 
"Were  you  speaking  of  Frank  HazeldeanT" 

Babok. — "  My  dear  sir,  excuse  me;  I  never  mention 
names  before  strangers. " 

Squibb.  —  "  Strangers  againi  Han,  I  am  the  boy's 
fatherl  Speak  out,  sir; "  and  his  hand  dosed  on  Levy's 
f  arm  with  the  strength  of  an  iron  viceu 

Baboh.  —  "Q^itly;  you  hurt  me,  eir:  but  I  excuse 
your  feelings.  Bandal,  yon  are  to  blame  for  leading  me 
into  this  indiscretion;  but  I  beg  to  assure  Mr.  Hazeldean, 
that  though  his  son  has  been  a  little  extravagant  —  ' ' 

Kahdai..  —  "  Owing  chiefly  to  the  arts  of  an  aban- 
doned woman." 

Babos. — "  Of  an  abandoned  woman;  atill  he  has 
shown  more  prudence  than  you  would  suppose;  and 
tiiis  very  post-obit  is  a  proof  of  it  A  simple  act  <d 
Oat  kind  has  enabled  him  to  pay  off  bills  that  were 
running  on  till  thc^  would  have  ruined  even  the  Hazel- 
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clean  estate ;  vheroas  a  charge  on  the  leTenioQ  of  the 
Caano —  " 

Squibb.  —  "He  has  done  it  thee  f  ^e  has  signed  a 
poat-oHtl " 

Bandal.  —  "No, no;  Levy  must  be  wrong. " 

Babon.  —  "  MydearLefilJe.a  man  of  Mr.  Hazeldeau'a 
time  of  life  cannot  have  your  romantic,  boyish  notions. 
He  must  allow  that  Frank  has  acted  in  this  like  a  lad 
of  sense,  —  veiy  good  head  for  buBinees  has  my  young 
friend  Frank  1  And  the  beet  thing  Mr.  Hazeldean  can 
do  is  quietly  to  buy  up  the  poat-obit,  and  thus  he  will 
place  his  son  henceforth  in  his  power. " 

Squibb.  —  "  Can  I  see  the  deed  with  my  own  eyeal " 

Baeom.  — "  Certainly,  or  how  could  you  be  induced 
to  buy  it  up!  But  on  one  condition;  you  must  not 
betray  me  to  your  son.  And,  indeed,  take  my  advice, 
and  don't  say  a  word  to  him  on  the  matter. " 

Squire.  —  "  Let  me  see  it,  let  me  see  it  with  my 
own  eyes.  His  mother  else  wiD  never  believe  it,  —  nor 
wiU  I." 

Babon.  — "I  can  call  on  you  this  evenii^f," 

Sqoibe.  — "Now,  now." 

Babon.  —  "  You  can  spare  me ,  Bandal ;  and  you  your- 
self can  open  to  Mr.  Egerton  the  other  affair  respecting 
Lansmere.  No  time  should  be  lost,  lest  L'Estronge 
auf^eat  a  candidate. " 

Bandai.  (whispering). — "Never  mind  me.  This 
is  more  important."  (Aloud) — "Go  with  Mr.  Haxel- 
dean.  My  dear  kind  friend  "  (to  the  Squire),  "  do  not 
let  this  vex  you  so  much.  Aftor  all,  it  is  what  nine 
young  men  out  of  ten  would  do  in  the  same  circum- 
stances. And  it  is  beat  you  ehould  know  it;  you  may 
save  Frank  from  further  nun,  and  pi«vent,  perhaps,  this 
very  marriage." 
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"  We  irill  see,"  enUimed  the  Squire,  hastily. 
"Now,  Mr.  Iievy,  come." 

Lev;  and  the  Squire  walked  on,  not  arm  in  arm,  but 
side  by  side.     Baodal  proceeded  to  E^rton'a  hoiue. 

"  I  am  ^ad  to  see  you,  Leslie,"  said  the  ex-minister. 
"  What  Ifl  it  I  have  heardt  My  nephew,  Frank  Hazel- 
dean,  piopoaes  to  matry  Madame  di  Negra  against  his 
father's  coneentt  How  could  you  suffer  him  to  entor- 
taia  an  idea  so  wild  I  And  how  never  confide  it  to 
mel" 

Rajtdal.  — "  My  dear  Mr.  £^rton,  it  is  only  to-day 
that  I  was  informed  of  Frank's  engagement,  I  hare 
already  seen  him,  and  expostulated  in  Tain;  till  then, 
though  I  knew  your  nephew  admired  Madame  di 
N^^,  1  could  never  suppose  he  harbored  a  serioua 
intention. " 

EdEBTON. — "I  must  believe  you,  Bandal.  I  wUl 
myself  see  Madame  di  Negra,  though  I  have  no  power., 
and  no  right,  to  dictate  to  her.  I  have  but  little  time 
for  all  such  private  business ;  the  dissolution  of  Parlia- 
ment is  so  close  at  hand.'' 

Bakdal  (looking  down).  —  "It  is  on  that  subject 
Hat  I  wished  to  speak  to  you,  sir.  You  think  of  stand- 
ing for  Lansmere.  Well,  Baron  Levy  has  suggested  to 
me  an  idea  that  I  could  not,  of  course,  even  countenance, 
till  I  had  spoken  to  you.  It  seems  that  he  has  some 
acquainttmce  with  the  state  of  parties  in  that  borough! 
He  is  informed  that  it  Is  not  only  as  easy  to  bring  in 
two  of  our  side,  as  to  cany  one,  but  that  it  would  make 
your  election  still  more  safe,  not  to  fight  single-handed 
against  two  opponents;  that  if  canvassing  for  yourself 
alone, you  could  not  carry  a  sufficient  number  of  plumper 
votes ;  that  split  votes  would  go  from  you  to  one  or  other 
of  the  two  adversaries i  that,  in  a  word,  it  is  necessary  (o 
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pair  jrou  with  a  coUec^e.  If  it  leally  be  so,  70a  of 
course  will  learn  beet  from  your  own  committee;  bat 
ahould  they  concur  in  the  opinion  Baron  Levy  has 
fonned, — do  I  piesome  too  much  on  your  kindneae  to 
deem  it  possible  that  you  might  allow  me  to  be  the 
second  candidate  on  your  side  T  I  should  not  say  this 
but  that  Levy  told  me  you  had  some  wieh  to  see  me  in 
Parliament)  amongst  the  supportere  of  your  policy.  And 
what  other  opportunity  can  occur!  Here  the  cost  of 
carrying  two  would  be  scarcely  more  than  that  of  carrying 
one.  And  Levy  sajB,  the  party  would  subacribe  for  my 
election ;  you .  of  couree,  would  refuse  all  such  aid  for 
yonr  own;  and  indeed,  with  your  great  name,  and  Lord 
Lansmeie's  interest  there  can  be  little  beyond  the  strict 
legal  expenses." 

Aa  Bandal  spoke  thua  at  length,  he  watched  anxiously 
his  patrons  reaerred,  nnreTealing  countenance. 
■  EOSBTON  (dryly). — "I  will  consider.  Tou  may 
safely  leave  in  my  hands  any  matter  connected  with 
yonr  ambition  and  advancement.  I  have  before  told  you 
I  hold  it  a  duty  to  do  all  in  my  power  for  the  Vinwnan 
cA  my  late  wife;  for  one  whose  career  I  undertook  to 
forward;  for  <»ie  whom  honor  has  compelled  to  share  In 
my  own  political  reverses. " 

Here  lE^ecton  nng  the  bell  for  his  hat  and  gloves, 
and  walking  into  the  hall,  paused  at  the  streelnioor. 
There  beckoning  to  Bandal,  he  said  slowly,  '  Yon 
seem  intimate  with  Baron  Levy;  I  csution  you  againrt 
him,  —  a  dangerous  acquaintance,  first  to  the  purse, 
next  to  the  honor." 

Randai.,  — "  I  know  it,  sir;  and  am  surprised  my- 
self at  the  acquaintance  that  has  grown  up  between  oa. 
Perhaps  its  cause  is  in  bis  respect  for  youisell " 

EOKBTOH.  —  "Tut." 
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Randal.  —  "  Whatever  it  be,  he  cimthves  to  obtun 
a  BJDgiilar  hold  over  one's  mmd,  even  where,  as  in  my 
case,  he  has  no  evident  interest  to  serve.  How  is  this  I 
It  pozzies  mel  " 

EoBBTOM. — "  For  his  interegt,  it  la  moat  secured 
where  he  snfFeis  it  to  be  least  evident;  for  his  hold 
orer  the  mind,  it  is  easily  accounted  for.  He  ever 
appeals  to  two  temptations,  strong  wil^  all  men, — 
avarice  and  ambition.     Good-day." 

Kakdal.  —  "  Are  yoa  going  to  Madame  di  ITegra's  ) 
Shall  I  not  accompany  you  1  Perhaps  I  may  be  able  to 
bock  your  own  remonstiancee. " 

EoEBTON.  — "  Ko,  I  shall  not  require  you." 

Baitdal.  — "  I  trust  I  shall  bear  the  result  of  youz 
interview!  I  feel  so  much  interested  in  it.  Pocs 
FiankI" 

Audley  nodded.     "  Of  course,  of  course." 
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CHAPTEE  XIV. 


Om  entering  the  dnwing-ioom  of  Madame  di  Negn, 
the  peculiar  charm  which  the  severe  Audley  Egerton 
had  been  ever  reputed  to  poasesa  witti  women,  would 
have  sensibly  struck  one  who  had  hitherto  seen  him 
chiefly  in  hia  relations  with  men  in  the  bnaineas-like 
afiaiia  of  life.  It  was  a  chaim  in  stroi^;  contrast  to  the 
ordinary  manners  of  those  who  are  emphatically  called 
"ladies'  men."  No  artificial  smile,  no  conventional 
hollow  blandneSB,  no  frivolous  gossip,  no  varnish  either 
of  ungenial  gayety  or  affected  grace.  The  charm  was 
in  a  simplicity  that  unbent  more  into  kindness  than  it 
did  with  men.  Audley'a  nature,  whatever  its  faults 
and  defects,  was  essentially  masculine;  and  it  was  the 
sense  of  masculine  power  that  gave  to  his  voice  a  music 
when  addressing  the  gentler  sex ,  and  to  his  manner  a 
sort  of  indulgent  tenderness  that  appeared  equally  void 
of  insincerity  and  presumption. 

Frank  had  been  gone  about  half  an  hour,  and  Ma- 
dame di  Negia  was  ecarcely  recovered  from  the  a^tation 
into  which  she  had  been  thrown  by  the  a&ont  from  the 
&ther  and  the  pleading  of  the  son. 

Egerton  took  her  passive  hand  cordially,  and  seated 
himself  by  her  side. 

"  My  dear  Marchesa,"  said  be,  "  are  we  then  likely 
to  be  near  connections!  And  can  you  seriously  con- 
template marriage  with  my  young  nephew,  Frank 
Hazeldeani  You  turn  away.  Ay,  my  fair  friend, 
there  are  but  two  inducementa  to  a  free  woman  to  sign 
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ftwa;  her  libr-rty  at  the  altu.  I  taj  a  free  woman,  for 
widows  are  free,  and  girls  are  not.  Tltese  inducemeDta 
are,  first,  worldly  position;  secondly,  love.  Wliich  of 
these  motiyes  can  urge  Madame  di  Negra  to  many  Mr. 
Frank  Hazeldeant " 

"  There  are  other  motives  than  those  you  speak  of, — 
the  need  of  protection ;  the  sense  of  solitnde ;  the  curse 
of  dependence;  gratitude  for  honoraltle  affection.  But 
you  men  never  know  women  I  " 

"  I  grant  that  you  are  right  there,  —  we  never  do; 
neither  do  women  ever  know  men.  And  yet  each  sex 
contrives  to  dupe  and  to  fool  the  otherl  Listen  to  me, 
I  have  little  acquaintance  with  my  nephew,  but  I  allow 
he  is  a  handsome  young  gentleman,  with  whom  a  hand- 
some young  lady  in  her  teens  might  fall  in  love  in  a 
ball-room.  But  you  who  have  known  the  higher  order 
of  OUT  spedes;  you  who  have  received  Uie  homage  of 
men  whose  thoughts  and  minds  leave  the  email  talk  of 
drawing-room  triflers  so  poor  and  bald,  —  you  cannot 
look  me  in  the  face  and  say  that  it  is  any  passion  re- 
sembling love  which  yon  feel  for  my  nephew.  And  as 
to  position,  it  is  right  that  I  should  inform  you  that  if 
he  marry  you  he  will  have  none.  He  may  risk  his  in- 
heritance. You  will  receive  no  countenance  from  his 
parents.  You  will  be  poor,  but  not  free.  You  will 
not  gain  the  independence  you  seek  for.  The  sight  of 
a  vacant,  discontented  face  in  that  opposite  chair  will 
be  worse  than  sohtnde.  And  as  to  gratefnl  affection," 
added  the  man  of  the  world,  "  it  is  a  polite  ^nonyni 
for  tranquil  indifference." 

"  Mr.  Egerton,"  said  Beatrice,  "  people  say  you  an 
made  of  bronze.  Did  you  ever  feel  the  want  of  a 
home!" 

"  I  answer  you  frankly,"  replied  the  stAtesman,  '*  if 
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I  had  not  felt  it,  do  you  think  I  tihonld  have  been,  and 
that  I  should  be  to  the  last,  the  joyless  drudge  of  pub> 
lie  life)  Bronze  though  you  may  call  my  nature,  it 
would  have  melted  away  long  siuoe,  like  wax  in  the  fiie, 
if  I  had  sat  idly  down  and  dreamed  of  a  home  I  " 

"  But  we  women,"  answered  Beatrice,  with  pathoe, 
"  have  DO  public  life,  and  we  do  idly  sit  down  and 
dream.  Oh,"  she  continued,  after  a  abort 'pause,  and 
clasping  her  hands  firmly  together,  "  you  think  me 
worldly,  grasping,  ambitious;  how  different  my  fate  had 
been,  had  I  known  a  homel  — known  one  whom  I  could 
love  and  venerate ;  known  one  whose  smiles  would  have 
developed  the  good  that  was  once  within  ms,  and  the 
fear  of  whose  rebuking  or  eoirowfal  eye  would  have  coi>- 
rected  what  is  eviL  " 

"  Yet,"  answered  Audley,  "  nearly  all  women  in  the 
great  wodd  have  had  that  choice  once  in  their  lives,  and 
nearly  all  have  thrown  it  away.  How  few  of  your  rank 
really  think  of  home  when  they  marry, — how  few  ask 
to  venerate  as  well  as  to  love;  and  how  many,  of  eveiy 
rank,  when  the  home  has  been  really  gained,  have  wil- 
fully lost  ite  shelter:  some  in  ne^ectful  weariness;  some 
from  a  momentary  doubt,  distTust,  caprice,  —  a  wild 
&nc7,  a  passionate  fit,  a  trifle,  a  stnw,  a  dreami  True, 
you  women  ate  ever  dreamers.  Common  sense,  common 
earth,  is  above  or  below  your  comprehension." 

Both  now  are  silent.  Audley  first  roused  himself  with 
a  quick  writhing  movement.  "  We  two,"  said  he, 
smiling  half  sadly,  half  cynically,  —  "  we  two  must  not 
loi^r  waaia  time  in  talking  sentiment.  We  know  bodi 
too  well  what  life,  as  it  has  been  made  for  ns  by  our 
faults  or  our  misfortunes,  truly  is.  And  once  again,  I 
entreat  you  to  pause  before  you  yield  to  the  foolish  suit 
td  my  foolish  nephew.     Kely  <m  it,  you  will  eit>er  com- 
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maud  a  highei  offer  for  jo\a  prudence  to  accept;  or,  if 
yon  needs  mnst  Bacrifice  rank  and  fortone,  yon,  vitii 
yoni  beauty  and  yoni  romantic  heart,  will  see  one  who, 
at  leut  for  a  fair  holiday  season  (if  human  lore  allows 
no  more) ,  can  repay  you  for  the  sacrifice.  Frank  Hacel- 
dean  never  can." 

Beatrice  turned  away  to  conceal  the  tears  that  rushed 
to  her  eyes. 

"  Think  orer  this  well,"  said  Aadley,  in  the  softest 
tones  of  his  mellow  voice.  "Do  you  remember  that 
when  yon  first  came  to  England,  I  lold  you  that  neither 
wedlock  nor  love  had  any  lures  for  me.  We  grew  friends 
upcm  tiiat  mde  avowal,  and  therefore  I  now  speak  to 
you  like  some  sage  of  old,  wise  because  stAnding  apart 
and  aloof  &om  all  the  affections  and  ties  that  mislead 
onr  wisdom.  Nothing  but  real  love  (how  rare  it  is  I  has 
one  human  heart  in  a  million  ever  known  it  1)  —  nothing 
hat  real  love  can  repay  us  for  the  loss  of  freedom,  the 
cares  and  fears  of  poverty,  the  cold  pity  of  the  world 
that  we  both  despise  and  respect.  And  all  tiiese,  and 
much  more,  follow  the  step  you  would  inconsidemtely 
take, — an  imprudent  marriage, " 

"  Audley  Egerton,"  said  Beatrice,  lifting  her  dark, 
moistened  eyes,  "  you  grant  that  real  love  does  compen- 
sate for  an  imprudent  marriage.  You  speak  as  if  yon 
had  known  such  love,  —  you!     Con  it  be  possibleT  " 

"  Beal  love  —  I  thought  that  I  knew  it  once.  Look- 
ing hack  with  remorse,  I  shoold  doubt  it  now  but  for  one 
curse,  that  only  real  love,  when  lost,  has  the  power  to 
leave  evermore  behind  it." 

"What is  thatt" 

"A  void  here,"  answered  Egerton,  striking  his  heart. 
*'  Desolation  I  —  Adieu ! '  * 

He  rose  and  left  the  room. 
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"  la  it,"  marmured  E^rton,  as  he  puisued  hie  way 
through  the  atreetfl,  —  "  ia  it  that,  aa  we  approach  death, 
all  tb«  firat  tax  feelings  of  young  life  come  back  to  ua 
mysteriously )  Thus  I  hare  heard,  or  read,  that  in  some 
oountiy  of  old,  children  scattering  flowers  preceded  a 
funeral  bier. " 
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CHAFTEB  XV. 

AnD  to  Leonard  stood  beside  his  friend's  mortal  clay, 
and  watched,  in  the  ineffable  smile  of  death,  the  last 
gleam  which  the  soul  had  left  there;  and  so,  after  a  time, 
he  crept  back  to  the  adjoining  room  with  a  step  aa  noise- 
leee  as  if  be  had  feared  t«  disturb  the  dead.  Wearied 
aa  he  was  with  watching,  he  had  no  thought  of  sleep. 
He  sat  himself  down  1^  the  little  table,  and  leaned  his 
foce  on  his  hand,  musing  sorrowfully.  Thus  time  passed. 
He  heaid  the  clock  from  below  strike  the  hours.  Tn 
the  house  of  death  the  sound  of  a  clock  becomes  so 
Bolenm.  The  soul  that  we  mias  has  gone  so  &r  beyond 
the  reach  of  time!  A  cold,  superatations  awe  gradually 
stole  over  the  young  man.  He  shivered,  and  lifted  h^ 
eyea  with  a  start,  half-scornful,  half-de^fing.  The  moon 
was  gone,  —  the  gray,  comfortless  dawn  gleamed  through 
the  casement,  and  carried  its  raw  chilling  light  through 
the  open  doorway  into  the  death-room.  And  there,  near 
the  extinguished  fire,  Leonard  saw  the  solitary  woman, 
weeping  low,  and  watching  stilL  He  returned  to  say  a 
word  of  comfort;  she  pressed  his  hand,  but  waved  hiTn 
a-way.  He  understood.  She  did  not  wish  for  other 
comfort  than  her  quiet  relief  of  tears.  Again  he  returned 
to  hie  own  chamber,  and  his  eye  this  time  fell  upon  the 
papers  which  he  had  hitherto  disregarded.  What  made 
his  heart  stand  still,  and  the  blood  then  rush  so  quickly 
through  his  veins  t  Why  did  he  seize  upon  thoee  papers 
with  BO  tremulous  a  band,  then  lay  tiiem  down,  pause, 
as  if  to  nerve  himself, — and  look  so  eagerly  agunt  He 
recognized  the  handwriting,  —  those  fair,  clear  chancteis, 


Digitized  ty  Google 


132  KT  MOTEL;  OS, 

00  pecnliu  in  tiuiir  womau-Hke  delicacy  and  grace ;  the 
same  as  in  the  wild,  pathetic  poems,  tlie  sight  of  which 
had  made  an  eia  in  his  boyhood.  Prom  these  pages  the 
image  of  Uie  mysterious  Nora  rose  once  more  before  him. 
He  felt  that  he  was  with  a  mother.  He  went  back,  and 
dosed  the  door  gently,  as  if  with  a  jealous  piety,  to  ex< 
dude  each  ruder  shadow  from  the  world  of  spirits,  and 
be  alone  with  that  mournful  ghost.  For  a  thou^t 
written  in  wann,  sunny  life,  and  then  suddenly  rising 
up  to  OS,  when  the  hand  that  traced,  and  the  heart  that 
cherished  it,  aie  dust,  —  is  verily  aa  a  ghost.  It  is  a 
likeneBB  struck  off  of  the  fond  human  being,  and  suttit- 
ing  it.  Far  moie  truthful  than  boat  oi  portrait,  it  bids 
us  see  the  tear  flow,  and  the  pulee  beat.  What  ghost 
can  the  churchyard  yield  to  oa  like  the  writing  of  the 
deadt 

The  bulk  of  the  papers  bad  been  once  lightly  aewn  to 
each  other, — they  had  come  undone,  perhaps  in  Buf- 
ley's  rude  hands;  but  their  order  was  easily  apparent. 
Leonard  soon  saw  that  they  formed  a  kind  of  journal; 
not,  indeed,  a  regular  diary,  nor  always  relating  to  the 
things  of  Uie  day.  There  were  gaps  in  time, — no  at- 
tempt at  succeesiTe  narratiTe.  Sometimes,  instead  of 
prose,  a  hasty  burst  of  vene,  gushing  evidently  from 
the  heart;  sometimes  all  narrative  was  left  untold,  and 
yet,  as  it  were,  epitomized  by  a  single  burning  line,  a 
sii^le  exclamation  —  of  woe  or  joy!  Everywhere  you 
saw  records  of  a  nature  exquisitely  susceptible ;  and . 
where  geniuB  appeared,  it  was  so  artless,  that  you  did 
not  call  it  genius,  but  emotion.  At  the  onset  the  writer 
did  not  speak  of  herself  in  the  first  person.  The  MS. 
Opened  with  descriptions  and  abort  dialogues,  carried  on 
by  persons  to  whose  names  only  initial  letters  were  as- 
signed, all  written  in  a  style  of  simple  innocent  fresh- 
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nesB,  and  breathing  of  purity  and  happmese,  like  a  dawn 
of  eipiii^.  Two  young  peraona,  humbly  bom,  —  a  youth 
and  a  girl;  the  iaat  still  in  childhood,  each  chiefly  eelf- 
taught,  are  wandering  on  Sabbath  evenings  among  green 
dewy  fields,  near  the  busy  town,  in  which  labor  awhile 
is  stilL  Few  words  pass  between  them.  You  see  at 
once,  though  the  writer  doee  not  mean  to  convey  it,  how 
&r  beyond  the  scope  of  her  male  companion  flies  the 
heavenward  imagination  of  the  girl.  It  is  he  who 
questions,  —  it  is  she  who  answers;  snd  soon  there 
steals  upon  you,  as  you  read,  the  conviction  that  the 
youth  loves  the  girl,  and  loves  in  vain.  All  in  this 
writing,  though  terse,  is  so  truthfull  Leonard,  in  the 
youth,  already  reo^puzea  the  rude  imperfect  scholar, 
the  village  bard, — Mark  Fairfield.  Then  there  is  a 
gap  in  deecription,  but  there  are  short  weighty  sen^ 
tencee,  which  show  deepening  thought,  increasing  yeois 
in  the  writer.  And  though  the  innocence  remains,  the 
happiness  begins  to  be  lees  vivid  on  the  page. 

Now,  insensibly,  Leonard  finds  that  there  is  a  new 
phase  in  the  writer's  existence.  Scenes,  no  longer  of 
humble  work-day  rural  life,  surround  her;  and  a  &irer 
and  moie  HuTTling  image  succeeds  to  the  companion  of 
the  Sabbath  eves.  This  image  Nora  evidently  lovee  to 
paint;  it  is  akin  to  her  own  genius;  it  captivates  her 
fancy  —  it  is  an  image  that  she  (inborn  artist,  and  con- 
scious of  her  art)  feels  to  belong  to  a  brighter  and  higher 
school  of  the  Beautiful.  And  yet  the  virgin's  heart  is 
not  awakened;  no  trace  of  the  heart  yet  there!  The 
new  image  thus  introduced  is  one  of  her  own  years,  per- 
haps; nay,  it  may  be  younger  still,  for  it  is  a  boy  that  is 
described,  with  his  profuse  fair  curls,  and  eyes  new  to 
grief,  and  confronting  the  sun  aa  a  young  eagle's;  with 
veins  so  full  of  the  wine  of  life,  that  they  overflow  into 
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every  joyous  -nrhim;  with  nerves  qoiveringly  alive  to 
the  desire  of  glory;  with  the  frank,  generous  nature, 
rash  in  its  laughing  scorn  of  the  world,  which  it  has 
not  tried.  Who  wb.b  this  boy,  it  perplexed  Leonani: 
he  feared  to  goeas.  Soon,  less  told  than  implied,  jou 
saw  that  this  companionship,  however  it  chanced,  brings 
fear  and  pain  on  the  writer.  Again,  as  before,  with 
Mark  Fairfield,  there  is  love  on  the  one  side  and  not  on 
the  other;  with  her  there  is  affectionate,  almost  eiateiiy, 
interest,  admiration,  gratitude,  —  but  a  something  of 
pride  or  of  terror  that  keeps  back  love. 

Heie  Leonard's  interest  grew  intense.  Were  theie 
touches  hy  which  conjecture  grew  certainty;  and  he 
recognized,  through  the  lapse  of  years,  the  boy-tover  in 
his  own  generous  benefactor  1 

Fragments  of  dialogue  now  began  to  reveal  the  suit  td 
an  ardent,  impassioned  nature,  and  the  simple  wonder 
and  strange  alarm  of  a  listener  who  pitied  but  could  not 
sympathize.  Some  great  worldly  distinction  of  rank  be- 
tween the  two  became  visible, —  that  distinction  seemed 
to  arm  the  virtue  and  steel  the  affections  of  the  lowlier 
bom.  Then  a  few  sentences,  half-blotted  out  with 
tears,  told  of  wounded  and  humbled  feelings,  —  some 
one  invested  with  auUiority,  as  if  the  suitor's  parrait 
had  interfered,  questioned,  reproached,  conneelled.  And 
it  was  evident  that  the  suit  was  not  one  that  dishonored; 
it  wooed  to  flight,  but  still  to  marriage. 

And  now  theee  sentences  grew  briefer  still,  as  with 
the  decision  of  a  strong  resolve.  And  to  these  there 
followed  a  passage  so  exquisite,  that  Leonard  wept  un- 
consciously as  he  read.  It  was  the  description  of  a 
visit  spent  at  home  previous  to  some  sorrowful  depart- 
ure. He  caught  the  glimpse  of  a  proud  and  vain,  but 
a  tender  wistful  mother;   of  a  father's  fonder  but  leas 
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thooghtftd  love.  And  then  came  a  quiet,  soothing 
scene  between  the  girl  and  her  first  village  lorei,  end- 
ing thus  —  "  Soahe  put  M. 's  hand  into  her  foeter's,  and 
said:  '  Yon  loved  me  through  the  tmay,  love  her  with 
the  heart,'  and  left  them  con^nrehending  each  other, 
and  betrotiied. " 

Leonard  tdgfaed.  He  understood  now  how  Mark 
Fairfield  saw,  in  the  homely  features  of  his  unlettered 
-wife,  the  reflection  of  the  sister's  soul  and  face. 

A  few  words  told  the  final  partii^,  —  words  that  weie 
a  picture.  The  long,  friendless  highway,  atretctiing  on 
—  on  —  towards  the  remoreelees  city.  And  the  doors  of 
home  opening  on  the  desolate  thoroughfare ;  and  the  old 
pollard  tree  beside  th«  threshold,  with  the  ravens  wheel- 
ing round  it  and  calling  lo  their  young.  He,  too,  had 
watched  that  threshold  from  the  same  desolate  thorough- 
fote.  He,  too,  had  heard  the  cry  of  the  ravens.  Then 
came  some  pages  covered  with  snatches  of  melancholy 
verse,  or  some  refiectious  of  dreamy  gloom. 

The  writer  was  in  London,  in  the  house  of  some  high- 
born patroness,  —  that  friendless  shadow  of  a  friend 
which  the  jargon  of  society  calls  "  companion."  And 
she  was  looking  on  tha  bright  storm  of  the  world  as 
through  prison  hars.  Poor  bird,  abr  from  the  green- 
wood, she  had  need  of  song;  it  was  her  last  linlt  with 
fteedom  and  natoie.  The  patroness  seems  to  share  in 
her  apprehensions  of  the  boy  suitor,  whose  wild  raSb 
prayers  the  fugitive  had  reaisted;  but  to  fear  lest  the 
suitor  should  be  degraded,  not  the  one  whom  he  pursues; 
fear  an  alliance  ill-suited  to  a  high-born  heir.  And  this 
kind  of  fear  stings  the  writer's  pride,  and  she  grows 
harsh  in  her  judgment  of  him  who  thus  causes  but  pain 
where  be  profTeis  love.  Then  there  is  a  reference  to 
some  applicant  for  her  hand,  who  is  pressed  upon  her 
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choice.  And  she  is  told  tliat  it  is  her  duly  so  to  choose, 
and  Uins  deliyer  a  noUe  fiunilj  from  a  dieed  that  en< 
dures  so  long  as  her  hand  is  free.  And  of  this  fear,  and 
of  this  apphcant,  there  breaks  oat  a  petulant  yet  pathetic 
scom.  After  this,  the  narrative,  to  judge  by  the  dates, 
pauses  for  days  and  weeks,  as  if  the  writer  had  grows 
weary  and  listless,  —  suddenly  to  le-open  in  a  new 
strain,  eloquent  with  hopes  and  with  fean  never  known 
before.  The  first  peraon  was  abruptly  assumed , — it  was 
the  living  "  I "  that  now  breathed  and  moved  along  the 
lines.  How  was  thist  The  woman  was  no  more  a 
shadow  and  a  secret  unknown  to  herself :  she  had  aseumed 
the  intense  and  vivid  sense  of  individual  being;  and  love 
Bpoke  loud  in  the  awakened  human  heart. 

A  personage  not  seen  till  then  appeared  on  the  page. 
And  ever  afterwords  this  personage  was  only  named  as 
"  He"  as  if  the  one  and  sole  representative  of  all  the 
myriads  that  walk  the  earth.  The  first  notice  of  this 
prominent  character  on  the  scene  showed  the  resUeBs 
agitated  effect  produced  on  the  writer's  imagination.  He 
was  invested  with  a  romance  probably  not  his  own.  He 
was  described  in  contrast  to  the  brilliant  boy  whose  suit 
ahe  had  feared, pitied,  and  now  sought  to  ahnn;  described 
with  a  gnve  and  serious,  but  gentle  mien,— a  voice  that 
imposed  respect;  an  eye  and  lip  that  showed  collected 
dignity  of  will.  Alas!  the  writer  betrayed  herself,  and 
the  charm  was  in  the  contrast,  not  to  the  charoctor  of  the 
earlier  lover,  but  her  own.  And  now,  leaving  Leonard 
to  explore  and  guess  his  way  through  the  gaps  and  chasms 
of  the  narrative,  it  is  time  to  place  before  the  reader 
what  the  narrative  alone  will  not  reveal  to  Leonard. 
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CHAPTER  XVI.. 

ITORA  Atenbl  had  fled  from  the  boyiah  love  of  Harl«f 
L'Estrange, —  recommended  by  Lady  Lonsmere  to  a  Tale- 
tudinariaii  relative  of  her  own,  Lady  Jane  Horton,  aa 
Gompanion.  But  Lady  Lanamere  could  not  beliere  it 
poaaible  tbat  the  low-born  girl  could  long  suatain  her 
generous  pride,  and  reject  the  ardent  suit  of  one  who 
could  offer  to  her  the  prospective  coronet  of  a  counteaa. 
She  continually  urged  upon  Lady  Jane  the  necessity  of 
marrying  Nora  to  some  one  of  rank  less  dieproportioned 
to  her  own,  and  empowered  that  lady  to  assure  any  such 
wooer  of  a  dowry  far  beyond  Kora'a  station.  Lady  Jane 
looked  around,  and  saw,  in  the  oatakirta  of  bet  limited 
social  ring,  a  young  solicitor,  a  peer's  natural  eon,  who 
was  on  terms  of  more  than  business-like  intimacy  witii 
the  fashionable  clients  whose  distresses  made  the  origin 
of  his  wealth.  The  young  man  was  handsome,  well- 
diesssd,  and  blond.  Lady  Jane  invited  him  to  her 
house  i  and,  seeing  him  struck  with  the  rare  loveliness  of 
Nora,  whispered  tiie  hint  of  the  dower.  The  fashionable 
solicitor,  who  afterwards  ripened  into  Baron  Levy,  did 
not  need  that  hint;  for,  though  then  poor,  he  relied  on 
himself  for  fortune,  and,  unlike  Randal,  he  bad  warm 
blood  in  his  veins.  But  Lady  Jane's  su^estions  made 
him  sanguine  of  success ;  and  when  he  formally  proposed, 
and  was  aa  formally  refused,  his  self-love  was  bitterly 
wounded.  Vanity  in  Levy  waa  a  powerful  passion ;  and 
with  the  vain,  hatred  is  strong,  revenge  is  lankling. 
Levy  retired,  concealing  his  rage;  nor  did  he  himself 
know  how  vindictive  that  rage,  when  it  cooled  into 
malignancy,  could  become,  until  the  oich-fiend  Ofpob" 
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TUNiTT  prompted  ita  indulgence  and  n^gested  ite  design. 
Lady  Jan«  wm  at  firat  veiy  angry  with  Nora  for  the 
rejection  of  a  suitor  whom  she  had  preseuted  ae  eligible. 
But  the  pathetic  grace  of  ttiis  wonderful  girl  had  crept 
into  her  heart,  and  aofteued  it  eren  against  family  preju- 
dice; and  she  gradually  owned  to  herself  that  Nora  waa 
worthy  of  some  one  better  than  Mr.  Levy. 

Now,  Hurley  bad  ever  believed  that  Nora  returned  bis 
love,  and  that  nothing  but  hei  own  sense  of  gratitude  to 
hie  parents, —  her  own  instincts  of  delicacy,  made  her 
deaf  to  hia  prayers.  To  do  him  justice,  wild  and  head- 
strong as  be  tben  was,  bis  suit  would  have  ceased  at 
once,  had  be  really  deemed  it  persecution.  Nor  was  his 
error  unnatural ;  for  his  conversation,  till  it  had  revealed 
his  own  heart,  could  not  fail  to  have  daszled  and  de- 
lighted the  child  of  genius;  and  her  frank  eyes  would 
have  shown  the  delight.  How,  at  his  age,  could  he  see 
the  distinction  between  the  Poetess  and  the  Woman  t 
The  poet«as  was  charmed  with  rare  promise  in  a  soul  of 
which  the  very  errors  were  the  extravagances  of  richness 
and  beauty.  But  the  woman, — no!  the  woman  required 
some  nature  not  yet  undeveloped,  and  all  at  turbulent, 
if  brilliant  strife,  with  its  own  noble  elements, —  but  a 
nature  formed  and  full-grown.  Harley  was  a  boy,  and 
Nora  was  one  of  those  women  who  must  find  or  fancy  an 
Ideal  that  commands  and  almost  awes  them  into  love. 

Harley  discovered,  not  without  difficulty,  Nora's  new 
residence.  He  presented  himself  st  Lady  Jane's,  and 
she,  with  grave  rebuke,  forbade  bim  the  house.  He 
found  it  impossible  to  obtain  an  interview  with  Nqis. 
He  wrote,  but  he  felt  sure  that  his  letters  never  reached 
her,  since  they  were  unanswered.  His  young  heart 
swelled  with  r^e.  He  dropped  threats,  which  alarmed 
all  the  fears  of  Lady  Lansmere,    and  even  the  prudent 
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appiehenaioiiB  of  hie  friend,  Audley  Egerton.  At  the 
reqneet  of  the  mother,  and  equally  at  the  wioh  of  the 
•on,  Audley  consented  to  visit  at  Ladj  Jane's  and  make 
acquaintance  with  Kom. 

"  I  have  such  jnmfidence  in  yon,"  said  Lady  Lanamen, 
"that  if  yon  onc«  know  the  girl,  your  advice  will  be  sura 
to  have  weight  with  her.  You  wiH  show  her  how  wicked 
it  would  he  to  let  Hailey  break  onr  hearts  and  degrade 
his  station." 

"I  have  such  confidence  in  yon,"  eaid  young  Harley, 
"that  if  you  once  know  my  Kora,  you  will  no  longer 
side  with  my  mother.  You  will  recognize  the  nobility 
which  nature  only  can  create, —  yon  will  own  that  Nora 
is  worthy  a  rank  more  lofty  than  mine ;  and  my  mother 
80  helieves  in  your  wisdom,  that,  if  yon  plead  in  my 
cause,  yon  will  convince  even  her." 

Audley  listened  to  both  with  hia  intelligent,  half- 
incredulous  smile;  and  wholly  of  the  same  opinion  aa 
Lady  Lansmere,  and  sincerely  anxious  to  save  Harley 
from  an  indiscretion  that  his  own  notions  led  him  to 
regard  as  fatal,  he  resolved  to  examine  this  boasted  pearl, 
and  to  find  out  its  flaws.  Audley  Egerton  was  then  in 
the  prime  of  his  earnest,  resolute,  ambitious  youth. 
The  Btatelineas  of  his  natural  manners  had  then  a  suavity 
and  polish  which,  even  in  later  and  busier  life,  it  never 
wholly  lost;  since,  in  spite  of  the  briefer  woids  and  the 
colder  looks  by  which  care  and  power  mark  the  official 
man,  the  Minister  had  ever  enjoyed  that  personal  popu- 
lari^  which  the  indefinable,  external  something,  that 
wins  and  pleases,  can  alone  confer.  But  he  had  even 
then,  as  ever,  that  felicitous  reserve  which  Rochefou* 
cauld  has  called  the  "  mystery  of  the  body,"  —  tiiat  thin 
yet  guardian  veil  which  reveals  but  the  strong  outlines 
of  ohatactei,  and  excites  so  much  of  interest  1^  provok- 
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ing  ao  much  of  coiijectute.  To  the  man  who  ts  txan 
with  this  reserve,  which  is  wholly  distinct  from  ahTneas, 
the  world  giree  credit  for  qualities  and  talente  beyond 
those  that  it  perceives ;  and  such  characters  are  attractive 
to  others  in  proportion  as  these  last  are  gifted  with  the 
imagination  which  loves  to  divine  the  unknown. 

At  the  first  interview,  the  impression  which  this  man 
produced  upon  Nora  Avenel  was  profound  and  strange. 
She  had  heard  of  him  before  as  the  one  whom  Harley 
most  loved  and  looked  up  to ;  and  she  recognized  at  once , 
in  his  mien,  his  aspect,  his  words,  the  very  tone  of  his 
deep,  tranquil  voice,  the  power  to  which  woman,  what- 
ever her  intellect,  never  attains ;  and  to  which,  therefore, 
she  imputes  a  nobility  not  always  genuine, —  vii.  the 
power  of  deliberate  purpose,  and  self-collected,  serene 
ambition.  The  effect  that  Nora  produced  on  Egerton  was 
not  less  sudden.  He  was  startled  by  a  beauty  of  face 
and  form  that  belong  to  that  rarest  order  which  we 
never  behold  but  once  or  twice  in  our  lives.  He  was  yet 
more  amazed  to  discover  that  the  aristooracy  of  mind 
could  bestow  a  grace  that  no  aristocracy  of  birth  could 
Burpaes.  He  was  prepared  for  a  simple,  blushii^  village 
girl,  and  involuntarily  be  bowed  low  his  proud  front  at 
the  first  sight  of  that  delicate  bloom,  and  that  exquisite 
gentleness  which  is  woman's  surest  passport  to  the  respect 
of  man.  Neither  in  the  first,  nor  the  second,  nor  the 
third  interview,  nor,  indeed,  till  after  many  interviews, 
could  he  summon  up  courage  to  commence  his  mission, 
and  allude  to  Harley.  And  when  he  did  so  at  last,  his 
words  faltered.  But  Nora's  words  were  clear  to  him. 
He  saw  that  Harley  was  not  loved;  and  a  joy,  which 
he  felt  as  guilty,  darted  through  his  whole  frame.  From 
that  interview  Audley  returned  home,  greatly  agitated,' 
and  at  war  with  himself.     Often,  in  the  course  of  this 
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Btoiy,  haa  it  been  hinted  that,  under  all  E^rtou's  ez- 
temal  ooldneas  and  measured  seli-control,  lay  a  nature 
capable  of  etrong  and  stubborn  paaaioos.  Those  paaaioiiB 
broke  forth  then.  He  felt  that  love  had  already  entered 
into  Uie  heart,  which  the  tnut  of  his  friend  should  have 
sufficed  to  giiard. 

"I  will  go  there  no  more,"  eaid  he,  abruptly  to 
Hatley. 

"But  why  I" 

"The  girl  does  not  love  you.     Cease,  then,  to  think 

Harley  disbelieved  kirn,  and  grew  indignant.  But 
Audley  had  every  woildly  motive  to  asaist  his  sense  of 
hoDOF.  He  was  poor,  though  with  the  reputation  of 
wealth;  deeply  involved  in  debtj  resolved  to  rise  in 
life;  tenacious  of  hie  position  in  the  world's  esteem. 
Against  a  host  of  counteracting  influences,  love  fought 
single-handed.  Andley'a  was  a  strong  nature  j  but,  alas  I 
in  stHOkg  natures,  if  resistance  to  temptation  is  of  granite, 
so  the  poseions  that  they  admit  are  of  fiie. 

Trite  ia  the  remark,  that  the  destinies  of  oar  lives 
often  date  from  the  impnlaes  of  unguarded  momenta.  It 
was  so  with  thin  man,  to  an  ordinary  eye  so  cautious  and 
so  deliberate.  Harley  one  day  came  to  him  in  great 
grief;  he  had  heard  that  ^oia  was  ill:  he  implored 
Aodley  to  go  once  mora  and  ascertain.  Audley  went. 
Lady  Jane  Horton,  who  was  anfFering  under  a  disease 
which  not  long  afterwards  proved  fatal,  was  too  ill  to 
receive  him.  He  was  shown  into  the  room  set  apart 
as  Nora's.  "While  waiting  for  her  entrance,  he  tamed 
mechanically  over  the  leaves  of  an  album  which  Nora, 
suddenly  summoned  away  to  attend  Lady  Jane,  had  left 
behind  her  on  the  table.  He  saw  the  sketch  of  bis  own 
features;  he  read  words  insoribed  below  it, —  words  of 
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such  artless  tendemess,  and  Buch  imhoping  aortow,  'woids 
written  by  one  who  had  been  accustomed  to  t«gaid  her 
genius  as  her  sole  confidant,  under  Heaven;  to  pour 
out  to  it,  as  the  solitaiy  poet-heart  is  impelled  to  do, 
thoughts,  feelings,  the  confession  of  mystic  sighs,  which 
it  would  never  breathe  to  a  living  ear,  and,  save  at  such 
momente,  scarcely  acknowledge  to  iteelf.  Audley  saw 
that  he  was  beloved,  and  the  revelation,  with  a  sudden 
light,  consumed  all  the  barriers  between  himself  and  his 
own  love.  And  at  that  moment  Nora  entered.  She  saw 
him  bendii^  over  the  book.  She  uttered  a  cry,  sprang 
forward,  and  then  aonk  down,  covering  her  face  witli  her 
hands.  But  Audley  was  at  her  feet.  He  forgot  hie 
&iend, —  his  trust;  he  forgot  ambition;  he  foi^t  &e 
world.  It  was  his  own  cause  that  he  pleaded;  his  own 
love  that  buret  forth  from  his  lips.  And  when  the  two 
that  day  parted,  they  were  betrothed  each  to  each.  Alas 
for  them,  and  alas  for  Harleyl 

And  DOW  this  man,  who  had  hitherto  valued  himself 
as  the  very  type  of  gentleman, —  whom  all  his  young 
contemporaries  had  so  regarded  and  so  revered, —  had  to 
press  the  hand  of  a  confiding  friend,  and  bid  adieu  to 
truth.  He  had  to  amuse,  to  delay,  to  mislead  hie  boy- 
lival;  to  say  that  he  was  already  subduing  Koia's  hesi- 
tating doubts, —  and  that  with  a  little  time,  she  could 
be  induced  to  consent  to  foi^et  Harley's  rank,  and  his 
parents'  pride,  and  become  his  wife.  And  Hatley  be- 
lieved in  Egerton,  without  one  suspicion  on  the  mirror 
of  his  loyal  soul. 

Meanwhile,  Audley,  impatient  of  his  own  position, — 
impatient,  as  strong  minda  ever  are,  to  hasten  what  they 
have  once  resolved ;  to  terminate  a  suspense  that  eve^ 
interview  with  Harley  tortured  alike  by  jealousy  and 
shame ;   to  pass  out  of  the  reach  of  scruples,  and  to  say 
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to  himself ,  "Bight  or  wrong,  there  is  no  looking  back; 
&a  deed  is  done;" — Andley,  thiu  hurried  on  bj  the 
impetus  of  his  own  power  of  will,  presaed  for  speedy  and 
secret  uuptials, —  secret,  till  Us  fortunes,  then  wsTering, 
were  more  assured,  kia  career  fairly  conimenoed.  This 
was  not  his  strongest  motive,  though  it  was  one.  He 
shrank  from  the  discovery  of  his  wrong  to  his  friend; 
desired  to  delay  the  self-humilistion  of  such  announce- 
ment, until,  as  he  persuaded  himself,  Hailey's  boyish 
pBBsion  was  OT«i, —  had  yielded  to  the  new  allurementa 
that  would  naturally  beset  his  way.  Stifling  his  con- 
science, Aiidley  sought  to  convince  himself  that  the  day 
would  soon  come  when  Harley  oonld  hear  with  indiffer- 
ence that  Nora  Avenel  was  sjiother's.  "  The  dream  of 
an  hour,  at  his  age,"  murmured  the  elder  friend;  "bat 
at  mine,  the  passion  of  a  life  I "  He  did  not  speak  of 
these  latter  motives  for  concealment  to  Nora.  He  felt 
that,  to  own  the  extent  of  his  treason  to  a  Mend,  would 
tower  him  in  her  eyes.  He  spoke  therefore  but  slight- 
ingly of  Hartey, —  treated  the  boy's  suit  as  a  thing  past 
and  gone.  He  dwelt  only  on  reasons  that  compelled 
self-sacrifice  on  his  side  or  hers.  She  did  not  hesitate 
which  to  choose.  And  so,  where  Nora  loved,  so  snb- 
miaaively  did  she  believe  in  the  superiority  of  the  lover, 
that  she  would  not  paose  to  hear  a  mnimnr  from  her  own 
loftier  nature,  or  question  the  propriety  of  what  he 
deemed  wise  and  good. 

Abandoning  prudence  in  this  arch  a&ir  of  life,  Aud- 
ley  still  preserved  his  customary  caution  iu  minor  details. 
And  this  indeed  was  characteristic  of  him  throughout  all 
his  career,— heedless  in  large  things;  wary  in  small. 
He  would  not  trust  Lady  Jane  Horton  with  his  secret, 
still  less  Lady  Lansmere.  He  simply  represented  to  tiie 
former  that  Nora  was  no  longer  safe  from  Harley's  deter- 


Digitizedty  Google 


144  MY  NOVEL;  OE, 

miaed  paisuit  under  Lady  Jane's  roof,  and  that  ahfi  bad 
better  elude  the  boy's  knowledge  of  ber  movements,  and 
go  quietl;  away  foi  a  irhile,  to  lodge  vith  Bome  con- 
nection of  hei  own. 

And  BO,  with  Lady  Jane's  acquieecence,  Koia  went 
fiist  to  t^e  bouse  of  a  reiy  distant  kinswoman  of  her 
mother's,  and  afterwards  to  one  that  I^rton  took  as 
tbeir  bridal  home,  under  the  name  of  Bertram.  He 
arranged  all  tiiat  might  render  their  marriage  most  free 
from  the  chance  of  premature  discovery.  But  it  so  hap- 
pened on  the  very  morning  of  their  bridal,  that  one  of 
the  witnesses  he  selected  (a  confidential  servant  of  his 
own)  was  seized  with  apople^.  Considering,  in  haste, 
where  to  find  a  substitute,  Egerton  thought  of  Levy,  bis 
own  private  solicitor,  bis  own  fashionable  money-lender, 
a  man  with  whom  he  was  then  as  intimate  as  a  fine  gen- 
tleman is  with  the  lawyer  of  his  own  age,  who  knows 
all  his  afbirs,  and  has  helped,  from  pure  friendship,  to 
make  them  as  bad  as  they  ate  I  Levy  vas  thus  suddenly 
summoned.  Egerton,  who  was  iu  great  haste,  did  not  at 
first  communicate  to  him  the  name  of  the  intended  bride ; 
but  be  said  enough  of  the  imprudence  of  the  marriage, 
and  his  reasons  for  secrecy,  to  bring  on  himself  the 
strtrngest  remonstrances;  for  Levy  bad  always  reckoned 
on  l^erton's  making  a  wealthy  marri^e, —  leaving  to 
Egerton  the  wife,  and  hoping  to  appropriate  to  himself 
the  wealth,  all  in  the  natural  course  of  business.  Eger- 
ton did  not  listen  to  him,  bnt  hurried  him  on  towards 
the  place  at  which  the  ceremony  was  to  be  performed ; 
and  Levy  actoally  saw  the  bride  before  he  had  learned 
her  name.  The  usurer  masked  his  raging  emotions,  and 
fulfilled  his  part  in  the  rites.  His  smile,  when  he  con- 
giatulatod  the  bride,  might  have  shot  cold  into  her  heart; 
bat  her  eyes  were  cast  on  the  earth,  seeing  there  but  a 
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■hsdow  from  hearen,  and  her  lieart  was  blindly  slielter- 
ing  itself  in  ttie  boBom  to  wtiich  it  ww  given  evenoore. 
She  did  not  perceivB  the  amile  of  bate  that  barbed  the 
irorda  of  J07.  Nora  nerer  thoii^ht  it  neceeBuy  later  to 
tell  Egerton  that  Levy  had  been  a  refused  snitor.  In- 
deed,  with  the  exquisite  tact  of  love,  she  nw  that  such 
a  confidence,  the  idea  of  Booh  a  rival,  irould  have  wounded 
the  pride  of  her  high-bred,  irell-boni  husband. 

And  now,  while  Harley  L'Estrange,  frantic  with  the 
news  that  Nora  had  left  Ledj  Jane's  roof,  and  purposely 
misled  into  wrong  directions,  was  seeking  to  trace  her 
refuge  in  vain, —  now  Egerton,  in  an  assumed  name,  in 
a  remote  quarter,  far  from  the  clubs  in  which  hie  word 
was  oracular,  tai  from  the  punuits,  whether  of  pastime 
or  toil,  that  had  hitherto  engrossed  his  active  mind,  gave 
himself  up,  with  wonder  at  his  own  surrender,  to  the 
only  vision  of  fairyland  that  ever  weighs  down  the 
watchful  eyelids  of  hard  ambition.  The  world  for  a 
while  shut  out,  he  missed  it  not.  He  knew  not  of  it. 
He  looked  into  two  loving  eyes  that  haunted  him  ever 
after,  through  a  stem  and  arid  existenoe,  and  said,  mur- 
mimngly,"Wby,  this,  then,  is  real  happiness  I"  Often, 
often,  in  the  solitude  of  other  years,  to  repeat  to  himself 
the  same  words,  save  that  for  it,  he  then  murmured  wiu  I 
And  Nora,  with  her  grand,  full  heart,  all  her  luxuriant 
wealth  of  fancy  and  of  thought,  child  of  light  and  of 
song,  did  she  then  never  discover  that  there  was  some- 
thing comparatively  narrow  and  sterile  in  the  nature  to 
which  she  had  linked  her  fatel  Not  there  could  ever 
be  sympathy  in  feelings,  brilliant  and  shifting  as  the 
tints  of  the  rainbow.  When  Andley  pressed  her  heart 
to  his  own,  could  he  comprehend  one  finer  throb  of  it« 
beating  I  Was  all  the  iron  of  his  mind  worth  (me  grain 
of  the  gold  she  had  cast  away  in  Harley'a  love  t 
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Did  Non  already  diBCDverthiel  Surely  no.  Genina 
feeU  no  Tctat,  no  lepining,  while  the  heut  is  cbntented. 
0«niu8  in  her  paused  and  Blombered :  it  had  been  as  the 
miniBtrant  of  Bolitude;  it  was  needed  no  more.  If  a 
woman  lovea  daeply  eome  one  below  her  own  grade  in 
Uie  mental  and  apiritual  orders,  how  often  we  see  thftt 
ehe  imconeciously  quits  her  own  rank,  cornea  meekly 
down  to  the  level  of  the  beloved,  is  afraid  lest  he  should 
deem  her  the  auperior, — she  who  would  not  even  be  the 
equal.  Nora  knew  no  more  Uiat  she  had  genius;  she 
only  knew  that  abe  had  love. 

And  80  here,  ^e  journal  which  Leonard  was  reading, 
changed  its  tone,  sinking  into  that  quiet  happineea  which 
ia  but  quiet  because  it  ia  ao  deep.  This  interlude  in  the 
life  of  a  man  like  Audley  Egerton  could  never  have  been 
long }  many  circomstances  conepired  to  alffidge  it.  Hie 
afhirs  were  in  great  disorder;  they  were  all  under  Levy'a 
management.  Demands  that  had  before  slumbered,  or 
been  mildly  urged,  grew  menacing  and  clamorous.  Hor- 
ley,  too,  returned  to  London  from  hia  futile  leeearohea, 
and  looked  out  for  Audley.  Audley  was  forced  to  leave 
his  secret  Edeu,  and  reappear  in  the  common  world;  and 
Aeaoeforward  it  was  only  by  stealth  that  he  came  to  his 
bridal  home,  —  a  visitor,  no  more  the  inmate.  But 
more  loud  and  fierce  grew  the  demands  of  hia  creditors, 
now  when  Egerton  had  moat  need  of  all  which  respecta- 
bility, and  position,  and  belief  of  pecuniary  independ- 
ence can  do  to  raise  tiie  man  who  has  encumbered  hia 
arms,  and  crippled  his  stops  towards  fortune.  He  woe 
threatened  with  writs,  with  prison.  Levy  said  "that  to 
borrow  more  would  be  but  larger  ruin," — shrugged  his 
^ouldere,  and  even  recommended  a  voluntary  retreat  to 
the  Sling's  Bench.  "  Ho  place  so  good  for  frij^tming 
(ma's  creditors  into  compounding    their    claims;   but 
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why,"  addftd  LeTy,  Tith  corert  mear,  "why  not  go  to 
young  L'Eabange, — a  boy  made  to  be  borrowed  fromi " 

Levy,  who  had  known  from  Lady  Jane  of  Harley'a 
pntsnit  of  Nora,  had  learned  already  how  to  avei^  him- 
•elf  on  Bgerton.  Audley  ooold  not  apply  to  the  friend 
he  had  betrayed.  And  aa  to  other  friends,  no  man  in 
town  had  a  greater  number ;  and  no  man  in  town  knew 
better  that  he  ahonld  loee  them  all  if  he  were  once  known 
to  be  in  want  of  their  money.  Mortified,  haiueed,  tor- 
tured, ehunning  Harley,  yet  ever  sought  by  him, —  fear- 
ful of  each  knock  at  his  door,  Audley  Egerton  escaped  to 
the  mortgaged  remnant  of  hia  paternal  estate,  on  which 
there  was  a  gloomy  manor-houae,  long  uninhabited,  and 
there  applied  a  mind,  afterwaids  renowned  for  ite  quick 
eompreheusion  of  businesa,  to  the  investigation  of  his 
a&irs,  with  a  view  to  save  some  wreck  from  the  flood 
tiiat  swelled  momently  around  him. 

And  now, — >to  condense  as  much  aa  possible  a  record 
that  runs  darkly  on  into  pain  and  sorrow, —  now  Levy 
began  to  practise  his  Tindiotire  arts;  and  the  arts  gradu- 
ally prevailed.  On  pretence  of  aaaistiug  Egerton  in  the 
arrangemetit  of  his  afiairs  —  which  he  secretly  contrived, 
however,  still  more  to  complicate  —  he  came  down  fre- 
quently to  Egerton  Hall  for  a  few  hours,  arriving  by  the 
mail,  and  watching  the  effect  which  N^ora's  almost  daily 
letters  produced  on  the  bridegroom,  irritated  by  the  prac- 
tical cane  of  life.  He  was  tJius  constantly  at  hand  to 
instil  into  the  mind  of  the  ambitious  man  a  regret  for 
the  imprudence  of  hasty  passion,  or  to  imbitter  the  ra- 
moiee  which  Aodley  felt  for  hia  treachery  to  L'Sstrauge. 
Thus  ever  Ininging  before  the  mind  of  the  haraaeed 
debtor  images  at  war  with  love,  and  with  the  poetry  of 
life,  he  ditattuned  it  (so  to  speak)  for  the  reception  of 
Nora's    letters,  all  musical  as  they   were  with  such 
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thongikte  as  the  moat  delicate  fancy  inspirea  to  the  moit 
eoTUMt  lore.  Egerton  was  one  of  those  men  who  nerez 
confide  their  a&in  frankly  to  women.  Nora  when  ahe 
thus  wrote,  was  wholly  in  the  dark  ae  to  the  extent  of 
hie  Btom  proeaic  diBtress.  And  so  —  and  so  —  Levy 
alwaj^  near  (type  of  the  proee  of  life  in  ite  moet  cynic 
form), — so  1^  degrees,  all  that  redundant  affluence  of 
aflbction,  with  its  gosheB  of  grief  for  his  aheenoe,  piayen 
for  his  return,  sweet  reproach  if  a  post  foiled  to  Mng 
back  an  answer  to  the  woman's  yearning  sighs, —  all  this 
grew,  to  the  sensible  positive  man  of  real  life,  like 
aickly,  romantic  exaggeration.  The  bright  arrows  shot 
too  high  into  heaven  to  hit  the  mark  set  ao  near  to  tiie 
earth.  Ah  I  common  fiite  of  all  superior  natuiea !  What 
treasure,  and  how  wildly  wasted! 

"Bj-the-by,"  said  Levy  one  moming,  ae  he  was  about 
to  take  lecve  of  Audley  and  return  to  town,— "by-the- 
hy,  I  shall  be  this  evening  in  the  neighborhood  of  Urs. 
Egerton." 

Egkbton. —  "Say  Mrs.  Bertram  I" 

Lett. —  "Ay;  will  she  not  be  in  want  of  some 
pecuniary  supplies  1 " 

EoEKTOK. —  "  My  wifel  —  Not  yet.  I  must  first  be 
wholly  ruined  before  she  can  want;  and  if  I  were  ao,  do 
you  think  I  should  not  be  by  her  side ! " 

Lett. — "  I  beg  pardon,  my  dear  fellow;  your  pride 
of  gentleman  is  so  susceptible  that  it  is  hard  for  a  lawyer 
not  to  wound  it  unawares.  Tour  wife,  then,  doee  not 
know  the  exact  state  of  your  afhiiaT" 

EoERTOM.  —  "Of  course  not.  Who  would  confide  to 
a  woman  things  in  whic^  she  ooold  do  nothing,  except 
to  tease  one  the  more  1 " 

Lett. — "  True,  and  a  poetess  toot  I  hare  preTented 
your  finiehii^  your  answer  to  Mrs.  Bertram's  last  lettev. 
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Can  I  take  itt  it  may  ure  a  day's  delaj,  —  that  ie,  if 
yon  do  not  object  to  my  calling  on  her  this  evening." 

EoBRTOir  (sitting  down  to  his  unfinished  letter).  — 
■  Object r  no." 

Lktt  (looking  at  his  watch).  — "Be  quick,  or  I  shall 
loee  the  ooach. " 

Egsbton  (sealing  the  letter). — "There.  And  I 
Bhonld  be  obliged  to  you  if  yon  would  call ;  and  with- 
out alaimii^  her  as  to  my  circumatances,  you  can  just 
say  tiuA  you  know  I  am  much  harasaed  about  important 
affiiirs  at  present,  and  so  soothe  the  effecta  of  my  veiy 
ehort  answers  —  " 

Lett.  — "  To  those  doubly  crossed,  reiy  long  letters, 
—  I  will." 

"  Poor  Nora,"  said  Egerton,  sighii^,  "  she  unll  think 
this  answer  brief  and  churlish  enough.  Explain  my 
excuses  kindly,  so  that  they  will  serve  for  the  future. 
I  really  have  no  time,  and  no  heart  for  sentimmt. 
The  little  I  ever  had  ia  well-n^h  worried  out  of  me. 
Still  I  lave  her  fondly  and  deeply. " 

LsvT.  —  "  Tou  must  have  done  so.  I  never  thought 
it  in  yon  to  sacrifice  the  world  to  a  woman. " 

EasRTOH. — "Nor  I  either;  but"  (added  the  strong 
man,  conscious  of  that  power  which  roles  the  world 
infinitely  more  tiiau  knowledge;  consdouB  of  tranquil 
courage), — "but  I  have  not  sacrificed  the  world  yet. 
This  right  arm  shall  bear  up  her  and  myself  too." 

Lett. —"Well  swdl  hut  in  the  mean  while,  for 
Heaven's  sake,  don't  attempt  to  go  to  London,  nor  to 
leave  this  place;  for,  in  that  case,  I  know  you  will  be 
arrested,  and  then  adieu  to  all  hopes  of  Parliament, — 
of  a  career. " 

Audley's  haughty  countenance  darkened ;  as  the  dog, 
in  his  bravest  mood,  turns  diti^mayed  from  the  stems 
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plucked  from  the  mire,  bo,  when  Ambitaon  nan  itaelf 
to  deij  mankind,  whiaper  "diagiace  and  a  jail,"  — aod, 
lo,  ctestfalleu,  it  alinka  awayt  That  eveiiing  Levy 
called  on  Nota,  and  ingratiating  himself  into  hei  favoi 
by  pTaise  of  Egerton,  with  indirect  humble  apologetic 
allusiona  to  his  own  former  presumption,  he  prepared 
the  WSJ  to  renewed  visits; — she  was  bo  lonely,  and  she 
so  loved  to  Bee  one  who  was  fcesh  from  seeing  Audley, 
—  one  who  wonld  talk  to  her  of  Am  /  By  degrees  the 
friendly ,  respectful  visitor  thus  stole  into  her  confidence ; 
and  then,  with  all  his  panegyrics  on  Audley's  superior 
powers  and  gifts,  he  began  to  dwell  upon  the  young 
husband's  woridly  aspirations,  and  care  for  his  career; 
dwell  on  them  so  as  vaguely  to  alarm  Nora,  —  to  imply 
that,  dear  as  she  was,  she  was  still  bnt  second  to  Ambi- 
tion. His  way  thus  prepared,  he  next  began  to  insin- 
uate his  respectful  pity  at  her  equivocal  position, 
dfopped  hints  of  gossip  and  slander,  feared  that  the 
marriage  might  be  owned  too  late  to  preserve  reputa- 
tion. And  then  what  would  be  the  feelings  of  the 
proud  Egerton  if  his  wife  were  excluded  from  that 
world,  whose  opinion  he  so  priiedt  Insensibly  thus 
he  led  her  on  to  express  (though  timidly)  her  own 
fear, — her  own  natural  desire,  in  her  lettere  to  Audley. 
When  oould  the  marriage  be  proclaimed  1  Proclaimed  I 
Audley  felt  that  to  proclaim  such  a  marriage,  at  such  a 
moment,  would  be  to  fling  away  his  last  cast  for  fame 
and  fortune.  And  Hsrley,  too,  —  Harley,  still  so  un- 
cured  of  his  frantic  love  I  Xievy  was  sure  to  be  at  hand 
when  letters  like  these  arrived. 

And  now  Levy  went  further  still  in  his  determination 
to  alienate  these  two  hearts.  He  contrived,  by  means  of 
his  various  agents,  to  circulate  through  Kora's  neighbor- 
hood the  very  slanders  at  which  he  had  hint«d.    He  con- 
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tnved  that  she  should  be  insulted  when  she  went  abroad, 
outraged  at  home  b;  the  sneers  of  her  own  Bervant,  and 
tremble  with  shame  at  her  own  shadow  apon  her  aban- 
doned bridal  hearth. 

Just  in  the  midst  of  this  intolerable  anguiah,  Levy 
leappeated.  His  crowning  bonr  was  ripe.  He  inti- 
mated hie  knowledge  of  the  homiliatione  2Ton  had 
undergone,  expressed  his  df«p  oompossion,  offered  to 
intercede  with  Egerbm  "to  do  her  juatioe."  He  used 
ambiguous  phrases,  that  shocked  her  ear  and  tortured 
her  heart,  and  thus  provoked  her  on  to  demand  him  to 
explain  j  and  then,  throwing  her  into  a  wild  state  of 
indefinite  alarm,  in  which  he  obtained  her  solemn  prom- 
ise not  to  diyu^  to  Andley  what  he  was  about  to  oom- 
mTmicato,  he  said,  with  villanouB  hjpocriay  of  reluctant 
ahame,  "that  her  marriage  was  not  strictly  legal;  tjiat 
the  fwms  required  by  the  law  had  not  been  complied 
with;  that  Audley,  unintontionallj  or  porpoeely,  had 
left  himself  fiM  to  disown  the  rite  and  deswt  the 
bride."  While  Nora  stood  stunned  and  speechless  at 
a  falsehood  which,  with  lawyer-like  show,  he  contrived 
to  make  truthlike  to  her  inexperience,  ha  horned  rapidly 
on,  to  re-awake  on  her  mind  the  impFession  of  Aud- 
ley's  pride,  ambition,  and  loapect  for  worldly  position. 
"These  are  your  ofaetadee,"  said  he;  "  but  I  think  I  - 
may  induce  him  to  repair  the  wrong,  and  right  you  at 
last."    Righted  at  last,  —  oh,  infomyl 

Them  Nora's  anger  borst  forth.  She  believe  such  a 
■tain  on  Audley'a  honor  I 

"But  where  was  the  honor  when  he  betrayed  his 
friend  t  Did  you  not  know  that  he  was  intrusted  "by 
Lord  L'Eatemge  to  plead  for  him  I  How  did  he  fulfil 
the  trust)" 

Plead  for  li'Sstrangel    Nora  had  not  been  exactly 
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avare  of  this.  In  the  sudden  love  preceding  those 
sadden  nuptiale,  eo  little  touching  Harley  (beyond 
Audley'e  fint  timid  alloBiooa  to  his  suit,  and  her  calm 
and  cold  reply)  had  been  spoken  by  either. 

Levy  resuned.  He  dwelt  fully  on  the  tmat  and  the 
breach  of  it,  and  then  said  —  "In Egerton's  world,  man 
holds  it  tax  more  dishonor  to  betray  a  man  than  to  dupe 
a  woman;  and  if  Egertan  oould  do  the  one,  why  doubt 
that  he  would  do  the  other  t  But  do  not  look  at  me 
with  those  indignant  eyes.  Put  himself  to  the  test; 
write  to  him  to  say  that  the  suspicione  amidst  whioh 
yon  live  have  become  intolerable ;  that  they  infect  even 
youreelf,  despite  yonr  reason;  that  the  secrecy  of  your 
nnptisls,  his  prolonged  absence,  his  brief  refusal,  on 
unsatisfactory  grounds,  to  proclaim  your  tie,  all  distract 
you  with  a  terrible  doubt.  Ask  him,  at  least  (if  he  will 
not  yet  declare  your  marriage),  to  satisfy  you  that  the 
rights  were  legal." 

"I  will  go  to  him,"  cried  Nora,  Impetuously. 

"Go  t«  himi  —  in  his  own  house!  What  a  scene, 
what  a  scandal )    Could  he  ever  forgive  you  I " 

"At  least,  then,  I  will  implore  him  to  come  here.  I 
cannot  writ«  such  horrible  words;  I  cannot,  — I  caouot. 
Go!  got" 

Levy  left  her,  and  hastened  to  two  or  three  of  Aud- 
ley's  most  pressing  creditors,  —  men,  in  fact,  who  went 
entirely  by  Levy's  own  advice.  He  bade  them  instantly 
surround  Audley'a  country  residence  with  bailifili.  Be- 
fore EgertoQ  could  reach  jS'ors,  he  would  Uius  be  lodged 
in  a  jaiL  Theae  preparations  made.  Levy  himself  went 
down  to  Audley,  and  arrived,  as  usual,  an  hour  or  two 
before  tiie  delivery  of  the  poet. 

And  Nora's  letter  came;  and  never  was  Audley's 
grave  brow  more  dark  than  when  he  read  it.     Still, 
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with  hU  naaal  decision,  he  reaolred  to  obey  het  wiBh, 
—  rang  the  bell,  and  ordered  his  eerrsiit  to  pat  up  ft 
change  of  dreas,  and  send  for  poot-hoTsea. 

Levj  then  took  him  odde,  and  led  him  to  the 
window. 

"Look  under  yon  trees.  Do  you  aee  those  meat 
They  are  bailiSs.  This  is  the  tone  reason  why  I  come 
to  you  to-day.     You  cannot  leave  this  house. " 

Egertoa  recoiled.  "  And  this  frantic,  foolish  letter 
at  such  a  time,"  he  muttered,  stxikiog  the  open  page, 
full  of  lore  in  the  midst  of  terror,  with  his  clinched 
hand. 

0  Woman,  Womanl  if  thy  heart  be  deep,  and  ita 
chords  tender,  beware  how  thou  lovest  the  man  with 
whom  all  that  plucks  him  from  the  hard  cares  of  the 
work-day  world  is  a  frenzy  or  a  folly !  He  will  break 
thy  heart,  he  will  shatter  its  chorda,  he  will  trample 
out  from  its  delicate  framework  every  sound  that  now 
makes  mnaical  the  common  air,  and  swella  into  unison 
with  the  harps  of  angels. 

"  She  has  before  written  to  me,"  continued  Andley, 
pacing  the  room  with  angry  df Bordered  strides,  "  asking 
me  when  our  marriage  can  be  proclaimed,  and  I  thought 
my  replies  would  have  satisfied  any  reasonable  woman. 
But  now,  now  this  is  worse,  immeasurably  worse  i  she 
actually  doubts  my  honorl  I,  wbo  have  made  such 
sacrifices, — actually  doubta  whether  I,  Audley  Eget^ 
ton,  an  English  gentleman,  could  have  been  base 
enough  to  —  " 

"What)  ■*  interrupted  Levy,  "to  deceive  your  friend 
L'EatiBi^  t    Did  not  she  know  that  ?  " 

'  Sirl "  exclaimed  Egerton,  turning  white. 

*  Don't  he  angty,  —  all 's  fair  in  love  as  in  war;  and 
L'Estmi^  will  live  yet  to  thank  you  for  saving  him 
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from  such  a  miaallianee.  But  you.  aie  Bariously  (uigij ; 
pray,  forgiTB  me," 

With  some  difficolty,  and  much  fawning,  ths  nfloier 
appeased  the  storm  he  had  raised  in  Audley'e  conacieiun. 
And  he  then  heaid,  as  if  with  surpriBe,  the  true  purport 
of  Nora's  letter. 

"  It  is  beneath  me  to  answer,  mnch  leas  to  eatiafy 
HOch  a  doubt,"  said  Audley.  "  I  could  have  seen  her, 
and  a  look  of  reproach  would  have  euffioed;  but  to  put 
my  band  to  paper,  and  omdescend  to  write, '  I  am  not  a 
villain,  and  I  will  give  you  the  proofs  that  I  am  not,'  — 
never." 

"Tou  are  quite  right;  but  let  us  see  if  we  cannot 
reconcile  matters  between  your  pride  and  her  feelings. 
Write  aimply  this:  —  'All  that  you  ask  me  to  say  or  to 
explain,  I  have  instracted  Levy,  as  my  solicitor,  to  Bay 
and  explain  for  me ;  and  you  may  believe  him  aa  yoa 
wonld  mysell ' " 

"Well,  the  poor  fool,  she  deserves  to  be  punished; 
and  I  suppose  tiiat  answer  will  punish  her  more  than  a 
lengthier  rebuke.  My  mind  is  so  distracted,  I  cannot 
judge  of  these  trumpery  woman-fears  and  whims;  there, 
I  have  written  as  you  suggest.  Give  her  all  the  proof 
she  needs,  and  tell  her  that  in  six  months  at  &rtheeti 
come  what  will,  she  shall  bear  the  name  of  Egerton,  as 
henceforth  she  must  share  his  fate. " 

"  Why  say  six  monthst  " 

"Parliament  must  be  dissolved,  and  there  must  be 
a  general  election  before  then.  I  shall  either  obtain 
a  seat;  be  secure  from  a  jail;  have  won  field  for  my 
unergies ;  or  —  " 

"  Or  whatl  " 

"  I  shall  renounce  ambition  altogether ;  ask  my  brother 
to  assist  me  towards  whatever  detrts  remain  when  all  mj 
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property  Ib  fairly  aold,  —  they  cannot  be  mucti .  He  has 
a  living  in  hie  gift,  —  the  incumbent  is  old,  and,  I  hear, 
very  ill.     I  can  take  oidera." 

"  Siitk  into  a  oountiy  poison  I " 

"Ajid  leam  content.  I  have  lasted  it  already.  Shs 
was  then  by  my  side.  Explain  all  to  her.  This  letter, 
I  fear,  is  too  unkind,  —  but  to  doubt  me  thus! " 

Levy  hastily  placed  the  letter  in  his  pocket-book;  and, 
for  fear  it  should  be  withdrawn,  took  his  leave. 

And  of  that  letter  he  made  such  use,  that  the  day  after 
he  had  given  it  to  Nora,  she  had  left  the  house,  — the 
neighboiJutod ;  fled,  aod  not  a  trace!  Of  all  the  agoniea 
in  Ufa,  that  which  is  most  poignant  and  harrowing — 
that  which  for  the  time  most  annihilates  rea&on,  and 
leaves  our  whole  oi^aniiation  one  lacerated,  mangled 
heart — is  the  conviction  that  we  have  been  deceived 
where  we  placed  all  the  trust  of  love.  The  moment 
the  anchor  snaps,  the  stotm  comes  on,  — the  stars  vanish 
behind  the  ciood. 

When  Levy  returned,  filled  with  the  infamous  hope 
ivhich  had  stimulated  his  revenge,  ^the  hope  that  if 
he  could  aooceed  in  changing  into  scorn  and  indign^ 
tion  Kora'a  love  for  Audley,  he  might  succeed  also  in 
replacing  that  broken  and  degraded  idol,  —  his  amaze 
and  dismay  were  great  on  hearing  of  her  departure, 
for  several  days  he  sought  her  tocee  in  vain.  He 
went  to  Lady  Jaoe  Horton's ;  Nora  had  not  been  there. 
He  tremUed  to  go  back  to  Egerton.  Surely  Nora  would 
have  written  to  her  huslmid,  and,  in  spite  of  her  prom- 
ise, revealed  his  own  falsehood ;  but  as  days  passed  and 
not  a  clew  was  found,  he  had  no  option  but  to  npaii 
to  Egerton  Hall,  taking  care  that  the  bailifis  still  sor- 
rounded  it.     Audley  had  received  no  line  from  Nora. 
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The  jronng  hnslmid  wu  euTprised,  perplexed,  imea^,^ 
but  had  no  suapiciou  of  the  truth. 

At  length  Levy  was  forced  to  biealt  to  Audley  the 
intolligeiice  of  Nora's  flight.  He  gave  his  own  color 
to  it.  Doabtleea  she  had  gone  to  seek  her  own  rela- 
tions, and  by  their  advice,  take  steps  to  make  her  mar- 
riage publicly  known.  This  idea  changed  Audley's  first 
shock  into  deep  and  stem  resentment.  His  mind  so 
little  comprehended  Kora's,  and  wae  ever  so  disposed 
to  what  is  called  the  common-sense  view  of  things  that 
he  saw  no  other  mode  to  account  for  her  flight  and  her 
silence.  Odious  to  Egerton  as  auch  a  proceeding  would 
be,  he  was  far  too  proud  to  take  any  steps  to  guard 
Bgainat  it.  "Let  her  do  her  worst,"  said  he,  coldly, 
masking  emotion  with  his  usual  self-command;  "it  will 
be  but  a  nine  days'  wonder  to  the  world ;  a  fiercer  nu^ 
of  my  creditors  on  their  hunted  prey  —  " 

"And  a  challet^  from  Lord  L'Estrai^.'' 

"So  be  it,"  answered  Egerton,  suddenly  pladng  his 
hand  at  his  heart. 

"What  is  the  matterl     Are  yon  ill } " 

"A  strange  sensation  here.  My  &thei  died  of  a  com- 
plaint of  the  heart,  and  I  myself  was  once  told  to  guard, 
through  life,  (^;ainet  excess  of  emotion.  I  smiled  at  soch 
a  warning  then.     Let  ns  sit  down  to  business." 

But  when  Levy  had  gone,  and  solitude  redosed  round 
that  Man  of  the  lion  Mask,  there  grew  upon  him  more 
and  more  the  sense  of  a  mighty  loss.  Nora's  sweet,  lov- 
ing face  started  from  the  shadows  of  the  forlorn  walls. 
Her  docile,  yielding  temper;  her  generous,  aeU-immolat- 
Ing  spirit  came  beck  to  his  memory,  to  refute  the  idea 
that  wronged  her.  His  love,  that  had  been  suspended 
for  awhile  by  busy  caiea,  but  which,  if  without  much 
refining  sentiment,  was  still  the  master  passion  of  hia 
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soul,  flowed  back  into  all  his  tltoni^te — eircmnfused 
the  very  atmoephere  with  a  fearful  aofteniiig  chaim. 
He  esoaped  under  cover  of  the  oight  from  the  watch  of 
tbebailifib.  He  arrived  in  London.  He  himself  sought 
everywhere  he  conld  think  of  for  his  miming  bride. 
Lady  Jane  Hotton  was  confined  to  her  bed,  dying  fast, 
—  incapable  even  to  receive  and  r^ly  to  hia  letter.  He 
secretly  seat  down  to  Lansmere,  (o  ascertain  if  JHota  had 
gone  to  her  poiente.  She  was  not  there.  The  Avenels 
believed  her  still  with  I^y  Jane  Horton. 

He  now  grew  meet  eerionaly  alarmed  j  and  in  the 
midst  of  that  alarm,  Levy  secretly  oontrived  that  be 
should  be  arrested  for  debt;  bnt  he  was  not  detained 
in  confinement  many  days.  Before  tiie  disgrace  got 
wind,  the  writs  were  dischai^ed,  —  Levy  baffled.  He 
was  free.  Ijord  L'Estrange  had  learned  from  Audley's 
servant  what  Audley  would  have  ccaicealed  from  him 
out  of  all  the  world.  And  the  generous  boy,  —  who, 
besides  the  munificent  allowance  he  received  from  the 
Earl,  wae  heir  to  an  independent  and  considerable  for* 
tune  of  his  own,  when  he  should  attain  his  majori^,  — 
hastened  to  borrow  the  money  and  dischaige  all  the  obli- 
gations of  his  friend.  The  benefit  was  conferred  before 
Audley  knew  of  it,  or  conld  prevent.  Then  a  new  emo- 
tion, and  perhaps  scarce  less  stinging  than  the  loss  of 
Nora,  tortured  the  man  who  had  smiled  at  the  warning 
of  science;  and  the  strange  sensation  at  the  heart  was  felt 
again  and  again. 

And  Harley,  too,  was  still  in  search  of  Nora,  —  would 
talk  of  nothing  but  her,  and  looked  so  haggard  and  grief- 
worn.  The  bloom  of  the  boy's  youth  was  gone.  Could 
Audley  then  have  said,  "  She  you  seek  is  another's ;  your 
love  is  razed  out  of  your  life ;  and,  for  consolation,  learn 
that  your  friend  has  betrayed  yon  I "    Gould  Audley  say 
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this}  He  did  not  daie.  Which  of  the  two  Buffered  the 
mostt 

And  theae  two  friandB,  of  characters  so  different,  were 
BO  singularly  attached  to  each  other.  Inseparable  at 
school;  thrown  together  in  the  world,  with  a  wealth 
of  frank  confidences  between  them,  accumulated  since 
childhood.  And  now,  in  the  midet  of  all  his  own 
anxiouE  sorrow,  Harley  still  thought  and  planned  for 
Egerhm.  And  self-accosiug  lemorae,  and  all  the  sense 
ot  painful  gratitude,  deepened  Audley's  affection  for 
Harley  into  a  deTotion  as  to  a  anperior,  while  soften- 
isg  it  into  a  reyerential  pity  that  yeamod  torelieTe,  to 
atone;  but  how,  —  oh,  howt 

A  general  election  was  now  at  hand,  still  no  news  of 
Nora.  Levy  kept  aloof  from  Audley,  pursuing  his  own 
silent  eeai^.  A  aaat  for  the  borough  of  Lansmere  was 
pressed  upon  Audley,  not  only  by  Harley,  bat  his  par- 
ente,  especially  by  the  Countess,  who  tacitly  ascribed  to 
Aiidley's  wise  counsels  Nora's  mysterious  disappearance. 

Egerton  at  first  resisted  the  thought  of  a  new  obliga- 
tion to  his  injured  friend;  but  he  homed  to  have  it, 
some  day,  in  his  power  to  repay  at  least  his  pecuniary 
debt:  the  sense  of  that  debt  humbled  him  more  than  all 
else.  Parliamentary  Buccess  might  at  last  obtain  for 
him  some  lucrative  sitoation  abroad,  and  tima  enable 
him  gradually  to  remove  this  load  from  his  heart  and 
bis  honor.  No  other  chance  of  repayment  appeared 
open  to  him.  He  accepted  the  offer,  and  went  down 
to  Lansiuete.  His  brother,  lately  married,  was  asked 
to  meet  him;  and  then,  also,  was  Miss  Leelie  the 
heireas,  whom  Lady  Lansmrae  secretly  hoped  her  son 
Harley  would  admire,  but  who  bad  long  since,  no  less 
aecretly,  given  her  heart  to  the  nnconscioas  Egerton. 

Meanwhile,  the  miserable  Nora,  deceived  by  the  arts 
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uid  repreeentations  of  Levy;  acting  on  the  nattml  im- 
pulse of  a  heart  ho  aiuceptibU  to  shame;  flying  from 
a  home  which  she  deemod  diehonored  ;  flying  from  a 
lovei  whoee  power  over  her  she  knew  to  be  so  great,  that 
she  dreaded  teat  he  might  reconcile  her  to  dishonor 
iteeU,  —  had  no  thought  save  to  hide  herself  forever 
from  Andley'a  eye.  She  would  not  go  to  her  rela- 
tions, —  to  Lady  Jane ;  that  were  to  give  the  clue,  and 
invite  the  pursuit.  An  Italian  lady  of  hi^  rank  had 
visited  at  Lady  Jane's ;  taken  a  great  fancy  to  Nora,  — 
and  the  lady'e  hnaband,  having  been  obliged  to  precede 
her  return  to  Italy,  had  suggested  the  notion  of  eng^ng 
some  compBJiion.  The  lady  had  spoken  of  this  to  Vors 
and  to  Lady  Jane  Horton,  who  had  urged  Nora  to 
accept  the  offer,  elude  Harley'e  pursuit,  and  go  abroad 
for  a  time.  Nora  then  had  refused;  for  she  then  had 
mm  Audley  Egerton. 

To  this  Italian  lady  she  now  went,  and  the  offer  was 
renewed  with  the  most  winning  kindness,  and  grasped 
at  in  the  passion  of  despair.  But  the  Italian  bad 
accepted  invitations  to  English  country  houses  before 
■he  finally  depart«d  for  the  Continent.  Meanwhile, 
Nora  took  refuge  in  a  quiet  lodging  in  a  sequestered 
suburb,  which  an  English  servant  in  the  employment 
of  the  fair  foraigner  recommended.  Thus  had  she  first 
come  to  the  cottage  in  which  Burley  died.  Shortly 
afterwards,  she  left  England  with  her  new  companion, 
unknown  to  all,  —  to  Lady  Jane  as  to  her  parents. 

All  this  time  the  poor  girl  was  under  a  moral  delir- 
ium, a  confnsed  fever,  — haunted  by  dreams  from  which 
she  sought  to  fly.  Sound  physiologists  sgree  that  mad- 
ness is  rarest  amongst  persons  of  the  finest  imagination. 
But  those  penons  are,  of  all  others,  liable  to  a  tempo- 
rary state  of  mind  in  which  judgment  sleeps,  —  imagina- 
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tion  alone  preTails  with  a  dire  and  awful  tTranny.  A 
sii^le  id«a  gains  aacendancy ;  expels  all  others ;  preBenta 
itself  everywhete  with  an  intolerable,  blinding  glare. 
Nora  was  at  that  time  under  ihe  dread  one  idea,  —  to 
fly  from  ahamel 

But,  when  ibe  eeas  rolled,  and  the  dreary  leagues 
interposed  between  her  and  her  lover;  when  new 
images  presented  tbemaelvee;  when  the  fever  slaked, 
and  reason  returned,  —  doubt  broke  upon  the  previous 
despair.  Had  she  not  been  too  credulous,  too  hasty  t 
Fool,  fooll  Audley  have  been  ao  poor  a  traitor!  How 
guilty  was  she,  if  ahe  had  wronged  him!  And  in  the 
midst  of  this  revulsion  of  feelii^,  there  stirred  within 
her  another  life.  She  was  destined  to  become  a  mother. 
At  that  thought  her  high  nature  bowed ;  the  last  strug- 
gle of  pride  gave  way;  she  would  return  to  England, 
see  Audley,  learn  from  his  lips  the  truUi,  and  even  if 
the  truth  were  what  she  had  been  taught  to  believe, 
plead,  not  for  herself,  but  for  Uie  false  one's  child. 

Some  delay  occurred  in  the  then  warlike  state  of 
afiairs  on  the  Continent,  before  she  could  put  this  pur- 
pose into  execution;  and  on  her  journey  back,  various 
obsb^ctions  lengthened  the  way.  But  she  returned  at 
last,  and  lesought  the  suburban  cottage  in  which  she 
had  last  lodged  before  quitting  England.  At  night, 
she  went  to  Audley's  London  house:  Uiere  was  only  a 
woman  in  charge  of  it.  Hr.  Egerton  was  absent, — ■ 
electioneering  somewhere;  Mr.  Levy,  his  lawyer,  called 
every  day  for  any  letters  to  be  forwarded  to  him.  Nora 
shrank  from  seeing  Levy,  shrank  from  writing  even  a 
letter  that  would  pass  thtoi^h  his  hands.  If  she  had 
been  deceived,  it  had  been  by  him,  and  wilfully.  But 
Parliament  was  already  dissolved;  the  election  would 
•oon  be  over;  Mr.  Egerton  was  expected  to  return  to 
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tovn  within  a  week.  Nora  went  back  to  Mrs.  Good- 
jrer'a  and  resolved  to  wait,  devouring  her  own  heart  in 
silence.  But  the  newepapera  might  inform  her  where 
Audley  really  was;  the  newspapers  were  sent  for  and 
conned  daily. 

And  one  morning  this  paragraph  met  her  eye :  — 

"The  Earl  and  Countess  of  Lansmere  are  receiving  a  dis- 
tingnished  party  at  their  coontiy  seat.  Among  the  guests  is 
Miss  Leslie,  wboee  wealth  and  beauty  have  excited  such  sensa- 
tion in  the  &sbionable  world.  To  the  disappointment  of 
numerous  aapiraots  omoiigBt  our  aristocracy,  we  hear  that  this 
lady  has,  however,  made  her  distiDgiushed  choice  in  Mr. 
Andley  Egerton.  That  gentleman  is  now  a  candidate  for  tbe 
borough  of  Lanamere,  as  a  sapporter  of  the  Qovernment; 
fais  anceess  ia  considered  certain,  and,  according  to  the  report 
of  a  large  circle  of  friends,  few  new  membeis  will  prove  so 
valuable  an  addition  to  tbe  Ministerial  lanka;  a  greatcarrar 
may,  indeed,  be  predicted  for  a  young  man  so  esteemed  for 
talent  and  cbaiacter,  aided  by  a  fortune  so  immense  as  that 
which  be  will  abortly  receive  with  tbe  band  of  the  aoaomplished 

A^in  the  anchor  snapped ;  again  the  storm  descended ; 
again  the  stars  vanished.  Nora  was  now  once  more 
under  the  dominion  of  a  eingle  thought,  as  she  hod 
been  when  she  fied  from  her  bridal  home.  Then,  it 
was  to  escape  from  her  lover,  —  now,  it  was  to  see  him. 
As  the  victim  stretched  on  the  rack  implores  to  be  led 
at  once  to  death,  so  there  are  moments  when  the  anni- 
hilation of  hope  eeems  more  merciful  than  the  torment 
of  suspense. 
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Wbed  the  BceueB  in  some  long  dionma  pass  solemnly 
before  ns,  theie  is  eometimeB  one  solitary  object,  con- 
trasting, petbaps,  tbe  viev  of  stately  cities  or  the  march 
of  a  mighty  river,  that  halta  on  the  eye  for  a.  moment, 
and  then  glides  away,  learing  on  the  mind  a  Btiange, 
comfortlesa,  undefined  impreaaion. 

Why  was  the  object  presented  to  usl  In  itoeli  it 
teemed  comparatively  insignificant.  It  may  have  been 
but  a  brokeo  column, —  a  lonely  pool  vith  a  star-beam 
oa  its  quiet  surface;  yet  it  avea  us.  We  remember  it 
when  phantasmal  pictures  of  bright  Damascus,  or  of 
colossal  pyramidsj  of  bazaars  in  StamboiU,  or  length- 
ened caravans  that  defile  slow  amidst,  the  sands  of  Anhy 
have  sated  the  wondering  gase.  Why  were  we  detained 
in  the  shadowy  procession  by  a  thing  that  would  have 
been  so  commonplace  had  it  not  been  so  lone  t  Some 
latent  interest  must  attach  to  it.  Was  it  there  that  a 
vision  of  woe  had  lifted  the  wild  hair  of  a  Prophet  T  — 
there  where  some  Usgar  had  still  the  wail  of  her  child 
OB  her  indignant  breast }  We  would  fain  call  back  tiie 
pageantry  procession;  fain  see  again  the  solitary  thing 
that  seemed  so  little  worth  the  hand  of  the  artist,  and 
ask,  "Why  art  thou  here,  and  wherefore  dost  thou 
haunt  usl" 

Rise  up — rise  up  once  more, —  by  the  broad  great 
thorough&re  that  stretches  onward  and  onward  to  &e 
temotaeless  London.  Kise  up — rise  up,  0  solitary  tree 
with  the  green  leaves  on  thy  bough,  and  the  deep  nuts 
in  thy  heart;  and  the  ravens,  dark  biids  of  omen  and 
sorrow,  that  build  their  neat  amidst  the  leaves  of  Hk 
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bough,  and  drop  ^th  noieeleaa  plames  down  through 
the  hollow  rente  of  the  heart, —  or  are  heard,  it  may  be, 
in  tiie  growing  shadows  of  twilight,  calling  out  to  their 
joongl 

Under  the  old  pollard-tree,  by  the  aide  ot  John 
Avenel's  houae,  there  cowered,  breathlees  and  liaten- 
ing,  John  Arenel's  daughter  Nora.  Now,  when  that 
fatal  newspttper  paragraph,  which  lied  so  like  truth,  met 
her  eyes,  she  obeyed  the  first  impulee  of  her  passionate 
heart, —  she  tore  the  wedding'ring  from  her  finger ;  she  en- 
closed it,  with  the  paragraph  itaelf ,  in  a  letter  to  Andley, 
—  a  letter  that  she  designed  to  convey  soom  and  pride ; 
alas!  it  expressed  only  jealousy  and  love.  She  could 
not  rest  till  she  had  put  this  letter  into  the  poet  with 
her  own  hand,  addressed  to  Andley,  at  Lord  Lausmeie's. 
Scaroe  had  it  left  her  ere  she  repented.  "What  had  she 
done  I  —  resigned  the  birthright  of  the  child  she  was  so 
soon  to  bring  into  the  world;  resigned  her  last  hope  in 
her  lover's  honor;  given  up  her  life  of  life, —  and  from 
belief  in  whati  A  report  in  a  newspaper!  TSo,  no;  she 
would  go  herself  to  Lansmere,— -to  her  father's  home; 
aha  could  contrive  to  aee  Andley  before  that  letter 
reached  his  hand.  The  thought  was  scarcely  oonceived 
before  obeyed.  She  found  a  vacant  place  in  a  coach  that 
started  from  London  some  hours  before  the  mail,  and 
went  within  a  few  miles  of  Lansmere;  those  last  miles 
she  travelled  on  foot.  Bzhansted,  fainting,  she  gained, 
at  last,  tiie  ei^t  of  home,  and  there  halted, —  for  in  tlin 
little  garden  in  front  she  saw  her  parents  seated.  She 
heard  the  murmur  of  their  voices,  and  suddenly  she 
remembered  her  altered  shape,  her  terrible  secret.  How 
answer  the  question,  "  Daughter,  where  and  who  is  thy 
husband)"  Hei  heart  failed  her;  she  crept  under  the  old 
pollard-tree,  to  gather  up  resolve,  to  watch  and  to  listen. 
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She  aaw  tb«  rigid  face  of  the  thrifty,  prudent  mother, 
with  the  deep  lines  that  told  of  the  cares  oi  an  aoxioiu 
life,  and  the  chafe  of  excitable  temper  and  wann  affec- 
tions against  the  reetiaint  of  decorous  sanctimony  and 
resolute  pride.  The  dear,  stem  face  never  seemed  to  her 
more  dear  and  more  stem.  She  saw  the  comely,  easy, 
indolent,  good-humored  father  j  not  then  the  poor  para- 
lytic sufferer,  who  could  yet  recognize  Nora's  eyes  under 
the  lids  of  Leonard,  hut  stalwart  and  jovial, —  first  hat 
in  the  Cricket  Club,  first  voice  in  the  Glee  Society,  the 
most  popular  canvasser  of  the  Lansmere  Constitutional 
True  Blue  Party,  and  the  pride  and  idol  of  the  Galvin- 
istical  prim  wife ;  never  from  those  pinched  lips  of  hers 
had  come  forth  even  one  pious  rebuke  to  the  careless, 
social  man.  As  he  sat,  one  hand  in  hie  vest,  his  profile 
turned  to  the  road,  the  light  smoke  curling  playfully 
up  from  the  pipe,  over  which  lips,  accustomed  to  bland 
smile  and  hearty  laughter,  closed  as  if  reluctant  to  be 
closed  at  all,  he  vras  the  very  model  of  the  respectable 
retired  trader  in  easy  circumstances,  and  released  from 
the  toil  of  making  money  while  life  could  yet  enjoy  tiie 
delight  of  spending  it. 

"Well,  old  woman,"  said  John  A.venel,  "I  must  be 
off  presently  to  see  to  those  three  shaky  voters  in  Fish 
Lane;  they  will  have  done  their  work  soon,  and  I  shall 
catch  'em  at  home.  They  do  say  as  how  we  may  have 
an  opposition;  and  I  know  that  old  Smikes  has  gone  to 
Lonnon  in  search  of  a  candidate.  We  can't  have  the 
Lanemeie  Constitutional  Blues  beat  by  a  Lonnonerl 
Ha,  ha,  ha!" 

"  But  you  will  be  home  before  Jane  and  her  husband 
Mark  comet  How  ever  she  could  marry  a  conunon 
carpenter  I " 

"Yes,"  said  John,  "he  is  a  carpenter;  but  he  has  a 
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Tote,  and  that  sbengthena  the  fiuoily  inteieflt.  If  Dick 
was  not  gone  to  Amerikay,  there  would  be  ibzte  on  lu. 
But  Marie  is  a  real  good  Bltie!  A  Lonnoner,  indeed!  — 
a  Yellow  from  Lonnon  beat  my  lord  and  the  Bloeel 
Ha,  ha!" 

"But,  John,  this  Mr.  Egerton  ia  a  Lonnoner! " 

"You don't  understand  things,  talking  such  nonaenae. 
Mr.  Egerton  is  the  Blue  candidate,  and  the  Blues  are 
the  Country  Party;  therefore,  how  can  he  be  a  Lon- 
noner! An  uncommon  clever,  well-grown,  handflome 
young  man,  eh!  and  my  young  lord's  particular  friend." 

Mrs.  Avenel  sighed. 

"  What  are  you  sighing  and  shaking  your  head  fort" 

"I  was  thinking  of  our  poor,  dear,  dear  Nora!  " 

"God  bless  her!"  cried  John,  heartily. 

There  was  a  rustle  under  the  boughs  of  the  old 
hollow-hearted  pollard-tree. 

"Ha!  ha!  HarkI  I  said  that  so  loud,  that  I  haye 
startled  the  ravens! " 

"How  he  did  love  herl"  said  Mis.  Avenel,  thought- 
fully. "  I  am  sure  he  did ;  and  no  wonder,  for  she  looks 
every  inch  a  lady;  and  why  should  not  she  be  my  lady, 
after  all  1 " 

"  He  i  Who  1  Oh,  that  foolish  bncy  of  yonis  about 
my  yonng  lordt  A  prudent  woman  like  you! — stuff! 
I  am  glad  my  little  beauty  is  gone  to  Lonnon,  out  of 
hann's  way." 

"John  —  John  —  John!  No  harm  oould  aver  comn 
to  my  Kota.  She  's  too  pure  and  too  good,  and  has  too 
proper  a  pride  in  her,  to  —  " 

"To  listen  to  any  young  lords,  I  hope,"  said  John; 
"though,"  he  added,  after  a  pause,  "she  might  well  be  a 
lady,  too.  My  lord,  the  young  one,  took  me  by  the 
hand  so  kindly  the  other  day  and  said,  'Have  not  you 
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heard  from  her  —  I  mean  Miae  Avenel  —  lately  t '  and 
those  bright  eyes  of  Hb  were  as  full  of  tears  as — -as — 'as 
yours  are  aow." 

"Well,  John,  well;  go  on." 

"That  is  all.  My  lady  eame  op,  and  took  me  away 
to  talk  about  the  election ;  and  just  as  I  was  going,  she 
whispered,  'Don't  let  my  wild  boy  talk  to  you  about 
that  sweet  girl  of  yours.  We  must  both  see  that  she 
does  not  come  to  disgrace.'  'Disgraoel ' — that  word 
made  me  very  angry  for  the  moment.  But  my  lady  has 
such  a  way  with  her,  that  she  soon  put  me  right  f^in. 
Yet,  I  do  think  Nora  must  have  loved  my  young  lord, 
only  she  was  too  good  to  ahow  it.  What  do  you  say  t " 
and  the  father's  voice  was  thoughtful. 

"I  hope  she  Ml  never  love  any  man  till  she  'a  married 
to  him;  itienot  proper,  John,"  said  lire.  Aveuel,  some- 
what starchly,  though  very  mildly. 

"Ha!  ha  I"  laughed  John,  chucking  his  prim  wife 
under  the  chin,  "you  did  not  say  that  to  me  when  I 
stole  your  first  kisa  under  that  very  pollard-tiee, — no 
house  near  it  then !  " 

"Hush,  John,  hushi"  and  the  prim  wife  blushed 
like  a  girl. 

"Pooh,"  continued  John,  merrily,  "I  don't  see  why 
WB  plain  folks  should  pretend  to  be  more  saintly  and 
pmdish-like  than  our  bettors.  There 's  that  handsome 
Miss  Leslie,  who  is  to  marry  Mr.  Egerton, —  easy  enough 
to  see  how  much  she  is  in  love  with  him ;  could  not  keep 
her  eyes  off  from  him  even  in  church ,  old  girl  I  Ha,hal 
What  the  deuce  i»  '.he  matter  with  the  ravensY  " 

"They  '11  be  a  comely  couple,  John.  And  I  hear  tell 
she  has  a  power  of  money.     When  is  the  marriage  to  be  T  " 

"Oh,  they  say  as  soon  as  the  election  is  over.  A  fine 
wedding  we  shall  have  of  it!    I  daresay  my  young  lord 
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will  be  brideaniftn.  W«  'U  sand  for  our  little  Koro, 
to  see  the  g&j  doingsl " 

Oat  from  the  bougha  of  the  old  tree  came  the  ebriek 
of  a  lost  ^irit, —  one  of  those  stnu^,  appalling  aounda 
of  human  agony,  which,  once  heard,  are  never  forgotten. 
It  is  as  the  wail  of  Hope,  when  She,  too,  rushes  forth 
from  the  Coffer  of  Woes,  and  Taniahes  into  viewlesa 
space ;  it  is  the  dread  cry  of  Reason  parting  from  clay, — 
and  of  Soul,  that  would  wrench  itself  from  life!  For  a 
moment  all  was  still, —  and  then  a  dull,  dumb,  heavy 
bill 

The  parents  gazed  on  each  other,  speechless;  they  stole 
close  to  the  pales,  and  looked  over.  Under  the  boughs, 
at  the  gnarled  roots  of  the  oak,  they  saw  —  gray  and  in- 
distinct—  a  prostrate  form.  John  opened  the  gate  and 
went  round;  the  mother  crept  to  the  roadside,  and  there 
stood  still. 

"Oh,  wife,  wife!"  cried  John  Avenet,  from  under 
the  green  boughs,  "  it  is  our  child  Nora!  Oar  child, — 
our  child  I " 

And,  as  he  spoke,  out  from  the  green  boughs  started 
the  dark  ravens,  wheeling  round  and  round,  and  calling 
to  their  young! 

And  when  they  had  laid  her  on  the  bed,  Mrs.  Avenel 
whispered  John  to  withdraw  for  a  moment;  and,  with 
set  lips  but  trembling  bands,  began  to  unlace  the  dress, 
under  the  pressure  of  which  Nora's  heart  heaved  con- 
vulsively.  And  John  went  out  of  the  room  bewildered, 
and  sat  himself  down  on  the  landing-place ,  and  wondered 
whether  he  was  awake  or  sleeping;  and  a  cold  numbness 
crept  over  one  side  of  him,  and  his  head  felt  very  heavy, 
with  a  loud,  booming  noise  in  bis  ears.  Suddenly  his 
wife  stood  by  his  side,  and  said,  in  a  very  low  voice,— 
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"John,  niD  for  Mr.  Morgan, —  make  haste.  But 
mind, —  don't  apeak  to  any  one  on  the  way.  Quick, 
quick  I " 

"Is  ahe  dying  1" 

"I  don't  know.  Why  not  die  before  I"  said  Mrs. 
Avenel,  between  hei  teeth.  "But  Mr.  Morgan  is  a 
discreet,  friendly  man." 

"A  true  Bluel  "  muttered  poor  John,  as  if  his  mind 
wandered;  and  rising  with  diSBcuity,  he  stared  at  his 
wife  a  moment^  ahook  his  head,  and  was  gone. 

An  hour  or  two  later, a  little  covered  taxed  cart  stopped 
at  Mr.  Avenel's  cottage,  out  of  which  stepped  a  young 
man  with  pale  face  and  spare  form ,  dressed  in  the  Sunday 
suit  of  a  rustic  craftsman;  then  a  homely,  but  pleasant, 
honest  face,  bent  down  to  him,  smilingly ;  and  two  arms, 
emei^ing  from  under  covert  of  a  red  cloak,  extended  an 
infant,  which  the  young  man  took  tenderly.  The  baby 
was  cross  and  very  sickly ;  it  b^sn  to  cry.  The  father 
hushed,  and  rocked,  and  tossed  it,  with  the  air  of  one  to 
whom  such  a  charge  was  familiar. 

"He  '11  be  good  when  we  get  in,  Mark,"  said  the 
young  woman,  as  she  extracted  from  the  depths  of  the 
cart  a  large  basket  containing  poultry  and  home-made 
bread. 

"Don't  forget  the  flowers  that  the  Squire's  gardener 
gave  ns,"  said  Mark  the  poet. 

Without  aid  from  her  husband,  the  wife  took  down 
basket  and  nos^^ay,  settled  her  cloak,  smoothed  her 
gown,  and  said, "  Very  odd !  —  they  don't  seem  to  expect 
ns,  Mark.  How  still  the  house  iai  Go  and  knock; 
they  can't  ha'  gone  to  bed  yet." 

Mark  knocked  at  the  door, —  no  answer.  A  light 
passed  rapidly  across  the  windows  on  the  upper  floor, 
but  still  no  one  came  to  his  summons.     Mark  knocked 
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again.  A  gentleman,  dressed  in  clerical  costume,  now 
coming  from  Lansmere  Park,  on  the  opposite  eide  of  the 
road,  paused  at  the  sound  of  Mark's  second  and  more 
impatient  knock,  aud  said,  civilly, — 

"Are  fou  not  the  young  folks  my  friend  John  Avenel 
told  me  this  morning  be  expected  to  visit  him  1 " 

"Yes,  please,  Mr.  Dale,"  said  Mrs.  Fairfield,  dropping 
her  courtesy.  "  You  remember  me  I  and  this  is  my  dear 
good  man!" 

"What!  Mark  the  poett"  said  the  Guiat«  of  Lans- 
mere,  with  a  smile.     "  Come  to  write  squibs  for  the 


"Sqnibs,  sirl"  cried  Mark,  indignantly. 

** Burns  wrote  squibs,"  said  the  curate,  mildly. 

Mark  made  no  answer,  but  again  knocked  at  the  door. 

This  time,  a  man,  whose  face,  even  seen  by  the  star- 
light, was  much  flushed,  presented  himself  at  the 
threshold. 

"Mr.  Morgan!"  exclaimed  the  curate,  in  benevolent 
alarm ;  "  no  illneee  bere,  1  hope  I " 

"Cottl  it  is  you,  Mr.  Dalel  —  Come  in,  come  in;  I 
want  a  word  with  you.  But  who  the  teuce  are  these 
people  1 " 

"Sir,"  said  Mark,  pushing  through  the  doorway,  "my 
name  is  Fairfield,  and  my  wife  is  Mt.  Avenel's  daughter! " 

"Oh,  Jane, —  and  her  baby  tool  —  Cood  —  cood! 
Gome  in;  bat  be  quiet,  can't  yont  Still,  still, —  still 
as  death!" 

The  party  entered,  the  door  closed;  the  moon  rose, 
and  shone  calmly  on  the  pale,  silent  house;  on  the 
sleeping  flowers  of  the  little  garden ;  on  the  old  pollard 
with  its  hollow  core.  The  horse  in  the  taxed  cart  dosed, 
unheeded ;  the  light  still  at  times  flitted  across  the  upper 
windows.     These  were  tbe  <mly  signs  of  life,  except 
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when  s  bat,  now  and  then  attoactod  by  the  light  that 
'passed  acroee  tiie  windows,  brushed  against  the  panes, 
and  then,  dipping  downwards,  stnick  up  against  the  nose 
of  the  slumbering  horae,  and  darted  merrily  aftei  the 
moth  that  fluttered  round  the  raven's  nest  in  the  old 
pollard. 
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All  that  d^y  Harle;  L'EBtrange  had  been  more  than 
usually  mournful  and  dejected.  Indeed,  the  return 
to  scenes  associated  with  yoia's  pnwence  increased  the 
gloom  that  had  settled  on  his  mind  since  he  had  lost 
sight  and  trace  of  her.  Audley,  in  the  remotsefal 
tenderness  he  felt  for  his  injund  friend,  had  induced 
L'EstTange  towards  evening  to  leave  the  Park,  and  go 
into  a  disteict  some  miles  off,  on  pretence  that  he  re- 
quired Hsfley's  aid  there  to  canvass  certain  important 
outvoters:  the  change  of  scene  might  rouee  him  from  hia 
reveries.  Harley  himself  was  glad  to  escape  from  the 
guests  at  Lansmere.  He  readily  consented  to  go.  He 
would  not  return  that  night.  The  outvoters  lay  remote 
and  scattered,  —  he  might  be  absent  for  a  day  or  two. 
When  Harley  was  gone,  Egerton  himself  sank  into 
deep  thought.  There  was  rumor  of  some  unexpected 
opposition.  His  partisans  were  alarmed  and  anxious. 
It  was  clear  that  the  Lansmere  interest,  if  attacked,  was 
weaker  than  the  Earl  would  believe ;  Egerton  might  lose 
his  election.  If  so,  what  would  become  of  himT  How 
support  his  wife,  whose  return  to  him  he  always  counted 
on,  and  whom  it  would  then  become  him  at  all  hazards 
to  acknowledge  }  It  was  that  day  that  he  had  spoken  to 
William  Haieldean  as  to  the  family  living.  —  "  Peace 
at  least,"  thought  the  ambitious  man,  —  "I  shall  have 
peace  I "  And  the  Squire  hod  promised  him  the  rectory 
if  needed;  not  without  a  secret  pang,  for  his  Harry  was 
already  using  her  conjugal  influence  in  &Tor  of  her 
old  sdiool-friend's  husband,  Mr.  Dale;  and  the  Squire 
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thought  Audley  would  be  but  a  poor  couatry  parBon, 
and  Dale  —  if  he  would  only  grow  a  little  plumper  than 
his  curacy  would  permit  him  to  be — would  be  a  parson 
in  ten  thousand.  But  while  Audley  thus  prepared  for 
the  worst,  he  still  brought  his  energies  to  bear  on  the 
more  brilliant  option ;  and  eat  with  his  committee,  look- 
ing into  canvass-bookB,  and  discussing  the  characters, 
politics,  and  local  interests  of  every  elector,  until  the 
night  was  well-nigh  gone.  When  he  gained  his  room, 
die  shutters  were  unclosed,  and  he  stood  a  few  moments 
at  the  window  gazing  on  the  moon.  At  that  eight,  the 
thought  of  Nora,  lost  and  afar,  stole  over  him.  The 
man,  as  ve  know,  had  in  his  nature  little  of  romance  and 
aentimemt.  Seldom  was  it  his  wont  to  gaze  upon  moon 
or  stare.  But  whenever  some  whisper  of  romance  did 
soften  his  hard,  strong  mind,  or  whenever  moon  or  stars 
did  charm  his  gaze  from  earth,  Kora's  bright  Muse-like 
face;  Nora's  sweet  loving  eyes,  were  eeen  in  moon  and 
star  beam ;  Nora's  low,  tender  voice ,  heard  in  the  whisper 
of  that  which  we  call  romance,  and  which  is  but  the 
sound  of  the  mysterious  poetry  that  is  ever  in  the  air, 
would  we  but  deign  to  hear  it!  He  turned  with  a  sigh, 
undressed,  threw  himself  on  Ms  bed,  and  extii^^uiahed 
his  light.  But  the  light  of  the  moon  would  fill  the 
room.  It  kept  him  awake  for  a  little  time;  he  turned 
his  face  from  the  calm,  heavenly  beam,  resolutely 
towards  the  dull  blind  wait,  and  fell  asleep.  And,  in 
the  sleep,  he  was  with  Nora; — again  in  the  humble 
bridal-home.  Never  in  his  dreams  had  she  seemed  to 
him  so  distinct  and  life-like, — her  eyee  upturned  to 
his;  her  hands  clasped  together,  and  resting  on  his 
shoulder,  as  had  been  her  gnceful  wont;  her  voice 
murmuring  meekly,  "  Has  it,  then,  been  my  fault  that 
we  partedi  —  forgive,  forgive  mel  " 
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And  the  sleeper  ima^^ned  that  he  aoBwered,  *  S'erei 
part  from  me  again,  —  neret,  never! "  and  that  he  bent 
down  to  kiss  the  chaste  lipa  that  so  tenderly  Bought  his 
own.  And  suddenly  fie  heard  a  knocking  sound,  as  of 
a  hammer,  —  regular,  but  soft,  low,  subdued.  Did  you 
ever,  O  reader,  hear  the  sound  ol  the  hammer  on  the  lid 
of  a  coffin  in  a  house  of  woe, — when  the  undertaker's 
decorous  hireling  fears  that  the  living  may  hear  how 
he  parte  them  from  the  dead  1  Such  seemed  the  sound 
to  Audlej,  —  the  dream  vanished  abruptly.  He  woke, 
and  again  heard  the  knock;  it  was  at  his  door.  He  sat 
up  wistfully, — 'the  moon  was  gone;  it  was  morning. 
"Who  is  there T"  he  cried;  peevishly. 

A  low  voice  from  wiUiout  answered,  "  Hush,  it  is  I; 
drees  quick;  let  me  see  you." 

Egerton  recognized  Lady  Lausmere's  voice.  Alarmed 
and  suiprised,  he  rose,  dressed  in  haste,  and  went  to  the 
door.  Lady  Lansmere  was  standing  without,  extremely 
jiale.  She  put  her  finger  to  her  lip,  and  beckoned  him 
to  follow  her.  He  obeyed  mechanically.  They  entered 
her  dressing-room,  a  few  doors  from  his  own  chamber, 
and  the  Countess  closed  the  door. 

Then  laying  her  slight  firm  hand  on  his  shoulder,  she 
said,  in  suppressed  and  passionate  excitement,  — 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Egertan,  you  must  serve  —  serve  me,  and 
at  once ;  Harley  —  Harley,  save  my  Harley ;  go  to  him, 
— >prevent  his  coming  hock  here:  stay  with  him,  give 
up  the  election,  —  it  is  but  a  year  or  two  lost  in  your 
life;  you  will  have  other  opportunities,  —  make  that 
sacrifice  to  your  friend." 

"  Speak,  —  what  is  the  matter  t  I  can  make  no  sacri- 
fice too  great  for  Harley !  " 

"  Thanks,  —  I  was  sure  of  it.  Go  then,  I  say,  at 
once,  to  Harley;  keep  him  away  from  Lansmere  on  any 
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excuse  70U  can  inveiit,  until  you  can  Ineak  the  sad  ubytb 
to  him, — gently,  gently.  Ob,  how  will  he  bear  it; 
how  recovei  the  shock }    My  boy,  my  boy ! " 

"Calm  yourself!  Explainl  Break  what  newat — ■ 
recover  what  shock  t" 

"True,  —  you  do  not  know;  you  have  not  heard. 
Nora  Avenel  liaa  yonder,  in  her  father's  house  —  dead 
—  dead!" 

Audley  staggered  back,  clapping  Ms  hand  to  his 
heart,  and  then  dropping  on  his  knee  as  if  bowed 
down  by  the  stroke  of  Heaven. 

"My  bride,  my  wife!"  he  muttered.  "Dead,  —  it 
cannot  be  I " 

Lady  Lanamere  was  so  startled  at  this  exclamation, 
BO  stunned  by  a  confession  wholly  unexpected,  that  she 
remained  unable  to  aoothe,  to  explain,  and  utterly 
unprepared  for  the  fierce  agony  that  burst  from  the 
man  she  had  ever  seen  so  dignified  and  cold, — when 
he  sprang  to  his  feet,  and  all  the  sense  of  his  eternal 
loss  rushed  upon  his  heart. 

At  length  he  crushed  back  his  emotions,  and  listened 
in  apparent  calm,  and  in  a  silence  broken  but  by  quick 
gasps  for  breath,  to  Lady  Lansmere's  account. 

One  of  the  guests  in  the  house,  a  female  relation  of 
Lady  Lansmere's,  had  been  taken  suddenly  ill  about  an 
hour  or  two  before  1  —  the  house  had  been  disturbed ,  the 
Caunt«8s  herself  aroused,  and  Mr.  Morgan  summoned 
as  the  family  medical  practitioner.  From  him  she  had 
learned  that  Nora  Avenel  had  returned  to  her  father's 
house  late  on  the  previous  evening;  had  been  seized 
with  brain  fever,  and  died  in  a  few  hours. 

Audley  listened,  and  turned  to  the  door,  still  in 
silence. 

Lady  Xjonsmere  caught  him  by  the  arm  —  "Where 
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are  yon  going  t  Ah,  can  I  now  aak  jon  to  aave  m; 
Bon  from  the  awful  news,  you  youraeW  the  anfferer} 
And  yet — yet — you  know  bis  haste,  his  vehemence, 
if  he  learned  that  you  were  his  rival,  —  her  husband; 
you  whom  he  so  trusted!  What,  what  would  be  the 
reault  t  —  I  tremble ! " 

"Tremble  not;  I  do  not  treroblel  Let  me  go,  —  I 
will  be  back  soon,  —  and  then"  (his  lips  writhed)  — 
"then  we  will  talk  of  Harley." 

E^rton  went  forth,  stunned  and  dizzy.  Mechani. 
cally  he  took  his  way  acioas  the  Park  to  John  Avenel's 
house.  He  had  been  forced  to  enter  that  house,  for- 
OLally,  a  day  or  two  before,  in  the  course  of  his  canvass; 
and  his  worldly  pride  had  received  a  shock  when  the 
home,  the  birth,  and  the  manners  of  his  bride's  parents 
had  been  brought  before  him.  He  had  even  said  to 
himself,  "And  is  it  the  child  of  these  persons  that  I, 
Audley  lE^rton,  must  announce  to  the  world  as  wifel  " 
Now,  if  she  had  been  the  child  of  a  beggar,  nay,  of  a 
felon, — now,  if  he  could  but  recall  her  to  life,  how 
small  and  mean  would  all  that  dreaded  world  appear  to 
him!  Too  late,  —  too  latol  The  dews  were  glistening 
in  the  sim ;  the  birds  were  singing  overhead ;  life  wak- 
ing all  around  him,  —  and  his  own  heart  felt  like  a 
diamel-house.  IN'othing  but  death  and  the  dead  there , 
—  nothingi  He  arrived  at  the  door:  it  was  open;  he 
Ealled:  no  one  answered;  he  walked  up  the  narrow 
stairs,  undisturbed,  unseen;  he  came  into  the  chamber 
of  death.  At  the  opposite  side  of  the  bed  was  seated 
John  Avenel;  but  be  seemed  in  a  heavy  sleep.  In  fact, 
paralyeie  had  smitten  him;  but  he  knew  it  not;  neither 
did  any  one.  Who  conld  heed  the  strong,  hearty  man 
ID  such  a  moment t  Not  even  the  poor  anxious  wife! 
He  had  been  left  there  to  guard  the  house,  and  wateh 
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the  dead,  —  an  tinconecious  man;  numbed,  himBelf,  by 
the  invisible  icjr  hand  I  Audley  stole  to  ttie  bedside; 
be  lifted  &e  coverlid  throvn  over  the  pale  still  face. 
What  passed  witiiin  bim,  during  tbe  minute  he  stayed 
theie,  wbo  shall  sayl  But  when  he  left  the  loom,  and 
slovly  descended  the  staire,  he  left  behind  him  love  and 
youth,  all  the  sweet  hopes  and  joys  of  the  household 
human  life,  —  forever  and  ever  I 

He  returned  to  Lady  Lansmere,  who  awaited  his 
coming  with  the  most  nervous  anxiety. 

"Nov,"  eaid  he  diyly,  "I  will  go  to  Harley,  and  I 
will  prevent  his  returning  hither." 

"  You  have  seen  the  parents.  Qood  heavena  I  do  tbey 
know  of  your  marriage  t " 

"No;  to  Hsiley  I  must  own  it  first.  Meanwhile, 
silencel" 

"Silence I"  echoed  Lady  Lansmere;  and  her  burning 
hand  rested  in  Audley's,  and  Audley's  hand  was  as  ice. 

In  another  hour  Egerton  had  left  the  house,  and  before 
noon  be  was  with  Harley. 

It  is  necessary  now  to  explain  tiie  absence  of  all  tbe 
Avenel  family  except  the  poor  stricken  father. 

Nora  had  died  in  giving  birth  to  a  child,  —  died 
delirious.  In  her  delirium  she  had  spoken  of  shame, — 
of  di^iace;  there  was  no  holy  nuptial -ring  on  her  fin- 
ger! Through  all  her  grief,  ihe  first  thought  of  Mrs. 
Avenel  was  to  save  the  good  name  of  her  lost  daughter ; 
the  unblemished  honor  of  all  the  living  Avenels.  No 
matron,  loi^  descended  from  knights  or  kings,  had 
keener  pride  in  name  and  character,  than  the  poor  ponc- 
tilioua  Calviniatic  trader's  wife.  "Sorrow  later,  honor 
now  1 "  With  hard  dry  eyee  she  mused  and  muaed,  and 
made  out  her  plan.  Jane  Fairfield  should  take  away 
the  infant  at  once,  before  the  day  dawned,  and  nuiae 
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it  with  her  awn.  Hark  should  go  with  her,  for  Hn. 
AT«ael  dieoded  the  iiidiscretion  <rf  his  wild  gtiti.  She 
would  go  with  tham  heieelf  part  of  the  way,  in  order  to 
command  or  reasoa  them  into  guarded  ailence.  Bat  they 
could  not  go  back  to  Hazeldean  vitii  another  in&nt; 
Jane  must  go  where  none  knew  her;  the  two  infuitB 
might  pass  as  twins.  And  Mrs.  Avenel,  though  natu- 
rally a  humane,  kindly  woman,  and  with  a  mother's 
heart  to  infanU,  looked  with  almost  a  glad  stenineaa 
at  Jane's  puny  babe,  and  thought  to  herself,  "All  diffi- 
culty would  be  over  should  there  bo  only  one  /  Noi&'e 
child  could  thus  pass  thionghont  life  for  Jane's  I " 

Fortunately  for  the  preservation  of  the  secret,  the 
Avenels  kept  no  servant, — only  an  occasional  drudge, 
who  came  a  few  hours  in  the  day,  and  went  home  to 
sleep.  Mis.  Avenel  could  count  on  Mr.  Moi^^'s 
silence  as  to  the  true  cause  of  Kora's  deatiL  And 
Mr.  Dale,  wi^  should  he  reveal  the  dishonor  of  a 
family!  That  very  day,  or  the  next  at  farthest,  she 
oould  induce  her  husband  to  absent  himself,  lest  he 
should  blah  out  the  tale  while  his  sorrow  was  gieator 
than  his  pride.  She  alone  would  Uien  stay  in  the  house 
of  death  until  she  could  feel  assuied  that  all  else  were 
hushed  into  prudence.  Ay,  she  felt  that,  with  due 
precautions,  the  name  was  still  safe.  And  so  she  awed 
and  hurried  Mark  and  his  wife  away,  and  went  with 
them  in  the  covered  cart,  —  that  hid  the  faces  of  all 
three,  —  leaving  for  an  hour  or  two  the  house  and  the 
dead  to  her  husband's  charge,  with  many  an  admoni- 
tion, to  which  be  nodded  his  head,  and  whidt  he  did 
uot  hear!  Do  you  think  this  woman  was  unfeeling  and 
inhuman  t  Had  Xota  looked  from  heaven  into  her 
mother's  heart,  Nora  would  not  have  thought  so.  A 
good  name,  when  the  burial -stone  closes  over  dust,  is 
VOI.IU.  — 12 
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■tall  a  poaaeBflioD  upon  the  earth;  on  euth  it  is  indeed 
our  only  one  I  Better  for  om  friends  to  guBid  for  as 
that  treasure,  than  to  ait  dovn  and  weep  over  perishable 
clay.  And  weep!  —  Oh!  stem  mother,  long  years  were 
left  to  thee  for  weeping  I  No  tears  shed  for  Nora  made 
such  deep  furrows  on  the  cheeks  as  thine  did  I  Yet  who 
ever  saw  them  flow  I 

Harley  was  in  great  surprise  to  see  Egerton;  more 
surprised  when  Egerton  told  him  that  he  found  he  was 
to  be  opposed;  t^at  he  had  no  chance  of  success  at 
Lanemere,  and  had  therefore  resolved  to  retire  from 
the  contest.  He  wrote  to  the  Earl  to  that  effect ;  but  the 
Countess  knew  the  true  cause,  and  hinted  it  to  the  Earl; 
so  that,  as  we  saw  at  the  commencement  of  ^is  history, 
Egerton's  cause  did  not  suffer  when  Captain  Daehmore 
appeared  in  the  borough;  and  thanks  to  Mr.  Hazeldean's 
exertions  and  oratory,  Audley  came  in  by  two  votes, — 
the  votes  of  John  A.venel  and  Mark  Fairfield.  For 
though  the  former  had  been  removed  a  little  way  from 
the  town,  and  by  medical  advice,  — and  though,  on  other 
mattors,  the  disease  tiiat  had  smitten  him  left  him  docile 
as  a  child  (and  he  had  but  vague  indistinct  ideas  of  all 
the  circumstances  connected  with  Nora's  return,  save 
the  sense  of  her  loss) ,  —  yet  he  still  would  hear  how  tiM 
Blues  went  on,  and  would  get  out  of  bed  to  keep  hii 
word:  and  even  his  wife  said,  "He  is  right;  better  die 
of  it  than  break  his  promise ! "  The  crowd  gave  way  as 
the  broken  man  they  had  seen  a  few  days  before  so  jovial 
and  healthful  was  brought  up  in  a  chair  to  the  poll,  and 
said,  with  his  tremulous,  quavering  voice,  "I'm  a  true 
Blue,  — Blue  forever! " 

Elections  an  wondrous  things  I  'So  man  who  has  not 
seen  con  guess  how  the  zeal  in  them  triumphs  over  sick- 
ness, sorrow,  the  ordinary  private  life  of  nsl 
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There  wbb  forwarded  to  Andley  from  Lftnamera  Park, 
Noib's  last  letter.  The  poetman  had  left  it  there  an 
hour  or  two  after  he  himself  had  gone.  The  wedding- 
TiQg  fell  on  the  gronnd,  and  rolled  under  his  feet.  And 
^oee  burning,  passionate  reproaohea,  — all  that  anger  of 
the  wounded  dove  explained  to  him  the  myateiy  of  hei 
retum,  her  unjust  snspicions,  the  caose  of  her  sudden 
death,  which  he  still  ascribed  to  brain  fever,  bronght  cm 
by  excitement  and  fatigue.  For  Nora  did  not  apeak  of 
the  child  ahoat  to  be  bom;  she  had  not  remembered 
it  when  she  wrote,  or  ahe  would  not  have  written.  On 
the  receipt  of  this  letter  !E^erton  could  not  remain  in 
the  dull  village  district,  —  alone,  too,  with  Harley.  He 
said,  abruptly,  that  he  must  go  to  London,  —  prevailed 
on  L'Estrange  to  accompany  him;  and  there,  Then  he 
heard  from  Lady  Lansmere  that  the  funeral  was  over, 
he  broke  to  Harley,  with  lipe  as  white  as  the  dead,  and 
his  hand  pressed  to  his  heart,  on  which  his  hereditary 
disease  was  fastening  quick  and  fierce,  the  dread  truth 
that  Nora  was  no  more.  The  effect  upon  the  boy'a 
health  and  spirits  was  even  more  cmahing  than  Andley 
could  anticipate.  He  only  woke  from  grief  to  feel 
remorse.  "For,"  said  the  noble  Harley,  "had  it  not 
been  for  my  passion,  my  rash  pursuit,  — would  she  ever 
have  left  her  safe  asylum,  ever  even  have  left  her  native 
townl  And  then  —  and  then — the  struggle  between 
her  sense  of  duty  and  her  love  to  met  I  see  it  all,  — 
all  I     But  for  me  she  were  living  still  I  " 

"Oh,  not "  cried  I^rtoa,  his  confession  now  mshing 
to  his  lips.  "  Believe  me,  she  never  loved  you  as  yon 
think.  Nay,  nay,  —  hearmel  Bather  suppose  that  she 
loved  anoUier,  fled  with  him,  — was  perhaps  married  to 
him,  and— " 

"Holdl "  exclaimed  Harley,  with  a  terrible  banrt  of 
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passion,  —  "  yon  kill  her  twice  to  me  if  yon  bbj  thfttl  I 
can  still  feel  tluit  she  lives,  —  liveB  here,  in  m;  heart, 
—  while  I  dieam  that  she  loved  me,  or,  at  least,  that  no 
other  lip  ever  knew  the  kise  that  was  denied  to  minel 
But  if  you  toll  me  to  doubt  that ; — you — youl"  The 
boy's  anguish  was  too  great  for  his  frame ;  he  fell  sud- 
denly back  into  Andley's  aims;  he  had  broken  a  Uood- 
vessel.  For  several  days  he  was  in  great  danger;  but 
his  eyes  were  constantly  fixed  on  Audley's,  with  wist- 
fal,  intense  gaie.  "Tell  me,"  he  muttered,  at  the  risk 
of  reopening  the  ruptured  veins,  and  of  the  instant  loss 
of  life, — "  tell  me  —  you  did  not  mean  that.'  Tell  me 
yon  have  no  cause  to  think  she  loved  another,  —  wom 
another's ! " 

"Hush,  hush;  no  cause, — none,  none.  I  meant  but 
to  comfort  you,  as  I  thought,  fool  that  I  was,  —  that  is 
all! "  cried  the  miserable  friend.  And  from  that  hour 
Audley  gave  up  the  idea  of  righting  himself  in  his  own 
eyes,  and  submitted  still  to  be  the  livii^  lie, — he,  the 
haughty  gentleman ! 

Kow,  while  Hsrley  was  still  very  weak  and  suffering, 
Hr.  Dale  come  to  London  and  called  on  Egerton.  The 
curate,  in  promising  secrecy  to  Mrs.  Avenel,  had  made 
one  condition,  that  it  should  not  be  to  the  positive 
injury  of  Kora'a  living  son.  What  if  Kara  were  mar* 
ried  after  all  t  And  would  it  not  be  r^ht,  at  least,  to 
learn  the  name  of  the  child's  fathert  Some  day  he 
might  need  a  father.  Mis.  Avenel  was  obliged  to  con- 
tent herself  with  these  resOTvations.  However,  she  im- 
plored Mr.  Dale  not  to  make  inquiries.  What  could 
they  dot  If  Kora  were  married,  her  husband  would 
naturally,  of  his  own  accord,  declare  himself;  if  seduced 
and  forsaken,  it  would  but  disgrace  her  memory  (now 
saved  from  stain)  to  discover  the  father  to  a  child  of 
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irhoBs  very  existttice  the  worid  as  y«t  knew  nothing. 
These  ugnmente  perplexed  the  good  cnnte.  But  Jane 
Pftirfield  had  a  Ban^guine  belief  in  her  sister'B  inno- 
cence; and  all  her  suapioions  natnnlly  pointed  to  Loid 
L'Eatrange.  So,  indeed,  perhaps,  did  His.  Avenel's, 
though  she  never  owned  them.  Of  the  oomctnesa  of 
these  suspicions  Mi.  Dale  was  fully  oonvinoed;  t^ 
yonng  lord's  admiration,  Lady  Laosmeie'e  feus,  had 
been  too  evident  to  one  who  had  often  visited  at  the 
Park;  Harley's  alffupt  departure  just  before  Nora's 
return  home;  E^rton's  sudden  resignation  of  the  bor- 
oi^h  before  even  opposition  was  declared,  in  order  to 
rejoin  his  biend,  the  very  day  at  Nora's  death, —^all 
coDfirmed  his  ideas  that  Hailey  was  the  betrayer  or 
the  husband.  Perhaps  there  might  have  been  a  secret 
marri^e, ^possibly  abroad,  since  Harley  wanted  some 
years  of  his  majority.  He  would,  at  least,  try  to  see 
and  to  sound  Lord  L'Estrange.  Pievented  this  inter- 
view  by  Harley's  illness,  the  curate  resolved  to  ascer- 
tain how  far  he'  could  penetrate  into  the  mystery  by  a 
conversation  with  I^erton.  There  was  much  in  the 
grave  lepate  which  the  latter  had  acquired,  and  the 
sii^nlar  and  pre-eminent  character  for  truth  and  honor 
with  which  it  was  accompanied,  that  made  the  curate 
resolve  upon  this  step.  Accordingly,  be  saw  Egerton, 
meaning  only  diplomatically  to  extract  from  the  new 
member  for  Lanwnere  what  might  benefit  the  family  of 
the  voters  who  had  given  him  his  n^jority  of  two. 

He  began  by  mentioning,  as  a  tooohing  foct,  how  poor 
John  Avenel,  bowed  down  by  the  loss  of  his  child,  and 
the  malady  which  had  crippled  his  limbe  and  enfeebled 
his  mind,  had  still  risen  from  hie  bed  to  keep  his  word. 
And  Audley's  emotions  seemed  to  him  so  earnest  and 
genuine,  to  show  so  good  a  heart,  that  oat  by  little  and 
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li^e  came  more;  first,  his  suspicioDB  tJiat  poor  Nora 
had  beea  betrayed  i  then  bis  hopes  that  then  might 
have  beea  a  private  matriE^e;  aad  as  Audley,  with  Ma 
iron  BeU-commond,  showed  just  the  proper  degree  of 
interest,  aad  no  more,  he  went  on,  till  Audley  knew 
that  he  had  a  child. 

"Inquire  oo  further  1  "  said  the  man  of  the  world. 
"Beepect  Mrs.  Avenel's  feelings  and  wishes,  I  entreat 
you;  they  are  the  right  ones.  Leave  the  rest  U>  me. 
In  my  position,  —  I  mean  as  a  resident  of  London,  —  I 
can  quietly  and  easily  ascertain  more  than  you  could, 
and  provoke  no  scandal!  If  I  can  tight  this  —  this — 
poor  [his  voice  trembled]  —  right  the  lost  mothet,  or  the 
living  child,  sooner  or  later  you  will  hear  from  me;  if 
not,  bury  this  secret  where  it  now  rests,  in  a  grave 
which  slander  has  not  reached.  But  the  child, — give 
me  the  address  where  it  is  to  be  fotmd,  in  case  I  sue 
ceed  in  finding  the  father,  and  touching  his  heart." 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Egerton,  may  I  not  say  where  jou  may  find 
that  father,  —  who  he  is  1 " 

"  Sir  I " 

"  Do  not  be  angiy ;  and,  after  all ,  I  cannot  ask  you  to 
betray  any  confidence  which  a  friend  may  have  placed 
in  you.  I  know  what  you  men  of  high  honor  are  to 
each  other,  —  even  in  sin.  No,  no,  —  I  beg  pardon;  I 
leave  all  in  your  hands.     I  shall  hear  from  you  then!  " 

"Or  if  not,  —  why,  then,  believe  ibat  all  search  is 
hopeless.  My  friendl  if  you  mean  Lord  L'Estrange, 
he  is  innocent.  I  —  I — I  [the  voice  faltered] — am 
convinced  of  it. " 

The  curate  sighed,  but  made  no  answer.  '  0  ye  men 
of  the  world  I  "  thought  he.  He  gave  the  address  which 
the  member  for  Lansmere  had  asked  for,  and  went  his 
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way,  and  neTer  hsaid  again,  from  Aitdky  Egerton.  He 
was  oonvinced  that  the  man  who  had  shown  euch  deep 
feeling  had  failed  ia  his  appeal  to  HarUy's  conscience, 
or  had  judged  it  best  to  leave  Kora's  name  in  peace,  and 
her  child  to  her  own  relations  and  the  care  of  Heaven. 

Harley  L'Estrange,  scarcely  yet  recovered,  hastened 
t«  join  our  armies  on  the  Continent,  and  eeek  the  death 
which,  like  its  half-brother,  rarely  cornea  when  we 
call  it. 

As  soon  as  Harley  was  gone,  Egerton  went  to  the 
village  to  which  Mr.  Dale  had  directed  him,  to  seek 
for  Nora's  child.  But  here  he  was  led  into  a  mistake 
which  materially  affected  the  tenor  of  his  own  life,  and 
Leonard's  future  destinies.  Mrs.  Fairfield  had  been 
naturally  ordered  by  her  mother  to  take  another  name 
in  the  village  to  which  she  had  gone  with  the  two 
infanta,  so  that  her  connection  with  the  Avenel  family 
-  might  not  be  traced,  to  the  provocation  of  inquiry  and 
gossip.  The  grief  and  excitement  through  which  she 
had  gone,  dried  the  source  of  nutriment  in  her  breast. 
She  put  Kora'a  child  out  to  nurse  at  the  house  of  a 
small  fanner,  at  a  little  distance  from  the  village,  and 
moved  from  her  first  lodging  to  be  nearer  to  the  infant. 
Her  own  child  was  so  sickly  and  ailing,  that  she  could 
not  bear  to  intrust  it  to  the  care  of  another.  She  tried 
to  bring  it  up  by  hand;  and  the  poor  child  soon  pined 
away  and  died.  She  and  Mark  could  not  endure  the 
sight  of  their  baby's  grave;  they  hastened  to  return  to 
Hazeldean,  and  took  Leonard  with  them.  From  that 
time  Leonard  passed  for  the  eon  they  had  lost. 

When  Egerton  arrived  at  the  village,  and  inquired 
for  the  person  whose  address  had  been  given  to  him,  he 
W88  referred  to  the  cottage  in  which  she  had  last  lodged. 
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and  wu  told  that  she  had  been  gone  aorae  days, — tlia 
day  after  her  child  was  buried.  Her  child  buried' 
Egerton  stayed  to  inquire  no  mora;  thua  he  heard 
nothing  of  the  infant  that  had  been  put  out  to  noree. 
He  walked  slowly  into  the  churchyard,  and  stood  for 
Bome  minutes  gazing  on  the  small  Dew  mound;  then, 
pressing  his  hand  on  the  heart  to  which  all  emotion 
had  been  forbidden,  he  re-entered  his  chaise  and  re- 
turned to  London.  The  sole  reason  for  acknowledging 
his  marriage  seemed  to  him  now  ramoved.  Kora'a  name 
had  escaped  reproach.  Even  had  his  painful  position 
with  regard  to  Harley  not  constrained  him  to  preserre 
his  secret,  there  was  every  motive  to  the  world's  wise 
and  haughty  son  not  to  acknowledge  a  derogatory  and 
foolish  marriage,  now  that  none  lived  whom  oonceal- 
ment  could  wrong. 

Audley  mechanically  nsumed  his  former  life,  — 
sought  to  resettle  his  thoughts  on  the  grand  objects 
of  ambitious  men.  His  poverty  still  pressed  on  him; 
hia  pecuniary  debt  to  Harley  stung  and  galled  his  pecu- 
liar sense  of  honor.  He  saw  no  way  to  clear  his  estates, 
to  repay  his  friend,  but  by  some  rich  alliance.  Dead  to 
love,  he  faced  this  prospect  first  with  repugnance,  then 
with  apathetic  indifference.  Levy,  of  whose  treachery 
towards  himself  and  Xora  he  was  unaware,  still  held 
over  him  the  power  that  the  money-lender  never  loses 
over  the  man  that  has  owed,  owes,  or  may  owe  again. 
Levy  was  ever  urging  him  to  propose  to  the  rich  Miss 
Leslie;  Lady  Lansmers,  willing  to  atone,  as  she  thought, 
for  his  domestic  loss,  urged  the  same;  Harley,  influenced 
by  his  mother,  wrote  from  the  Continent  to  the  same 
effect. 

"Manage  it  aa  yon  will,"  at  last  said  Egerttm  to 
Levy,  "so  that  I  am  not  a  wife's  pensioner." 
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"PropoBe  for  me  if  70a  will,"  h«  aaid  to  Lady  Lana- 
awe,  —  "I  caoDot  woo,  I  cannot  talk  of  love." 

Somehow  or  other  the  marrin^re,  with  (ill  itn  rich 
advuktagea  to  the  rained  gentleman,  was  thus  made 
vp.  And  Egerton,  as  we  have  Been,  was  the  polite 
and  dignified  husband  before  the  world, — married  to 
a  woman  who  adored  him.  It  ie  the  common  fate  of 
men  like  him  to  be  loved  too  well! 

On  her  death-bed  hie  heart  was  touched  hj  his  wife's 
melancholy  reproach  — "  Nothing  I  could  do  has  ever 
made  you  love  mel  "  "  It  is  true,"  answered  Audley, 
with  tears  in  hia  voice  and  eyes, — "Nature  gave  me 
but  a  small  fund  of  what  women  lik«  you  call '  love,' 
and  I  lavished  it  all  away."  And  he  then  told  her, 
though  with  reserve,  some  portion  of  his  former  his- 
tory; and  that  soothed  her;  for  when  she  saw  that  he 
had  loved,  and  could  grieve,  ahe  caught  a  glimpse  of  the 
human  heart  she  had  not  seen  before.  She  died,  for- 
giving  him  and  bleesing. 

Audley'a  spirite  were  much  aSbcted  by  this  new  loss. 
He  inly  resolved  never  to  marry  again.  He  had  a 
vague  thought  at  first  of  retrenching  his  expenditure, 
and  making  young  Randal  Leslie  his  heir.  But  when 
he  first  saw  the  clever  Eton  boy,  hie  feelings  did  not 
warm  to  him,  though  his  intellect  appreciated  Randal's 
quick,  keen  talento.  He  contented  himself  with  resolv- 
ing to  push  the  boy ;  to  do  what  was  merely  just  to  the 
dietuit  kiuenun  of  his  late  wife.  Always  careless  and 
lavish  in  money  matters,  geneToos  and  princely,  not 
from  the  delight  of  serving  others,  but  from  a  grand 
teiffneut^t  sentiment  :>{  what  was  due  to  himself  and 
his  station,  Aodley  had  a  moumfnl  excuse  for  the  lordly 
waste  of  the  large  fortune  at  his  control.  The  mor- 
bid functions  of  the  heart  had  become  organic  dieeaee. 
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True,  he  might  live  many  yean,  and  die  at  last  <A 
some  other  complaint  in  the  coarse  of  nature ;  h^t  the 
progresa  of  the  disease  would  quicken  with  all  emo- 
tinnal  excitement;  he  might  die  suddenly, — any  day, 
in  tha  very  prime,  and,  seemingly,  in  the  full  vigor 
of  hie  Life.  And  tiie  only  physician  in  whom  he  con- 
fided what  he  wished  to  keep  concealed  from  the  world 
(for  ambitious  men  would  fain  be  tiiought  immortal), 
told  him  frankly  that  it  was  improbable  that,  with  l^e 
wear  and  tear  of  political  strife  and  action,  he  could 
advance  far  into  middle  age.  Therefore,  no  son  of  his 
succeeding,  his  nearest  relations  all  wealthy,  — Egerton 
resigned  himself  to  his  constitutional  disdain  of  money; 
he  could  look  into  no  afiaiis,  provided  the  balance  in 
his  banker's  bands  were  such  as  became  the  munificent 
commoner.  All  else  he  left  to  his  steward  and  to  Levy. 
Levy  grew  rapidly  rich, — very,  very  rich,  —  and  the 
steward  thrived. 

The  usurer  continued  to  poeeesa  a  determined  hold 
over  the  imperious  great  man.  He  knew  Audley's 
secret;  he  could  reveal  that  secret  to  Harley.  And 
the  one  soft  and  tender  side  of  the  statesman's  nature 
—  the  sole  part  of  him  not  dipped  in  the  ninefold  Styx 
of  practical  prosaio  life,  which  renders  man  so  invul- 
nerable to  affection  —  was  hie  remorseful  love  for  the 
Bchool-friend  whom  he  still  deceived. 

Here,  then,  you  have  the  key  to  the  locked  chambers 
of  Audley  Egerton's  character,  the  fortified  castle  of  his 
mind.  The  envied  minister,  —  the  joyless  man;  the 
oracle  on  the  economies  of  an  empire,  —  the  prodigal 
in  a  usurer's  hands;  the  august,  high-crested  gentle- 
man, to  whom  princes  would  refer  for  the  casuistry  of 
honor,  —  the  culprit,  trembling  lest  the  friend  he  beet 
loved  on  earth  should  detect  his  lie  I     Wrap  thyself  in 
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ths  decent  veil  that  the  Arta  or  the  Graces  weave  for 
thee,  0  Human  Nature  I  It  is  only  the  etatue  of  mar- 
ble whose  nakedness  the  eye  can  behold  without  shame 
and  offence  I 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 


Of  the  nomtiTe  jnat  placed  before  the  reader,  it  is  clear 
that  Leonard  could  gather  only  desultory  fragmente.  He 
could  but  see  that  hia  ill-fated  mother  had  been  united 
to  a  man  she  bad  loved  with  euTpasaing  tendemeBs ;  had 
been  led  to  suspect  that  t^e  marriage  was  fraudulent;  had 
gone  abroad  in  despair,  returned  repentant  and  hopeful ; 
had  gleaned  some  intelligence  that  her  lover  was  about 
to  be  married  to  another,  and  there  the  manuacript  closed 
with  the  bliateis  left  on  the  page  b;  agonizii^  tears. 
The  mournful  end  of  Nora;  her  lonely  return  to  die 
under  the  roof  of  her  parento, —  this  he  had  learned 
before  from  the  narrative  of  Dr.  Morgan. 

But  eren  the  name  of  her  suppoeed  husband  was  not 
revealed.  Of  him  Leonard  could  form  no  coigecture, 
except  that  he  was  evidently  of  higher  rank  than  Nora. 
Harley  L'Eetrange  seemed  clearly  indicated  in  the  early 
boy-lover.  If  so,  Harley  must  know  all  that  was  left 
dark  to  Leonard,  and  to  him  Leonard  Ksolved  to  confide 
the  manuscripla.  With  this  resolution  he  left  the  cot- 
tage, resolving  to  return  and  attend  the  funeral  obaeqaies 
of  his  departed  friend.  Mrs.  Ooodyer  willingly  per- 
mitted him  to  take  away  the  papers  she  had  lent  to  him, 
and  added  to  tliem  the  packet  which  had  been  addressed 
to  Mis.  Berbsm  from  the  Continent. 

Musing  in  ansious  gloom  over  the  record  he  had 
read,  Leonard  entered  London  on  foot,  and  bent  his 
way  towards  Harley'e  hotel;  when,  just  as  he  had 
crossed  into  Bond  Street,  a  gentleman  in  company  with 
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Baron  Levy,  and  who  seemed,  hy  the  flush  on  hie  biow 
and  the  sullen  tooe  of  hia  Toice,  to  have  had  rather  an 
inilating  oolloqny  with  the  fashionable  oeuwr,  anddenly 
cai^ht  sight  of  Leonoid,  and,  abruptly  quitting  Levy, 
seized  the  young  man  by  the  arm. 

'  Excuse  me,  sir,"  said  Uie  gentleman,  looking  hard 
into  Leonard's  face ;  "  but  unless  these  sharp  eyea  of 
mine  are  mistaken,  which  they  seldom  are,  I  see  a 
nephew  whom,  perhaps,  I  behaved  to  rather  too  harshly, 
but  who  still  has  no  right  to  forget  Richard  Avenel." 

"  My  dear  uncle,"  exclaimed  Leonard,  "  this  is  indeed 
a  joyful  surprise;  at  a  time,  too,  when  I  needed  joyi 
TSo;  1  have  never  fo^otton  your  kindneae,  and  always 
regretted  our  estrangement." 

"  That  is  well  said ;  give  us  your  fiat  again.  Let  me 
look  at  you, — quite  the  gentleman,  I  declarel  still  so 
good-looking  too.  We  Avenels  always  were  a  handsome 
family.  Good-by,  Baron  Levy.  Need  not  wait  for  me; 
I  am  not  going  to  ran  away.     I  shall  see  yon  again. " 

"  But,"  whispered   Levy,  who  had  followed  Avenel 
across  Hhe  stieet,  and  eyed  Leonard  with  a  quick,  curious, 
searching  glance, —  "  but  it  must  be  as  I  say  with  regard  - 
to  the  boKiugh;  or  (to  be  plain)  yoa  must  cash  the  bills 
on  the  day  they  are  due." 

"  Very  well,  sir, —  very  well.  So  you  think  to  pnt  the 
screw  upon  ms,  as  if  I  were  a  poor  little  householder. 
I  understand,  —  my  money  or  my  borough  t " 

"  Exactly  so,"  said  the  Baron  with  a  soft  smile. 

"  Yon  shall  hear  from  me."  (Aside,  as  Levy  strolled 
away)  —  "  D — d  tarnation  rascal  I  " 

Dick  Avenel  tiien  linked  his  arm  in  his  nephew's, 
and  strove  for  some  minutes  to  forget  his  own  troubles, 
in  the  indulgence  of  that  curiosity  in  the  afiairs  of  an- 
other  which  was  natural  to  him,  and  in  this  iwrfjnw 
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increased  by  tlw  real  affection  which  he  had  felt  foi 
Leonard.  But  still  hie  curioeity  remained  nnaatiafied; 
for  \oDg  before  Leonard  could  overcome  hie  habitual 
reluctance  to  speak  of  hia  succeea  in  literature,  Dick's 
mind  wandered  back  to  hia  riral  at  Screwstown  and  the 
cutse  of  "  over-competition ; "  to  the  billa  which  Levy 
had  discounted,  in  order  to  enable  Dick  to  meet  the 
crushing  force  of  a  capitalist  larger  dum  himself, —  and 
the  "  tarnation  rascal "  who  now  wished  to  obtain  two 
aeate  at  Lansm^re,  one  for  Randal  Leslie,  one  for  a  rich 
Nabob  whom  Levy  had  just  caught  as  a  client  i  and 
Dick,  though  willing  to  aid  Leslie,  had  a  mind  to  the 
other  seat  for  himself.  Therafoie  Dick  soon  broke  in 
upon  the  hesitating  confessions  of  Leonard,  with  ez- 
ciamations  far  from  pertinent  to  the  subject,  and  rather 
for  the  sake  of  venting  his  own  griefs  and  resentment, 
than  with  any  idea  that  the  sympathy  or  advice  of  his 
nephew  could  serve  him. 

"Well,  well,"  said  Dick,  "ano&er  time  for  yora 
hiatoiy.  I  see  you  have  thrived,  and  that  is  enough  for 
the  present.  Very  oddj  but  just  now  I  can  only  think 
■  of  myself.  I  'm  in  a  regular  fix,  sir.  Screwstown  is 
not  the  leapectoble  Screwstown  ^at  you  remember  it,.— 
all  demoralized  and  turned  topsyturvy  by  a  demoniacal 
monster  capitalist,  with  steam-engines  Uiat  might  bring 
the  falls  of  Niagara  into  your  hack  parlor,  sir  I  And  as 
if  that  was  not  enough  to  destroy  and  drive  into  almighty 
shivers  a  decent  fair-play  Britisher  like  myself,  I  hear 
he  is  just  in  treaty  for  some  patent  infernal  invention 
that  will  make  his  engines  do  twice  as  much  work  with 
hali  as  many  hands  I  That  'a  the  way  those  unfeeling 
ruffians  increase  our  poor-rates!  But  I  '11  get  up  a  riot 
gainst  him, —  I  will!  Don't  talk  to  me  of  the  lawl 
What  the  devil  is  the  good  of  the  law  if  it  don't  protect 
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ft  ntBo'B  indusbr, —  a  lHwral  man,  too,  Ulra  me ! "  Hen 
Diok  bunt  into  a  stotm  of  vitupention  againat  the  rot- 
ten old  conntty  in  general,  and  Ur.  Dyoe,  the  monster 
eapilaliat  of  SciewBtovn,  in  partioolar. 

LeoDud  started;  for  Diok  now  named,  in  that  mon- 
eter  ot^taliet,  the  very  person  who  was  in  treaty  for 
Leonard's  own  mechanical  improTeinent  on  the  steam- 
engine. 

"  Stop,  nnole, —  stopl  Why,  then,  if  this  man  were 
to  bay  the  eontrivanoe  yon  s^eak  of,  it  would  injure 
yout" 

'  Iqjnre  me,  sirl  I  should  he  a  bankrupt, —  that  is, 
if  it  snooeeded ;  hut  I  daresay  it  is  all  a  humbug. " 

"  Ko,  it  will  sucoecdj  I  '11  answer  for  tiuU ! " 

"  You  I    Toa  have  seen  it  t " 

"  Why,  I  invented  it," 

Dick  hastily  withdrew  his  arm  from  Leonard's. 

"  SOTpent's  toothi "  he  said,  falteringly,  "  so  ibis  you, 
whom  I  wanned  at  my  hearth,  who  are  to  ruin  Richard 
Avenel  t " 

"  No, — but  to  save  him!  Come  into  the  city  and  look 
at  my  model.    If  you  like  it,  the  patent  shall  be  yours!  " 

"Gab — oab — cab,"  cried  Dick  Avenel,  stopping  a 
■  hansom; "  *  jump  in  Leonard,  jump  in.  I  '11  buy  your 
patent,-— that  is,  if  it  be  worth  a  straw;  and  as  for 
payment—" 

"  Payment!    Don't  talk  of  that! " 

'WeU,  I  won't,"  said  Dick,  mildly;  "for  'tis  not 
Ab  topic  of  conrereatian  I  should  choose  myself,  just  at 
present.  And  as  for  that  black-whiskered  alligator,  the 
Baron,  let  me  first  get  out  of  those  rambustioua,  unchris- 
tian, filbert-ehi^wd  claws  of  his,  and  then  —  But  jump 
in — jump  in — and  tell  the  man  where  to  drivel  " 

A  very  brief  inspection  of  Lerauurd's  invention  sufficed 
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to  show  Bidurd  Avoiiel  how  invaluable  it  would  be  to 
him.  Armed  with  a  patent,  of  which  the  certain  effects 
in  the  increase  of  power  and  diminution  of  labor  were 
obvioue  to  any  practical  man,  Avenel  felt  that  he  ebould 
have  no  difficulty  in  obtaining  euch  advances  of  money 
aa  h.«  requirod,  whether  to  alter  hie  engines,  meet  the 
bills  discounted  by  Levy,  or  carry  on  the  war  with  the 
monster  capitelist.  It  might  be  neoesaaiy  to  admit  into 
partnership  some  other  monster  capitalist, —  what  then! 
Any  partner  bettor  than  Levy.  A  bright  idea  struck 
him. 

"  If  I  can  just  terrify  and  whop  that  infernal  intruder 
on  my  own  ground,  for  a  few  months,  he  may  offer,  him- 
self, to  enter  into  partnership, —  make  the  two  concema 
a  joint-fltook  friendly  combination,  and  then  we  shall 
flog  the  world." 

Hi"  gratitude  to  Iieonard  became  so  lively,  that  Dick 
offered  to  bring  bis  nephew  in  for  I^nsmere  instead  of 
himself ;  and  when  Leonard  declined  the  offer,  exclaimed, 
"  Well,  then,  any  friend  of  yours;  I'm  all  for  reform 
against  those  high  and  mighty  right  honorable  borougb- 
moi^ers;  and  what  with  loans  and  mortgages  on  the 
small  householders,  and  a  long  course  of  'Free  and 
Easies '  with  the  independent  freemen,  I  carry  one  seat 
certain,  perhaps  both  seate  of  the  town  of  Lonsmere,  in 
my  breeches-pocket."  Dick,  then,  appointing  an  inter- 
view with  Leonard  at  hia  lawyer's,  to  settle  the  transfer 
of  the  invention,  upon  tenns  which  he  declared  "should 
be  honorable  to  both  parties,"  hurried  off,  to  search 
amongst  his  friends  in  the  city  for  some  monster  capi- 
talist, who  might  be  induced  to  extricate  him  from  tbe 
jaws  of  Levy,  and  the  engines  of  his  rival  at  Sorews- 
town.  "Mullins  is  tiie  man,  if  I  can  but  catch  him," 
said  Dick.    "Youhave  beard  of  Mullinsl  —  awonderful 
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great  man;  yoa  should  aee  bia  nails:  he  neTsr  cuts 
them!  Thtee  miilions,  at  least,  he  has  scraped  together 
with  those  naila  of  his,  sir.  And  in  this  rotten  old 
coontiy,  a  man  must  have  nails  a  yard  long  to  fight  with 
a  devil  like  Levy  I  —  Qood-bye  —  good-iye, — ■  aoob-by«, 
my  DBAS  nephew  I " 
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Hablbt  L'Estbaitoe  was  seated  alone  in  Ms  apart* 
menta.  He  had  jiut  put  down  a  volume  of  some  favor- 
ite claseio  antlior,  and  be  was  Testing  hia  band  firmly 
clenched  upon  the  book.  Ever  since  Hailey'e  letum 
to  England,  there  had  been  a  perceptible  change  in  the 
expression  of  his  countenance,  even  iu  the  very  bearing 
and  attitudes  of  his  elastic,  youthful  figure.  But  this 
change  had  been  more  marked  since  tb;^t  last  interview 
with  Helen  which  has  been  recorded.  There  was  a 
compressed,  leeolute  firmness  in  the  lips,  —  a  decided 
character  in  the  brow.  To  the  indolent  careless  grace 
of  his  movements  had  succeeded  a  certain  indescribable 
eneigy,  as  qniet  and  self-collected  as  that  which  distin- 
guished tbe  determined  air  of  Audley  Egerton  himself. 
In  fact,  if  you  oould  have  looked  into  his  heart,  you 
would  have  seen  that  Harley  was,  for  the  first  time, 
making  a  strong  efFort  over  his  passions  and  his  humors; 
that  the  whole  man  was  nerving  himself  to  a  sense  of 
duty.  "No,"  he  muttered,  —  'no,  I  will  think  only  of 
Helen;  I  will  think  only  of  real  I'fel  And  what  (were 
I  not  engaged  to  another)  would  that  dark-eyed  Italian 
girl  be  to  mel — What  a  mere  tool's  fancy  isthisi  I 
love  again,  —  I,  who,  through  all  the  fair  spring  of  my 
life,  have  clung  with  such  faith  to  a  memory  and  a 
grave!  Come,  come,  come,  Harley  L'Esttange,  act  thy 
part  as  man  amongst  men,  at  last!  Acoept  rogaid; 
dream  no  more  of  passion.  Abandon  false  ideala. 
Thou  ait  no  poet,  ^  why  deem  that  life  itself  oui  be 
a  poemi" 
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The  door  opened,  and  the  Auetrian  prince,  vhom 
Harley  had  interested  in  the  caose  of  Yiolante'a  faUier, 
entered  with  the  familiar  step  of  a  friend. 

"H&re  yon  dieoovered  thoee  dooumentB,  fetl"  nid 
the  Prince.  "  I  mnst  now  return  to  Vienna  within  a 
few  days.  And  nnlese  you  can  arm  me  with  aome  tan- 
gible proof  of  Peechiera's  ancient  treachery,  or  some 
more  unanswembls  excuse  fac  his  noble  kinsman,  I 
fear  that  there  is  no  other  hope  for  the  exile's  recall 
to  his  country,  than  what  lies  in  the  hateful  option  of 
giving  his  daughter  to  his  perfidious  foe." 

"Alaal"  said  Harley,  "as  yet  all  researches  hare 
been  in  rain;  and  I  know  not  what  other  steps  to 
take,  without  arousing  Peschieia's  rigilaoce,  aad  seU 
ting  his  crafty  brains  at  work  to  coimt«ract  us.  My 
poor  friend,  then,  must  rest  contented  with  exile.  To 
give  Yiolanto  to  the  Count  were  dishonor.  But  I  shall 
Boon  be  married;  soon  have  a  home,  not  quite  un- 
worthy of  their  due  rank,  to  offer  bo^  to  father  and  to 
child." 

"Would  the  future  Lady  L'Estrange  feel  no  jealousy 
of  a  guest  so  fair  as  you  tell  me  this  young  signorina 
ist  And  would  you  be  in  no  danger  yourself,  my  poor 
biend  t " 

"Poohl"  said  Harley,  coloring.  "My  fair  guest 
would  have  two  fathers;  that  is  all.  Pray  do  not  jeet 
on  a  thing  so  grave  as  honor." 

Again  the  door  opened,  and  Leonard  appeared, 

"Welcome,"  cried  Harley,  pleased  to  be  no  longer 
alone  under  the  Prince's  penetrating  eye,  —  "welcome. 
This  is  the  noble  fnend  who  shares  our  interest  for 
Siccabocca,  and  who  could  serve  him  so  well,  if  we 
could  but  discover  the  document  of  which  I  have  spokea 
to  you." 
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"It  is  han,"  nid  Leomod  dmply;  "ma;  it  be  kU 
that  you  require  I " 

Harley  eagerly  grasped  at  the  packet,  vhich  had  been 
sent  from  Italy  to  the  supposed  Mrs.  Bertram,  and,  lean- 
ing his  face  on  his  hand,  rapidly  hurried  through  the 
coateuts. 

"  Hurrah ! "  he  cried  at  lagt,  with  his  face  lighted 
up,  and  a  boyish  toaa  of  his  right  hand.  "  Look,  look, 
Prince,  here  are  Peschieia's  own  letters  to  his  kins- 
.  man's  wife ;  his  avowal  of  what  he  calls  his  '  patriotic 
designs ; '  his  entreaties  to  her  to  induce  her  husband  to 
share  them.  Look,  look,  how  he  wields  his  influence 
over  the  woman  he  had  once  wooed;  look  bow  artfully 
he  combats  her  objections;  see  how  reluctant  our  friend 
was  to  stir,  till  wife  and  kinsman  both  united  to  urge 
him." 

"It  is  enough,  —  quite  enough,"  exclaimed  the  Prince, 
looking  at  the  passages  in  Peschiera's  letters  which  Hor- 
ley  point«d  out  to  him. 

"Ko,  it  is  not  enough,"  shouted  Hailey,  as  he  con- 
tinned  to  read  the  letters  with  his  rapid  sparkling  eyes. 
"More  still!  0  vitlain,  doubly  damned!  Here,  after 
our  friend's  flight,  here  is  Peschiera's  avowal  of  guilty 
passion;  here,  he  swears  that  he  had  intrigued  to  ruin 
his  benefactor,  in  order  to  pollute  the  home  tbat  had 
sheltered  him.  Ah  I  see  how  she  answers;  ttiank 
Heaven  her  own  eyes  were  opened  at  last,  and  she 
scorned  him  before  she  died.  She  was  innocent  1  I 
said  sol  Violantfl'e  mother  was  pure.  Poor  ladyl  this 
'  moves  me.     Has  your  Emperor  the  heart  of  a  maut " 

"  I  know  enough  of  our  Emperor,"  answered  the 
Prince,  warmly,  "to  know  that  the  moment  these 
papers  reach  him,  Peschiera  is  ruined,  and  your  friend 
ia  restored  to  his  honors.     You  will   live  to  see  ths 
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daughter,  to  whom  yon  would  have  giren  a  child's 
place  at  youi  hearth,  the  wealthiest  heirem  of  Italf, 
—  the  bride  of  some  noble  lover,  with  rank  only  below 
the  Bupremacy  of  kings  I  " 

"Ah!"  said  Harley,  in  a  sharp  accent,  and  taIIUI^; 
very  pale,  —  "ah,  I  shall  not  see  her  that!  I  ahall 
never  riait  Italy  again!  never  see  her  more;  never, 
after  she  has  once  quitted  this  climate  of  cold  iron 
caree  and  formal  duties,  —  never,  never ! "  He  turned 
his  head  for  a  moment,  and  then  came  with  quick  step 
to  Leonaid.  "But  you,  0  happy  poet  I  No  Ideal  can 
ever  be  loet  to  you.  Ton  are  independent  of  real  life. 
Would  that  I  were  a  poet! "    He  smiled  eadly. 

"You  would  not  say  so,  perhaps,  my  dear  lord," 
answered  Leonard,  with  equal  sadness,  "if  you  knew 
how  little  what  you  call  '  the  Ideal '  replaces  to  a  poet 
the  loBB  of  one  affection  in  the  genial  hmnan  world. 
Independent  of  real  life!  Alas!  no.  And  I  have  here 
the  confessions  of  a  trae  poet^soul,  which  I  will  entreat 
yon  to  read  at  leisure;  and  when  you  have  read,  say  if 
yon  would  still  be  a  poet!  " 

He  took  forth  Nora's  manuscripts,  as  he  spoke. 

"Place  them  y<mder,  in  my  escritoire,  Leonard;  I 
will  read  them  later." 

"Do  80,  and  with  heed;  for  to  me  there  is  much  h^e 
that  involves  my  own  life,  —  much  that  is  still  a  mys- 
tery, and  which  I  think  you  can  unravel!  " 

"11"  exclaimed  Harley;  and  he  was  movii^  towards 
ths  eseritoire ,  in  a  drawer  of  which  Leonard  had  care- 
fully deposited  the  papers,  when  once  more,  but  this 
time  violently,  the  door  waa  thrown  open,  and  Giacomo 
rushed  into  the  room,  accompanied  by  Lady  Lansmere. 

"Ob,  my  lord,  my  loidl"  cried  Oiacomo,  in  Ital- 
ian, "the  signorinal  the  signorinal — Yiolante!" 
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"What  of  heit  Mother,  motheil  whst  of  herf 
Speak,  Bpeokl " 

"  She  has  gtme,  —  left  ooi  hooee  I  " 

"LeftI  Ko,  no,"  cried  Giacomo.  "She  mnat  hare 
been  deceived  or  forced  away.  The  Count!  the  ConntI 
Oh,  my  good  lord,  sare  her  as  yon  once  saTsd  her 
bther!  " 

"Holdl"  criedHarley.  "  Give  me  yonr  arm,  mother. 
A  tecond  euch  blow  in  life  ia  beyond  the  strength  of 
man, — at  least  it  is  beyond  mine.  So,  so!  —  I  am 
better  now!  Thank  you,  mother.  Stand  back,  all 
of  yon,  —  give  me  air.  So  the  Count  hae  triumphed, 
and  Violante  has  fled  with  himi  Explain  all,— •!  can 
bearitl" 
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INITIAL  CHAPTEE. 

WHBBIIN   IHB  CAXtOV   TA.MILY    BB1.PPBAS. 

"AfiAiir,"  quoth  my  father, — "agun  behold  its  1  We 
irho  greeted  the  eommenoement  of  jour  namtive ;  who 
ahaented  oniaelTea  in  the  inid>coune  when  we  could 
bnt  obatnict  the  cnrrent  of  events,  and  jostie  petson- 
Bgea  mora  important, — we  now  gather  round  the  clooe. 
Still,  aa  the  choraa  to  the  dmna,  we  dicle  round  the 
altar  with  the  aolemn  but  dabloua  chant  which  pr^ 
pares  the  audience  for  the  oompleti<Hi  of  the  appointed 
destinies;  though  still,  ounelvea,  unaware  how  the 
skein  is  to  be  unraTelled,  and  when  tba  ahean  ue 


80  there  they  stood,  the  family  of  Caxton,— all 
grouping  round  me;  all  eager  offidoiuly  to  questim; 
Bome  over-anzioos  piematorely  to  ciitjciae- 

"  Violaute  can't  have  voluntarily  gone  off  with  that 
hrarid  Count,"  said  my  mother;  "  but  perhapa  she 
was  deceived,  like  Eogenia  by  Mr.  Belliimy,  in  the 
novel  of  '  Camilla.'  " 

"  Ha! "  said  my  father,  "  and  in  that  case  it  is  time 
yet  to  st«al  a  hint  ham  Glariaaa  Harlowe,  and  moke 
Vioknte  die  less  of  a  broken  heart  than  a  sullied  honor. 
She  is  one  of  those  girls  who  ought  to  be  killedl  All 
things  about  her  forbode  an  early  tombl " 
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"  Dear,  dear!  "  cried  Mra.  Caxton,  "  I  hope  iiotl  '* 

'*  Pooh,  brother,"  said  the  Captain,  "  we  have  had 
enough  of  the  tomb  in  the  histoiy  of  poor  KoTa.  The 
whole  Btoiy  grows  out  of  a  grave,  and  if  to  a  gnre  it 
must  return, — if,  FisistratuB,  you  must  kill  somebody, 
kill  Levy." 

"  Or  the  Count,"  said  my  mother,  with  unusual 
tniGulence. 

"  Or  Randal  Leslie,"  said  Squills.  *'  I  should  like 
to  have  a  poet-mortem  cast  of  his  head;  it  would  be 
an  instructive  study." 

Here  then  was  a  general  confusion  of  tongues,  all 
present  conspiring  to  bewilder  the  unfortunate  author 
with  their  various  and  discordant  counsels  how  to  wind 
up  his  story  and  dispose  of  his  characters. 

"  Silence  I "  cried  Fiaistratos,  clapping  his  hands  to 
both  ears.  "  I  can  no  more  alter  die  fate  allotted  to 
each  of  the  personages  whom  you  honor  with  your 
interest  than  I  can  change  your  own;  Uke  you,  they 
must  go  where  events  lead  them,  urged  on  by  their 
own  characters  and  the  agencies  of  others.  Providence 
so  pervadingly  governs  the  universe,  that  you  cannot 
strike  it  even  out  of  a  book.  The  author  may  b^t 
a  character,  but  the  moment  the  character  comes  into 
action,  it  escapes  from  his  hands, — plays  its  own  part, 
and  fulfils  its  own  inevitable  doom." 

"  Besides,"  said  Mr.  Squills,  "  it  is  easy  to  see,  from 
the  phrenological  development  of  the  oigans  in  those 
sevend  heads  which  Pisistratus  has  allowed  ua  to  ex- 
amine, that  we  have  seen  no  creations  of  mere  fiction, 
but  living  persons,  whose  true  history  has  set  in  move- 
ment tiieir  various  bumps  of  amativeueas,  conatnie. 
tiveness,  acquisitiTeness,  ideidity,  wonder,  comparison, 
etc     They  must  act,  and  they  must  end  according  to 
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the  inflaenMB  of  &m  cniiia.  Thos  wb  find  in  Bao- 
dal  Leslie  the  predominant  oigana  of  oaiutractiT&- 
ness,  secntiveiien,  comparison,  and  eventualitj,  —  vhile 
beneTolence,  conBcientiouBnesa,  adheaiTeness,  u«  utterly 
nil.  Sow,  to  divine  how  such  a  man  must  end,  jn 
must  first  see  what  ia  the  geuetal  compoaitian  of  the 
society  in  which  he  moTes,  —  in  short,  what  other  gases 
are  brought  into  contact  with  hie  phlogiston,  A»  to 
Leonard,  and  Harley,  and  Audley  Egerton,  surveying 
them  phrenolt^cally,  I  shonld  say  that —  " 

"  Hush!  "  said  my  &thei,  "  Fisistiatus  has  dipped 
hie  pen  in  the  ink,  and  it  seems  to  me  easier  for  the 
wisest  man  that  ever  lived  to  acooant  for  what  others 
have  done,  than  to  predict  what  they  ehonld  do. 
Phrenologists  discovered  that  Mr.  Thnrtell  had  a  very 
fine  organ  of  conscientiousness,  yet,  somehow  or  other, 
that  erring  personage  contrived  to  knock  the  brains 
out  of  hia  friend's  organ  of  individuality.  Therefore 
I  rise  to  propose  a  resolution,  —  that  this  meeting  he 
adjourned  till  Pisistratus  has  completed  his  narrative; 
uul  we  ahall  then  have  the  satisfaction  of  knowing 
that  it  onght,  accordii^  to  every  prinoiple  of  nature, 
science,  and  art,  to  have  been  completed  difFerentiy. 
Why  shonld  we  deprive  ourselves  of  that  pleasure  I  " 

"I  second  the  motion,"  said  the  Captain;  " bnt  if 
Levy  be  not  hanged,  I  shall  say  that  there  is  an  end 
erf  all  poetical  justice. " 

"  'Take  care  of  poor  Helen,"  said  Blanche,  t«nderly; 
"  not  Uiat  I  would  have  you  forget  Violante." 

"Pishl  and  mt  down,  or  they  shall  botii  die  old 

Frightened  at  that  threat,  Blanche,  with  a  depre- 
cating look,  drew  her  stool  quietly  near  me,  as  if  to 
place  her  two  protigiea   in  an  atmosphere  mesmerized 
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to  matrimonial  attnctiouB;  and  my  mother  aet  hud 
to  work,  —  at  a  new  frock  for  the  baby.  TJosofteiied 
by  theae  ondue  female  influeiicae,  FiautFatoa  wrote  on 
at  the  dictation  of  the  relentleaa  Fates.  His  pen  was 
of  iron,  and  hia  heart  was  of  granite.  He  was  as  in- 
sensible to  the  existence  of  wife  and  baby,  as  if  he  had 
never  paid  a  house-bill,  nor  roshed  from  a  nursery  at 
the  sound  of  an  infant  squalL  Oh,  blessed  priTilege  of 
Authorship  I 

"0  teetudinia  aniHe 

Dalcem  que  itrepitam,  Fieri,  temperas  I 
O  mntiE  quoqne  piscibus 

Doaatnn  cyoni,  a  libeat,  aonum  I  "* 

'  O  UoM,  wbo  doat  temper  the  sweet  Mniiid  of  the  golden  ihell 
of  the  tortoiM,  Btul  conldit  also  gire,  wen  It  needed,  to  sileot 
fishes  the  song  of  the  awanl 
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It  is  neoeanry  to  go  somewhat  back  in  tho  coorae  of  thia 
nunti've,  and  acooimt  to  the  reader  for  the  diaappeamnce 
of  Violante. 

It  ma;  be  Temembered  that  Peec^iien,  Beared  by  the 
ntdden  approach  of  Lord  L'Settange,  had  little  time 
for  foitiier  words  to  tlie  joung  Italian  than  those  which 
expressed  his  intention  to  renew  the  ocmfeience,  and 
preaa  for  bar  decision.  But  the  next  day,  when  be  re- 
entered tha  garden  aacretly  and  atealtiulf,  as  before, 
Violanta  did  not  Kppesr.  And  after  watching  round 
the  precinotB  till  dusk,  the  Count  retreated,  with  an  in- 
dignant oonviction  that  his  arta  had  failed  to  enlist  on 
his  side  either  the  heart  or  the  imagination  of  hie  in- 
tended victim.  He  began  now  to  revolve,  and  to  diacnaa 
with  Levy,  the  poesibilitiea  of  one  of  tltoee  bold  and 
violent  measures,  which  were  bivored  by  hia  reckless 
daring  and  daaperate  condition.  But  Levy  beated  witli 
such  just  ridicule  auy  suggestion  to  abstract  Yiol&nte  by 
force  from  Lord  Lansmere'a  house,  —  so  scouted  the 
notions  of  nocturnal  assault,  with  the  devices  of  scaling 
windows  and  rope-ladders,  that  tbe  Count  reluctantly 
abandoned  that  romanoe  of  villany  so  nnsnited  to  our 
sober  capital,  and  which  would  no  doubt  have  termi- 
nated in  his  capture  by  the  polios,  with  the  prospect  of 
committal  to  the  house  of  oonection. 

Levy  himself  fonnd  his  invention  at  fault,  and  Bai^ 
dal  Leslie  was  called  into  consultation.  The  uanier  had 
oontrived  that  Randal's  schemee  of  fortune  and  advance 
meat  were  ao  baaed  upon  Levy's  aid  and  connivance, 


Digitized  ty  Google 


204  UY  HOTEL;  OB, 

that  the  young  man,  with  all  his  deBire  rather  to  make 
inatmmentB  of  other  men,  than  to  be  himself  their  in- 
strument, found  his  superior  intellect  aa  completely  a 
slave  to  Levy's  mors  experienced  creft,  as  erei  eubUe 
genius  ol  air  was  subject  to  the  vulgar  sorcerer  of 
earth. 

His  acquisition  of  the  ancestral  acres ;  his  anticipatad 
seat  in  Parliament;  his  chance  of  ousting  Frank  from 
the  heritage  of  Haseldean,  were  all  as  strings  that  pulled 
him  to  and  fro,  like  the  puppet  in  the  aleek  filbert- 
nailed  fingers  of  the  smiling  showman,  who  could  exhibit 
him  to  the  admiration  of  a  oiowd,  or  cast  him  away  into 
dust  and  lumber. 

Bandal  gnawed  his  lip  in  the  sollen  wrath  of  a  man 
who  bides  his  hour  of  future  emancipation,  and  lent  his 
brain  to  the  hire  irf  the  present  servitude  in  mechanical 
acquiescence.  The  inherent  superiority  of  the  profound 
young  schemer  became  instantly  apparent  over  tiie  cour- 
age of  Pesohiera,  and  the  practised  wit  of  the  Baion. 

"  Your  sister,"  said  fiandal  to  the  former,  "  must  bs 
the  active  agent  in  the  first  and  moat  difBcult  part  of 
your  enterprise.  Violante  cannot  be  taken  by  foroe  from 
Lord  Lansmere's, — -she  must  be  induced  to  leave  it 
with  her  own  consent.  A  female  is  needed  here. 
Woman  can  best  decoy  woman." 

"  Admirably  said,"  quoth  the  Count;  "  bat  Beatrioe 
has  grown  restlTs,  and  though  har  dowry,  and  thet«fore 
her  very  marriage  with  that  excellent  young  K^rAldft^nf 
depends  on  my  own  alliance  with  my  fair  kinswoman, 
she  has  grown  so  indifierent  to  my  success  that  I  dare 
not  reckon  on  her  aid.  Between  you  and  me,  thou^ 
she  was  once  very  eager  to  be  married,  she  now  seems 
to  shrink  from  the  notion;  and  I  have  no  otiier  bold  over 
her." 
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■*  Haa  abe  not  seen  eome  one,  and  lately,  vhom  ahiB 
ptefers  to  poor  Frank)" 

"  I  suspect  that  she  haa;  but  I  knoT  not  whom,  oii- 
leea  it  be  that  deteated  L'Estrange." 

"Ah, — well,  well.  Interfera  vith  her  no  further 
younielf,  but  have  all  in  readineas  to  quit  England,  as 
70U  had  befoTe  proposed,  as  soon  as  Violante  be  in  youi 
power." 

'*  All  is  in  readiness,"  said  tiie  Count.  "  Lery  baa 
agreed  to  purchase  a  famous  Bailing-vessel  of  one  of  hia 
cljenta.  I  have  engaged  a  score  or  so  of  determined 
outcasts,  accuatomed  to  the  sea,  —  Geuoeae,  Gorsicans, 
Soidinians ;  ex-Carbonari  of  the  best  aort ;  no  ailly  patriots, 
but  liberal  coemopolitans,  who  have  iron  at  the  disposal 
of  any  man's  gold.  I  have  a  priest  to  perform  the 
nuptial  service,  and  deaf  to  any  fair  lady's  '^o.' 
Once  at  aea,  and  wherever  I  land,  Violante  will  lean  on 
my  arm  aa  Gounteaa  of  Fescbien." 

"  But  Violant«,"  said  Bandal,  doggedly,  determined 
not  to  yield  to  the  disgust  with  whidi  the  Ooont's  andA- 
dous  cynicism  filled  even  bim,  —  "  but  Yiolante  cannot 
be  removed  in  broad  daylight  at  once  to  anoh  a  vessel, 
nor  from  a  quarter  so  populoua  as  that  in  which  your 
sister  reddea. " 

"  I  have  thought  of  that  too,"  sdd  the  Count;  *'  my 
emissaries  have  found  me  a  bonae  close  by  the  river,  and 
safe  for  our  purpose  as  the  dungeons  of  Venice. " 

"  I  wiab  not  to  know  all  this,"  answered  Bandal, 
quickly;  "you  will  instruct  Madame  di  N^ra  where 
to  take  Violante, — my  task  limita  itaelf  to  the  &ir  in- 
ventiouB  that  belong  to  int«Uect;  what  belongs  to  force 
is  not  in  my  province.  I  will  go  at  once  to  yoor  sister, 
whom  I  think  I  can  influence  more  effectually  than  you 
can;  though  later  I  may  give  you  a  hint  to  guard  against 
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the  chance  of  her  Temone.  Meanwhile,  ae,  flie  nuMnent 
Yiolante  diaappeaiB,  snspicion  would  fall  upon  yoa,  Bhcnr 
youreelf  constanUy  in  public,  sunonnded  by  your  Mends, 
Be  able  to  acconnt  for  ereiy  hour  of  yoni  time  —  " 

"  An  alibi?"  interrupted  the  oidevant  solicitor. 

*<  EzacUy  so,  Banm.  Complete  the  purchase  of  the 
vessel,  and  let  the  Count  man  it  as  he  proposes.  I 
vill  communicate  with  you  both  as  soon  as  I  can  put 
you  into  action.  To-day  I  shall  have  much  to  do;  it 
will  be  done." 

As  Randal  left  the  room  Levy  followed  him. 

"  What  you  propose  to  do  will  be  well  done,  no  doubt," 
quoth  ttie  usurer,  litifcing  bis  arm  in  Haudol's;  "  hut 
take  care  tiutt  you  don't  get  yourself  into  a  scrape,  so  aa 
to  damage  your  chaiaetor.  I  have  great  hopes  of  yon  in 
public  life;  and  in  public  life  character  is  necessary,— 
that  is,  BO  far  as  honor  is  concerned." 

"  I  damage  my  character  t  —  and  for  a  Count  Peachi- 
etal "  said  Baudal,  opening  his  eyee.  "  II  What  do 
yoa  take  me  for  t " 

The  BaroD  let  go  his  hcdd. 

••  This  boy  ought  to  rise  very  high,"  ntd  he  to  Inm 
■eU,  as  he  turned  back  to  the  Count. 
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RaitdaIi's  ftcnte  ttxxdty  of  compiehenHioii  bad  long  eince 
sunnised  the  tmth  ^t  Beatrice's  rieva  and  temper  of 
mind  had  been  etrangel;  and  suddenly  altered  hy  some 
snch  rerolntion  as  paseiou  only  can  effect;  that  piqne 
or  diBappointment  had  mingled  with  the  motive  which 
had  induced  her  to  accept  the  hand  of  his  laah  young 
kinaman;  and  that,  instead  of  the  redgned  indifference 
with  which  she  might  at  one  time  hare  contemplated  any 
marriage  that  could  &ee  hei  from  a  position  that  per- 
petually galled  her  pride,  it  was  now  with  a  repugnance, 
Tisihle  to  Bandal's  keen  eye,  tbat  she  shrank  from  the 
performance  of  that  pledge  which  Frank  had  so  dearly 
bought.  The  tomptationa  which  the  Count  could  hold 
out  to  her  to  l^eoome  his  accomplice  in  deajgns  of  which 
the  fraud  and  perfidy  would  revolt  her  better  nature,  hod 
ceased  to  be  of  avail  A  dowry  had  grown  valueless, 
since  it  would  but  hasten  the  nuptials  from  which  she 
recoiled.  Randal  felt  that  he  could  not  secure  her  aid, 
except  by  working  on  a  passion  so  turbulent  as  to  con- 
found her  judgment.  Such  a  passion  he  Tecogniied  in 
jealousy.  He  had  once  doubted  if  Harley  were  the  ob- 
ject of  her  love;  yet,  after  aU,  was  it  not  piobableT  He 
knew,  at  least,  of  no  one  else  to  Buapect.  If  so,  he  hod 
but  to  whisper,  "  Yiolante  is  your  rival.  "Violante  re- 
moved, yoor  beauty  may  find  ito  natural  effect;  if  not, 
you  are  an  Italian,  and  you  will  be  at  least  avenged." 
He  saw  still  more  reason  to  suppose  that  Lord  Ij'Esbsnge 
was  indeed  the  one  by  whouL  ha  could  rule  Beatrice, 
since,  the  lost  time  he  had  seen  her,  she  bad  questioned 
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Tiim  with  much  eagerness  as  to  the  &mily  cJ  Lont  Lans- 
mete,  eepeciall;  as  to  ths  female  part  of  it.  Randal  had 
then  judged  it  prudent  to  avoid  speaking  of  Violante,  and 
feigned  ignorance ;  but  promised  to  ascertain  all  particu- 
lars hj  the  time  he  next  saw  the  Maicheaa.  It  was  the 
wannth  with  which  she  had  fiianked  him,  titat  had  set 
his  busy  mind  at  work  to  conjecture  the  cause  of  her 
curiosity,  so  earnestly  aroused,  and  to  aacribe  that  cause 
to  jealousy.  If  Hatley  loved  Violante  (as  Bandal  him- 
self had  befote  supposed) ,  the  little  of  passion  that  the 
young  man  admitted  to  himself  was  enlisted  in  aid  of 
Feschiera's  schemes.  For  though  Randal  did  not  love 
Violante,  he  cordially  disliked  L'Estj^nge,  and  would 
have  gone  aa  far  to  render  thai  dislike  vindictive  as  a 
cold  reasoner,  intent  upon  worldly  fortunes,  will  ever 
suffer  mere  hate  to  influence  him. 

<<  At  the  worst,"  thought  Bandal,  "  if  it  be  not  Har- 
ley,  touch  the  chord  of  jealousy,  and  its  vibration  will 
direct  me  right." 

Thus  soliloquiang,  he  arrived  at  Madame  di  Ifegra'a. 

Now,  in  reality,  the  Marchesa's  inquiries  as  to  Lord 
Lansmere's  family  had  their  source  in  the  misguided, 
restless,  despairing  interest  with  which  she  still  dung 
to  the  image  of  the  young  poet,  whom  Kandal  had  no 
reason  to  suspect.  That  interest  had  become  yet  more 
keen  from  the  impatient  misery  she  had  teit  ever  since 
she  had  plighted  herself  to  another.  X  wild  hope  that 
she  might  yet  escape,  —  a  vague  regretful  thought  that 
she  had  been  too  hasty  in  dismissing  Leonard  from  her 
presence;  that  she  ought  rather  to  have  courted  bis 
friendship,  and  contended  against  her  unknown  rival,  at 
times  drew  her  wayward  mind  wholly  from  the  future 
to  which  she  had  consigned  herself.  And,  to  do  her 
justice,  though  her  sense  of  duty  was  so  defective,  and 
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the  pruiciplss  vhich  should  have  guided  her  conduct 
were  so  lost  to  her  eigbt,  still  her  feelings  toiranls  the 
generous  Hazeldean  were  not  so  hard  and  blunted  but 
irhat  her  ovu  ingratitude  added  to  her  torment;  and  it 
•eemed  as  if  the  sole  atonement  she  could  make  te  him 
me  to  find  an  excuse  to  withdraw  her  promiae,  and  sara 
him  from  herself.  She  bad  caused  Leonard's  steps  to  be 
watched;  she  Itad  found  that  he  visited  at  Lord  Lens- 
mere's;  that  he  had  gone  there  often,  and  eteyed  there 
long.  She  had  learned  in  the  neighborhood  that  Lansmere 
had  one  or  two  youi^  female  gueste  staying  with  her. 
Surely  this  was  the  attraction, — here  was  the  rival] 

Bandal  found  Beatrice  iu  a  stete  of  mind  that  favored 
hie  purpose.  And  first  turning  his  conversation  on  Har- 
ley,  and  noting  that  her  countenance  did  not  change,  by 
little  and  little  he  drew  fortii  her  secret. 

Then  said  Sandal,  gravely,  "  If  one  whom  yon  honor 
with  a  tender  thought  visite  at  Lord  Lanemen's  house, 
yon  have,  indeed,  cause  to  fear  for  yourself,  to  hope  for 
your  brother's  success  in  the  object  which  has  brought 
him  to  England,  —  for  a  giil  of  surpassing  beanty  is  a 
guest  in  Lord  Lansmeie'a  houae;  and  I  will  now  tell 
you  that  that  girl  is  she  whom  Count  Pesohiera  would 
make  his  bride. " 

Ajb  Bandal  thus  spoke,  and  saw  how  his  listener's 
brow  darkened  and  her  eye  flashad,  he  felt  that  his 
accomplice  was  secured.  'Violantol  Had  not  Leonard 
spoken  of  Yiolante,  and  with  such  praise  t  Had  not 
his  boyhood  been  passed  under  her  eyeat  Who  but 
Violanto  could  be  the  rival  t  Beatrice's  abrupt  excla- 
mations, after  a  moment's  pause,  revealed  to  Bandal  the 
advanti^  he  had  gained.  And  partly  by  rousing  her 
jealouf?  into  revenge ;  partly  by  flattering  her  love  with 
■ssQiances  that,  if  Violante  were  &irly  removed  from 
VOL.  ui.  — 14 
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England,  —  were  thewifeof  Coout  Feachiera, — hwonld 
be  imposuble  that  Leonard  could  remain  ineeiudble  to 
her  own  attiactioiis;  tihat  he,  Bandal,  ironld  undertaln 
to  free  her  honoTsbly  fiom  her  engagemeitt  to  Frank 
Hazeldean,  and  obtain  from  her  brother  the  acquittal 
of  the  debt  which  had  first  fettered  her  hand  to  that 
confiding  suitor,  —  he  did  not  quit  the  Marchesa  until 
she  had  not  onl;  promised  to  do  all  that  Randal  might 
suggest,  but  impetuously  urged  him  to  mature  his  plans, 
and  hasten  the  hour  to  accomplish  them.  Randal  then 
walked  some  minutes  musing  and  alow  along  the  streets, 
revolving  the  next  meshea  in  his  elaborate  and  most 
subtle  web.  And  here  hla  craft  luminously  devised  its 
masterpiece. 

It  was  necessary ,  during  any  interval  that  might  elapae 
between  Violante'a  disappeatance  and  ber  departure  from 
England,  in  order  to  divert  suspicion  from  FescMera 
(who  might  otherwise  be  detained),  that  some  cause  for 
her  voluntary  absence  from  Lord  Lansmere's  should  be  at 
least  assignable ;  it  was  atill  more  necessary  that  Randal 
himself  should  stand  wholly  clear  from  any  surmise  that 
he  could  have  connived  at  the  Count's  designs,  even 
should  their  actual  perpetrator  be  discovered  or  oon- 
jectnred.  To  effect  these  objects,  Randal  hastened  to 
Norwood  and  obtained  an  interview  with  Riccabocca. 
In  seeming  agitation  and  alarm,  he  informed  the  exile 
that  he  had  reason  to  know  that  Feschiera  had  buo- 
ceeded  in  obtaining  a  secret  interview  with  Violante, 
and  he  feared  had  made  a  certAln  favorable  impression 
on  her  mind ;  and  speaking  as  If  with  the  jealousy  of 
a  lover,  he  entreated  Riccabocca  to  authorize  Randal's 
direct  proposals  to  Violante,  and  to  require  her  consent 
to  their  immediate  nuptials. 

The  poor  Italian  was  confounded  with  the  IntelliganM 
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eaavoytii  to  him;  and  hii  almost  superstitdouB  feats  of 
hiB  biiUiant  eDsmj,  conjoined  with  his  opinion  of  the 
BOKeptilniit;  to  outwaid  attractioue  common  to  all  the 
female  aex,  made  Mm  not  only  impUcitly  credit,  bat  even 
exaggerate  the  dangers  that  Bondal  intimated.  The  idea 
of  hie  daughter's  marriage  with  Bandal,  towards  which 
he  had  lately  cooled,  he  now  gratefully  welcomed. 

But  his  fizBt  natntal  euggeetion  was  to  go,  or  send 
for  Yiolante,  and  bring  her  to  his  own  housa  This, 
howeveT,  Randal  artfully  opposed. 

"  AlasI  I  know,"  said  he,  "  that  Feschiera  has  dis- 
oorered  your  retoeat ;  and  surely  she  would  be  far  Leas 
safe  here  than  where  she  is  now  I  " 

"  But,  diaxoto  I  you  say  the  man  has  seen  hor  where 
she  is  now,  in  spite  of  all  I^uiy  Lansmere's  promises  and 
Alley's  precftutions. " 

"Troa.  Of  this  Peschiera  boasted  to  me.  HaeSected 
it  not,  of  coarse,  openly,  but  in  some  disguise.  I  am 
Buffldently,  however,  in  hia  confidence  —  any  man  may 
be  that  with  so  audacious  a  braggart — to  deter  faim  from 
renewing  hia  attempt  for  some  days.  Meanwhile  I,  or 
yourself,  will  have  discovered  some  surer  home  than  this, 
to  which  you  can  remove,  and  then  will  be  the  proper 
time  to  take  back  your  daughter.  And  for  the  pies£nt, 
if  yon  wiU  send  \sy  me  a  letter  to  enjoin  hei  to  receive 
me  as  her  future  bridegroom,  it  will  necessarily  divert 
all  thought  at  once  from  the  Count;  I  shall  be  aUe  to 
detect,  \s^  the  manner  in  which  she  receives  me,  how 
far  Uie  Count  has  overstated  the  effect  he  pretends  to 
have  produced.  Yon  can  give  me  also  a  letter  to  I^dy 
Langmeie,  to  prevent  yonr  daughter  oomii^  hither.  Oh, 
sir,  do  not  reason  with  me.  Have  indulgence  for  my 
lover's  fears.  Believe  that  I  advise  for  tiie  best.  Have 
I  not  the  keenest  interest  to  do  sol  " 
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Like  many  a  man  vho  is  wise  enough  with  pen  and 
paper  before  him,  and  plsnty  of  time  wheiewitfa  to  get 
up  hia  wisdom,  Biccabooca  was  flurried,  neirons,  aod 
confused  when  that  wisdom  was  called  upon  for  any 
ready  exertion.  From  the  tree  of  knowledge  he  had 
taken  grafts  enough  to  aerre  for  a  forest ;  but  the  whole 
forest  could  not  spare  him  a  handy  walking-etick.  The 
great  folio  of  the  dead  Machiavelli  lay  useleaa  before  him, 
—  the  living  Machiavelli  of  daily  life  stood  all  puisaant 
by  his  aide.  The  sage  was  as  supple  to  the  schemer 
aa  the  clairvoyant  is  to  the  mesmerist.  And  the  lean, 
slight  fingers  of  Randal  actually  dictated  almost  the 
very  words  that  Biccabocca  wrote  to  his  child  and  her 
hostess. 

The  philosopher  wonM  have  Uked  to  oonsolt  his  wife ; 
but  he  was  ashamed  to  confess  that  weakness.  Suddenly 
he  remembered  Harley,  and  said,  as  Bandal  took  up  the 
letters  which  Biccabocca  had  indited,— 

"  There,  —  that  will  give  us  time;  and  I  will  send  to 
Jford  L'Dstiange  and  telk  to  him." 

"My  noble  friend,"  replied  Bandal,  mournfully,  "  may 
I  entreat  yon  not  ti)  see  Lord  L'Sstrange  until  at  least 
I  have  pleaded  my  cause  to  your  daughter,  —  until, 
indeed,  cjie  is  no  longer  under  bis  father's  roof." 

"  And  why  t" 

"  Because  I  presume  that  you  are  sincere  when  you 
deign  to  receive  me  as  a  eon-in-law,  and  because  I  am 
sole  that  Lord  L'Estiange  would  hear  with  distaste  of 
your  disposition  in  my  favor.     Am  I  not  right  1 " 

Biccabocca  was  silent. 

"  And  tiiongh  his  a^uments  would  laH.  wi&  a  man 
of  your  honor  and  discernment,  they  might  have  more 
effect  on  the  young  mind  of  yonr  child.  Think,  I  be- 
seech you,  the  more  she  is  set  against  me,  the  more 
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scceaaible  she  ma^  be  to  the  arte  of  Feschien.  Speak 
not,  therefote,  I  imploie  jou,  to  Lord  L'Sstiange  till 
Yiolaiitfl  has  accepted  my  hand,  oc  at  leaat  until  she  ia 
again  under  youi  chai^;  othenriae  take  back  your  letter, 
— it  would  be  of  no  avail." 

"  Ferbape  you  are  right.  Certainly  Lord  L'Eetrange 
is  pngndiced  against  yon;  or  rather,  he  thinks  too  mnch 
of  vhat  I  have  been ,  —  too  little  of  what  I  am, ' ' 

"  Who  can  see  yon,  and  not  do  sot  J  pardon  turn." 
After  kisdng  Hm  hand  which  ^e  exile  modestiy  sought 
to  wit^TET  from  that  act  of  homage,  Sandal  pocketed 
the  letters;  and,  as  if  atm^ling  with  emotion,  rushed 
from  the  honse. 

Now.O  curions  reader, if  thon  wilt  heedfully  obaerre 
to  what  uses  £andal  Leslie  put  those  letters;  what 
speedy  and  direct  reanlta  he  drew  forth  from  devices 
which  wonld  seem  to  on  honest,  simple  understanding 
the  most  ronndabout  wire-drawn  wastes  of  invention, — 
I  almost  fear  that  in  thine  admiration  for  bis  clever- 
nesa,  thou  mayest  half  forget  thy  contempt  for  his 
knavery. 

But  when  the  head  is  very  full,  it  does  not  do  to  have 
the  heart  very  emp^;  ttiere  is  such  a  thing  as  being 
top-heavy  1 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

HeiiEH  uid  Tiolante  had  been  conrening  together,  and 
Helen  had  obejed  her  guardian'a  injimctioD,  and  spoken, 
though  briefly,  of  her  positivB  engagement  to  Hariey. 
However  much  Yiolante  had  been  prepared  for  the  oon- 
fidence;  however  dearly  she  had  divined  tltat  engage- 
ment; however  before  persuaded  tiiat  the  dream  of  her 
childhood  was  fled  forevei,  —  still  the  positive  truth, 
coming  tnaa  Helen's  own  hpe,  was  attended  with  that 
anguish  which  proves  how  impossible  it  is  to  pr^Kir* 
the  human  heart  for  the  final  verdict  which  slays  its 
future.  She  did  not,  however,  betray  her  emotion  to 
Helen's  artless  eyes;  sorrow,  deep-seated,  is  seldom 
Belf-betrayed.  But,  aft«r  a  little  while,  she  crept  away; 
and,  foi^tful  of  Peschieia,  of  all  things  that  could 
threaten  danger  (what  danger  could  harm  her  morel), 
she  glided  from  tiie  house,  and  went  her  desolate  way 
under  the  leafless,  wintry  treee.  Ever  and  anon  ^ 
paused;  ever  and  anon  she  murmured  the  same  words: 
"  If  she  loved  him,  I  could  be  consoled;  but  she  does 
not!  or  how  could  she  have  spoken  to  me  so  calmly! 
how  could  hei  very  looks  have  been  so  sad  t  Heaitiess! 
—  heartlessi  " 

Then  there  came  on  her  a  vehement  reeeubnent 
against  poor  Helen,  that  almost  took  the  character  of 
scorn  or  hate,  —  its  excess  startled  herself.  "Am  I 
grown  so  meant"  she  said;  and  tears  that  hnmUed 
her,  rushed  to  her  eyes.  "  Can  so  short  a  time  alter 
(me  thus  t    Impossible  I ' ' 
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BaodAl  LbsUb  nng  at  the  front  gate,  isqaiied  {or 
Yiolante,  and,  catching  eight  uf  hei  form  as  he  walked 
towards  the  honse,  advanced  boldly  and  openly.  His 
Toice  startled  bei  as  she  leaned  against  one  of  the  droaiy 
trees,  still  muttering  to  herself,  —  forlorn.  "  I  have  a 
letter  to  70a  from  your  father,  Signorina,"  said  Bandol. 
"  But,  before  I  give  it  to  yonr  hands,  some  explanation 
is  necessary.  Ck»ideBceDd,then,  to  hearmeh"  Violante 
shook  her  head  impatiently,  and  stretched  forth  her 
hand  for  the  letter.  Bandal  obeerved  her  countenance 
with  his  keen,  cold,  searching  eye;  bnt  he  etill  with- 
held the  letter,  and  continued,  after  a  pause, — 

"  I  know  tiiat  yon  were  bom  to  princely  fortunes; 
and  the  excuse  foi  my  addresaii^  yon  now  is,  Uiat  your 
birthright  is  lost  to  yon,  at  least  nnless  you  can  con< 
sent  to  a  union  with  the  man  who  has  de^xnled  you  of 
your  heritage,  —  a  union  which  yonr  father  would  deem 
dishonor  to  yourself  and  him.  Signorina,  I  might  have 
presumed  to  love  you;  but  I  should  not  have  named 
that  love,  had  your  father  not  enoounged  me  by  his 
assent  to  my  suit. ' ' 

Violanlfi  turned  to  tiie  speaker,  her  face  eloquent 
with  haughty  surprise.  Bandal  met  the  gaze  unmoved. 
He  continued,  without  warmth,  and  in  the  tone  of  one 
who  reasons  calmly,  rather  than  of  one  who  feels 
acutely, — 

•  ■  The  man  of  whom  I  spoke  is  in  pursuit  of  you.  I 
have  cause  to  believe  that  this  pereon  has  already  in- 
truded himself  upon  you.  Ah  I  your  countenance  owns 
it;  you  have  seen  Feechierat  This  house  b,  then,  less 
safe  than  your  father  deemed  it.  No  house  is  safe  for 
you  but  a  husband's.  I  offer  to  you  my  name ,  —  it  is  a 
gentleman's;  my  fortune,  which  is  small;  the  partici- 
pation in  my  hc^tes  of  the  future,  which  an  la^a.    I 
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place  naw  70111  father's  letter  in  jovx  hand,  and  avait 
your  answer."  Bandal  bowed  slightly,  gave  the  letter 
to  Tiol&nte,  and  retired  a  few  paces. 

It  was  not  bis  object  to  conciliate  Violante's  affection, 
bnt  rather  to  excite  her  repugnance,  or  at  leaet  her 
terror, — we  rnnet  wait  te  discover  why;  so  he  stood 
apart,  seemingly  in  a  kind  of  self-oonfident  indifference, 
while  the  girl  read  the  fallowing  letter :  — 

"  My  child,  receive  with  favor  Ur.  Leslie.  He  has  vaj  con- 
Bent  to  address  you  aa  a  suitor.  Circarastancea,  of  which  it  ii 
needless  now  to  infomi  ynu,  render  it  essential  to,  my  veiy 
peace  and  happiness  that  your  marrisige  should  be  immediate. 
In  a  woid,  I  have  given  my  promise  to  Mi.  Leslie,  and  I  con- 
fidently leave  it  to  the  dai^hter  of  my  boose  to  redeem  the 
pledge  of  her  snzioos  snd  tender  &theiL" 

The  letter  dropped  from  Violante's  hand.  Sandal 
approached,  and  restored  it  to  her.  Their  eyes  met. 
Violante  recoiled. 

"  I  cannot  marry  you,"  said  she,  pasraonately. 

"  Indeedl  "  answered  Bandal,  dryly.  "  Is  it  because 
you  cannot  love  me  !  " 

"Yes." 

"  I  did  not  expect  that  yoo  wonld  as  yet,  and  I  still 
persist  in  my  suit,  I  have  promised  to  your  father 
that  I  would  not  recede  before  your  first  nnccnsidered 
refusal." 

"  I  will  go  to  my  father  at  onoe." 

"  Does  he  request  yoa  to  do  so  in  his  letterl  Look 
again.  Pardon  me,  but  he  foresaw  your  impetuodl?; 
and  I  have  another  note  for  Lady  Lanamere,  in  which 
be  b^  her  ladyship  not  to  sanction  yonr  return  to  him 
(should  you  so  wish)  untltl  he  come  or  send  for  you 
himself.  He  will  do  bo  whenever  your  word  has  re> 
deemed  his  own. " 
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"  And  do  70U  dare  to  talk  to  me  thua,  and  yet  pre- 
tend to  love  mel" 

Randal  smiled  ironically. 

"  I  pretend  but  to  wed  70a.  Love  is  a,  subject  on 
which  I  might  have  spoken  formerly,  or  may  speak 
heieafter.  I  give  you  Bome  litUe  time  to  coneider. 
When  I  next  coll,  let  me  hope  that  we  may  fix  the 
day  for  ooi  wedding." 

"  Neverl " 

"  You  will  be,  then,  the  first  daughter  of  your  house 
who  disobeyed  a  father;  and  you  will  have  this  addi- 
tional crime  that  you  disobeyed  him  in  his  eoixow,  hi> 
exile,  and  his  talL" 

Yiolante  wrong  her  hands. 

"Is  there  no  choice,  —  no  eacapet" 

"  I  see  none  for  either.  Liston  to  me.  I  love  jtm, 
it  is  tnie ;  hut  it  is  not  for  my  happiness  to  marry  one 
who  difilikes  me,  nor  for  my  ambition  to  connect  myself 
with  one  whoee  poverty  is  greater  than  my  own.  I 
marry  but  to  keep  my  plighted  faith  with  yoni  father, 
and  to  save  you  from  a  villain  you  would  hate  more 
than  myself,  and  from  whom  no  walla  are  a  barrier,  no 
lawe  a  defence.  One  person ,  indeed,  might  perhaps 
have  preserved  you  from  the  misery  you  seem  to  antic- 
ipate with  me;  that  person  might  defeat  the  plans  of 
your  father's  foe,  —  efiect,  it  might  be,  t«rms  which 
could  revoke  his  banishment  and  restore  his  honors; 
that  person  is  —  " 

"Lord  L'Estrangel" 

"Iiotd  L'Estrangel"  repeated  Randal  sharply,  and 
watching  her  pale  parted  lips  aud  her  changing  color; 
"Lord  L'BBtrangel  What  could  he  dot  Why  did 
you  name  him  ? ' ' 

Yiolante  turned  aside.  "  He  saved  my  fsther  once," 
said  she,  feelingly. 
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"And  has  interfered,  and  trifled,  uid  promieed, 
Heaven  knows  what,  ever  since,  —  jot  to  what  endt 
Pooh  I  The  person  I  speak  of  your  father  would  not 
consent  to  see,  —  would  not  believe  if  he  saw  her;  yet 
she  is  generous,  noble,  —  could  eympathiie  with  yoo 
both.  She  is  the  dster  of  your  father's  enemy,— the 
Marcheea  di  Kegra.  I  am  convinced  that  ahe  has  great 
influence  with  hei  brother, — tiiat  she  has  known  enoo^ 
of  his  secrete  to  awe  him  into  renouncing  all  designs  en 
yourself;  but  it  la  idle  now  to  speak  of  her." 

"No,  no,"  exclaimed  Yiolante.  "Tell  me  where 
she  lives;  I  will  see  her.  " 

"Pardon  me,  I  cannot  obey  yon;  and,  indeed,  her 
own  pride  is  now  aroused  by  your  father's  unfortunate 
prejudices  against  her.  It  is  too  late  to  count  upon  her 
aid.  You  turn  from  me,  —  my  presence  is  unwelcome. 
I  rid  yoQ  of  it  now.  But  welcome  or  unwelcome^  later 
you  must  endure  it,— and  for  life." 

Kandal  again  bowed  with  formal  cerenKmy,  walked 
towards  the  house,  and  asked  for  Lady  Lansmeie.  The 
Countess  was  at  home.  Sandal  delivered  Biocabocea'a 
note,  which  was  very  short,  implying  that  he  feared 
Feachiera  bad  discovered  his  retreat, — and  requesting 
Lady  Lanamore  to  retain  Yiolante,  whatever  her  own 
desire,  till  her  ladyship  heard  from  him  a^iin. 

The  Countess  read,  and  her  Up  curled  in  disdain. 
"  Strangel "  said  she,  half  to  herself. 

"  Strangel  "  said  Bandal,  "  that  a  man  like  your  cor- 
respondent should  fear  one  like  the  Count  di  Feachiera. 
Is  that  it  t" 

"  Sir,"  said  the  Countess,  a  little  surprised,  — "strange 
that  any  man  should  fear  another  in  a  country  like  ouis  I  " 

"I  don't  know,"  said  Bandal,  with  his  low,  soft 
laugh;  "I  fear  many  men,  and  I  know  many  who  ought 
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to  fear  me ;  jet  at  every  tam  of  the  itnet  ooa  meets  e 
policeinan  t  " 

"  Tea,"  wid  Lady  Luismen.  "  But  to  mppoM  that 
this  profligate  foreigner  could  cany  away  a  girl  lilce 
'Yiolante  gainst  her  willi — a  man  ahe  has  never  seen, 
and  irhom  she  must  have  heen  taught  to  hate  I ' ' 

"  Be  on  your  guard,  nevertheless,  I  pisy  you,  madam; 
'  where  there  's  a  will  then 's  a  way.'  " 

Bandal  took  his  leave,  and  returned  to  Madame  di 
Nora's.  He  stayed  with  her  an  hour,  revisited  the 
Count,  and  then  strolled  to  Limmer'e. 

"  Bandal,"  eaid  the  Squire,  who  looked  pale  and  worn, 
hut  who  scorned  to  coofeaa  the  weakness  with  which 
he  still  grieved  and  yearned  for  his  rebelliaUB  eon, — 
"  Randal,  you  have  nothing  now  to  do  in  London;  can 
you  come  and  stay  with  me,  and  take  to  farming  t  I 
remember  that  you  showed  a  good  deal  of  sound  knowl- 
edge about  thin  sowing. " 

"Hy  dear  sir,  I  will  come  to  you  as  soon  as  the 
general  election  ia  over." 

'■  What  the  dence  have  you  got  to  do  wiUi  the  general 
'  d!" 

<■  Mr.  Egerton  has  some  wish  that  I  should  enter  Far>- 
liament;  indeed,  oegotiatioca  for  that  purpose  are  now 
on  foot." 

The  Squire  shook  his  head.  "  I  don't  like  my  half- 
brother's  politics. " 

"  I  shall  be  quite  independent  of  them,"  cried  Bfuidal, 
loftily;    "  that  independence  is  the  condition  for  which 


"  Glad  to  hear  it;  and  if  you  do  come  into  Parliament, 
I  hope  you  'U  not  turn  your  back  on  the  landt  " 

"  Turn  my  hack  on  the  land! "  cried  Bandal,  with 
devout  horror.     "  Oh,  eirl  I'm  not  so  unnatural  1 " 
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"  That's  the  right  wa;  to  put  it,"  quoth  the  credulous 
Squire;  "  it  is  unnatural!  It  is  turning  one'a  back  on 
one's  ovn  mother.     The  land  ie  a  mother —  " 

"To  those  who  live  by  her,  certainly  —  a  mother," 
said  BandsJ.,  giavely.  "And  though,  indeed,  my  father 
etarves  by  her  mther  than  lives,  and  £ood  Hall  is  not 
like  Hazeldean,  still  —  I  —  " 

"Hold  your  tongue,"  interrupted  the  Squire;  "I 
want  to  talk  to  you.  Tour  grandmother  wae  a  Hazel* 
dean." 

' '  Her  picture  is  in  the  drawing-room  at  Bood.  Peo[d« 
think  me  veiy  like  her." 

"Indeed!"  said  the  Squire  "The  Haieldeans  are 
generally  inclined  to  be  etout  and  rosy,  which  you  are 
certainly  not.  But  no  fault  of  yours.  We  are  all  as 
Heaven  made  ubI  Howevei,  to  the  point.  I  am  going 
to  alter  my  win  "  (said  with  a  choking  gulp).  "  This  is 
the  rough  draft  for  the  lawyers  to  work  upon. " 

"Fray — pray, air, do  not  speak  to  me  on  such  a 
subject.  I  cannot  bear  to  contemplate  even  the  poen- 
bility  of — of — " 

"  My  deathi  Hal  hal  noneenBe.  My  own  son  cal- 
culated on  the  date  of  it  by  the  insurance  taUes.  Ha, 
ha,  ha!  A.  very  fashionable  son,  —  ehl  Ha,  ha!" 
■  "  Poor  Frank!  do  not  let  him  suffer  for  a  momentary 
foi^tfulness  of  right  feeling.  When  he  cornea  to  be 
married  to  that  foreign  lady,  and  be  a  father  himself, 
he  —  " 

"  Father  himself  1  "  burst  forth  the  Squire,  "  Father 
to  a  flwarm  of  sallow-faced  Popish  tadpoles  I  Xo  foreign 
hog^  shall  hop  about  my  grave  in  Hazeldean  church- 
yaid.  No,  no.  But  you  need  not  look  so  reproachful, 
—  I  'm  not  going  to  disinherit  Frank. ' ' 

"  Of  couiBO  not,"  said  Bandal,  with  a  tdtt«T  curve  in 
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the  lip  that  rebelled  againat  the  jojoxta  amile  which  he 
•ought  to  impoee  on  it. 

"Ko, — I  shall  leave  him  the  life-interest  in  the 
greater  part  of  the  property ;  but  if  he  marry  a  foreigner, 
her  children  will  not  eucceed, — you  will  stand  after 
him  in  that  case.  But — (now  don't  interrupt  me)  — 
but  Frank  looks  as  if  he  would  live  longer  than  you,^ 
so  small  thanks  to  me  for  my  good  intentions,  you  may 
say.  I  mean  to  do  more  for  you  than  a  mere  barren 
place  in  the  entoiL     What  do  you  say  to  manyingt  " 

*'  Just  as  yon  please,"  said  Randal,  meekly. 

"Good,  There's  Miss  Stioktorights  disengaged,^ 
great  heiress.  Her  lands  run  on  to  Hood.  At  one  time 
I  thought  of  her  for  that  giaceleBB  puppy  of  mine. 
But  I  can  manage  more  easily  to  make  up  the  match 
for  yoa.  There's  a  mortgage  on  the  property;  old 
Sticktorights  wonld  be  very  glad  to  pay  it  ofF.  I  '11 
pay  it  out  of  the  Hazeldean  estate,  and  give  np  the 
right  of  way  into  the  bargain.  You  understand!  So 
come  down  as  soon  as  you  can,  and  coort  the  yoimg 
lady  yourself. " 

Kandal  expressed  his  thanks  with  much  grat«ful  elo- 
quence; and  he  tiaen  delicately  insinuated,  that  if  the 
Squire  ever  did  mean  to  bestow  upon  him  any  pecuniary 
favors  (always  without  iujniy  to  Frank) ,  it  would  grati^ 
him  more  to  win  back  some  portions  of  the  old  estate  of 
Bood,  than  to  have  aU  the  acres  of  the  Sticktorights, 
however  free  from  any  other  incumbrance  than  the 
amiaUe  heiress. 

The  Squire  listened  to  Randal  with  benignant  at- 
tention. This  wish  the  comitry  gentleman  could  well 
understand  and  sympathize  with.  He  promised  to  in- 
quire into  the  matter,  and  to  see  what  could  be  dons 
vrith  old  Thomhill. 
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Bandal  hen  let  out  that  Hr.  Thonohill  ns  about  to 
diepose  of  a  large  slice  of  the  BadeDt  Leslie  estate 
thiongh  Levy,  and  that  he,  Baadol,  conld  thus  get  it 
at  a  more  modeiate  price  than  would  be  natural  if  Ifr. 
Thorohill  knew  that  his  neighbor  the  Squire  would 
bid  for  the  purchase. 

"  Better  say  nothing  about  it  either  to  Levy  or 
Thomhill." 

"  Bight,"  said  the  Squire.  *■  No  proprietor  likes  to 
sell  to  another  proprietor,  in  the  same  shire,  as  largely 
aored  as  himself:  it  spoils  the  balance  of  power.  See 
to  tiie  busineee  yourself;  and  if  I  can  help  you  with 
the  puicbase  (after  that  boy  is  married,  —  I  can  attend 
to  nothing  before),  why,  I  will." 

Randal  now  went  to  Egerton'a.  The  atateaman  was 
in  hia  libiaiy,  settling  the  accounts  of  his  houa&«tewaid, 
and  giving  brief  orders  for  the  reduction  of  his  estab- 
lishment to  that  of  an  ordinaiy  private  genUeman. 

"  I  may  go  abroad  if  I  lose  my  election,"  said  Egw- 
ton,  condescending  to  assign  to  hia  servant  a  reason  for 
his  economy;  "and  if  I  do  not  lose  it,  still,  now  I  am 
ontof  oflBce,  I  ahall  live  much  in  private." 

"  Do  I  disturb  you,  sirT  "  said  Randal,  entering. 

"No;  I  have  just  done. " 

The  house-steward  withdrew,  much  surprised  and  dis- 
gusted, and  meditating  the  resignation  of  his  own  office, 
—  in  order,  not  like  E^rton,  to  save,  but  to  spend. 
The  honse-Bteward  had  private  dealings  with  Baron  Levy, 
and  was  in  foct  the  veritable  X.  Y.  of  the  "  Times," 
for  whom  I>ick  Avenel  bad  been  mistaken.  He  in- 
vested his  wages  and  perquidtes  in  the  discount  cd  bills; 
and  it  was  part  of  his  own  money  that  had  (though  un- 
known to  himaelf)  swelled  the  last  five  thousand  pounda 
wbidi  Egerton  had  borrowed  from  Levy. 
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"  I  hare  Bettled  with  our  oonunittee',  and,  with  Loid 
Lanamere'B  consent,"  eaid  Egerton,  briefly,  "  you  will 
stand  for  the  borough,  m  we  proposed,  in  ctu^nnction 
with  myself.  And  ehonld  any  accident  happen  to  me, 
— that  ia,  should  I  vacate  this  seat  from  an;  oause,  yon 
ma;  suoceed  to  It:  very  shortly  perhapa  Ingratiate 
yoarself  with  the  electors,  and  speak  at  the  public- 
bovises  for  both  of  as.  I  shall  stand  on  my  digni^, 
and  leave  the  work  of  election  to  you.  Tio  thanks, — 
yon  know  how  I  hat«  thanks.     Good-night." 

"  I  never  stood  ao  near  to  fortune  and  to  power," 
said  Randal,  as  he  slowly  undressed.  "  And  I  owe  it 
but  to  knowledge,  —  knowledge  of  men,  life,  of  all  that 
books  can  teach  us. " 

So  his  alight,  thin  fingers  dropped  the  extingnisher 
on  the  candle,  and  the  proaperoua  schemer  laid  himself 
down  to  rest  in  the  dark.  Shutters  closed,  curtains 
down,  —  never  was  leet  more  quiet;  never  was  room 
more  dark! 

That  evening,  Harley  had  dined  at  his  father's.  He 
qmke  much  to  Helen,  —  scarcely  at  all  to  Violante. 
But  it  so  happened  that  when  later,  and  a  Uttle  while 
before  he  took  his  leave,  Helen,  at  his  request,  was 
playing  a  favorite  air  of  bis,  Lady  Lansmere,  who  had 
been  seated  between  him  and  Violante,  left  the  room, 
and  Violante  turned  quickly  towards  Harley. 

"Do yon  know  the  Marcheea  di  IfegraT"  sheaaked, 
in  a  harried  voice. 

"  A  little.     Why  do  you  aekt  " 

"That  is  my  secret,"  answered  Violante,  bying  to 
smile  iriib  her  old  frank,  childlike  archness.  "  But  tell 
me,  do  you  think  better  of  her  than  of  her  brother?  " 

"  Certainly.  I  believe  her  heart  to  be  good,  and  that 
she  is  not  without  generous  qualities. " 
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"  Can  70a  not  indooe  my  {ather  to  eee  hert  Would 
yoa  not  connsel  him  to  do  so  1  " 

"  Aaj  wish  of  yonis  is  a  law  to  me,"  aiunrerad  Bar- 
ley, gallantly.  "  You  wish  yoor  &ther  to  aee  hert  I 
will  by  and  persuade  him  to  do  so.  Ifow,  in  retnm, 
confide  to  me  yoni  secret.     What  is  your  objectt  " 

"  Leave  to  return  to  my  Italy.  I  care  not  for  hon- 
ors,—  for  rank;  and  even  my  father  has  ceased  to  re- 
gret their  loss.  But  the  land,  the  native  land —  Oh,  to 
eee  it  once  more)    Oh,  to  die  therel  " 

"Die!  Tou  children  have  so  lately  left  heaven, 
that  ye  talk  as  if  ye  cr^uld  retnm  there,  without  pass- 
ing through  the  gates  of  Borrow,  infirmity,  and  agel 
But  I  thought  you  were  content  with  England.  Why  bo 
eager  to  leave  itt  Violante,  you  are  unkind  to  us,— 
to  Helen,  who  already  loves  you  so  well." 

As  Harley  spoke,  Helen  rosa  from  tlie  piano,  and, 
approaching  Violante,  placed  her  hand  caressiagly  cm 
the  Italian's  ehoulder.  Violante  shivered  and  shrunk 
•way.  The  eyes  hofh  of  Harley  and  Helen  followed 
ber.     Haiiey's  eyea  were  veiy  grave  and  thoughtful. 

"  Is  she  not  changed,  —  your  friend  t"  said  ha,  look- 
ing down. 

*'  Yes,  lately, — mueh  changed.  I  fear  there  is  some- 
thing on  her  mind;  I  know  not  wbat." 

"Ah]"  muttered  Harley,  "it  may  be  so;  bat  at 
your  age  and  hers,  nothing  resta  on  the  mind  long. 
Observe,!  say  the  mind, — the  heart  is  m<ne  tenacious." 

Helen  sighed  softly,  but  deeply. 

"  And  therefore,"  continued  Harley,  half  to  iumself, 
"we  can  detect  when  something  is  on  the  mind,  —  some 
care,  eome  fear,  some  trouble.  But  when  the  heart 
doeee  over  ita  own  more  passionate  sorrow,  who  can 
diacoverl  who  coi^ecturel    Yet  you  at  least,  my  pore. 
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Modid  Helen,  —  7011  might  anbject  mind  and  heut  alike 
to  the  fabled  window  of  giaae. " 

"  Oh,  nol  "  cried  Helen,  inTolimtaTily. 

"  Oh,  yesl  Do  not  let  me  think  Uiat  yon  hftve  one 
secret  I  may  not  know,  or  one  aorrow  I  may  not  ehare. 
For,  in  oui  relationBhip,  that  would  be  deceit." 

He  preeaed  her  hand  with  mom  tiian  usual  tendemew 
u  he  spoke,  and  shortly  afterwaids  left  the  house. 

And  all  that  night  Helen  felt  like  a  guilty  thing,— 
mote  wretched  even  than  Violante. 
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CHAPTER  V. 


Eablt  the  next  morning,  wliile  VioUnte  was  Btdll  in 
her  room,  a  letter  addressed  to  her  came  by  the  poet. 
The  direction  was  in  a  strange  hand.  She  opened  it. 
and  read,  in  Italian,  what  is  thus  translated:  — 

I  would  gladly  see  you,  but  I  cannot  call  openly  at  tba 
hoote  in  which  youUve.  Perhaps  I  may  hare  it  in  my  power 
to  arrange  fiunily  disKiurions,  —  to  repair  any  wrongs  your 
fittber  may  have  Buatained.  Perhaps  I  may  be  enabled  to 
render  younelf  on  essential  service.  But  for  oil  this,  it  is 
necessary  that  we  should  meet  and  confer  frankly.  Hean- 
while  time  presses,  —  delay  is  forbidden.  Will  you  meet  me, 
an  hour  after  noon,  in  the  lane,  just  ontside  tha  private  gate 
of  your  gardens  ?  I  shall  be  alone,  and  yon  cannot  fear  t« 
meet  one  of  your  own  sex  and  a  kinswoman.  Ah,  I  so  desire 
to  see  yon  I    Come,  I  beseech  yon. 

BtATBIOB. 

Violante  read,  and  her  decision  was  taken.  She  was 
naturally  fearless,  and  there  was  little  that  she  would  not 
hare  braved  for  the  chance  of  serving  her  father.  And 
now  all  peril  seemed  slight  in  comparison  with  that 
wlii^  awaited  her  in  Sandal's  suit,  backed  by  her 
father's  approval.  Bandal  had  said  that  Madame  di 
Negia  alone  could  aid  her  in  escape  from  himself.  Har- 
ley  had  eaid  that  Madame  di  ^^^ra.had  generous  quali- 
ties ;  and  who  but  Madame  di  Kegra  would  write  herself 
a  kinswoman,  and  sign  herself  Beatrice  1 

A  little  before  the  appointed  hour,  she  stole  osob- 
serred  through  the  trees,  opened  tiie  little  gate,  and 
found  herself  in  the   quiet  solitary  lane.      In   a  few 
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minutes,  a  female  figure  came  np,  with  a  qnick,  light 
step,  and,  throwing  aside  her  veil,  said,  with  a  sort  of 
wild,  sappreseed  eo'^rgy,  "  It  is  you  I  I  was  truly  told. 
Beautiful; — beautifoll  And,  ohi  vhat  youth  and  what 
bloom  1 " 

The  Toice  dropped  moumfollyi  and  Violante,  sni^ 
piiaed  by  the  tone,  and  blushing  under  the  pnise, 
remained  a  moment  nlent;  then  she  Baid,  with  some 
hesitation,  — 

"  You  aie,  I  preeume,  the  Marchesa  di  If^nl  And 
I  have  heaid  of  you  enough  to  induce  me  to  trust 
you." 

"Of  mel  Fnon  whom!"  aaked  Beatzice,  ahnoei 
fiercely. 

"  From  Mi.  LesUe,  and — and—" 

"  Go  on,  — why  faltert " 
'  "  From  Lord  L'Sstrange." 

"  From  no  one  else  t " 

"  N'ot  that  I  remember." 

Beatrice  sighed  heavily,  and  let  fall  her  veO.  Some 
foot-passengers  now  came  up  the  lane;  and  seeing  two 
ladies,  of  mien  so  remarkable,  turned  round,  and  gaced 
curiously. 

"  We  cannot  talk  here,"  said  Beatrice,  impatiently; 
"and  I  have  so  much  to  say,  —  so  much  to  know.  Trust 
me  yet  more;  it  is  for  youreelf  I  speak.  My  carriage 
waits  yonder.  Come  home  with  me,  — I  will  not  detain 
you  an  houri  and  I  will  bring  you  back." 

This  proposition  startled  Yiolante.  She  retreated 
towards  the  gate  with  a  gesture  of  dissent,  Beatrice 
laid  her  hand  on  the  girl's  arm,  and  again  lifting  her 
veil,  gazed  at  her  with  a  look,  half  of  soom,  half  ol 
admiration. 

"  I,  too,  would  onoe  have  recoiled  from  one  g^ef 
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beyond  the  fornutl  line  by  wbich  the  Torld  diridu 
liberty  from  woman.  Now  aee  how  bold  I  am.  Child, 
child ,  do  not  triSe  with  your  destinv.  You  may  never 
again  have  the  some  occasion  offered  to  yon.  It  is  not 
only  to  meet  you  that  I  am  here ;  I  must  know  some- 
thing of  you ,  —  something  of  yooi  heart.  "Why  shrink  I 
—  bnot  the  heart  pure  1 " 

Violante  made  no  answer;  but  her  smile,  so  sweet  and 
BO  lofty,  humbled  the  questioner  it  rebuked. 

"  I  may  restore  to  Italy  your  fa^er,"  said  Bea^oe, 
with  an  altered  voice.     "  Comet  " 

Violante  approadied,  but  still  hesitatingly. 

"Not  by  union  with  your  brother ) " 

"  You  dread  that  so  mxch  tbent" 

"  Dread  it!  Kol  Why  should  I  dread  what  is  in 
my  power  to  r^ect.  But  if  you  can  really  restore  my 
father,  and  by  nobler  means,  you  may  aave  me  for—" 

Violants  stopped  abruptly  ;  the  Uarchesa's  ejM 
sparkled. 

"  Save  you  for,  —  ahl  I  can  guess  what  you  leave 
unsaid.  But  come,  come,  —  more  strangers,  see;  yon 
shall  tell  me  all  at  my  own  house.  And  if  you  can  make 
one  sacrifice,  why,  I  wiA  save  you  all  else.  Come,  or 
farewell  forever  I " 

Violante  placed  her  band  in  Beatrice's,  with  a  frank 
confidence  that  brought  the  accusing  blood  into  the 
Marcbesa'a  cheek. 

•<  We  are  women  both,"  said  Violante ;  "  we  descend 
from  the  same  noble  house;  we  have  knelt  alike  to  the 
same  Virgin  Mother,  —  why  should  I  not  believe  and 
trust  you  t" 

"Why  ootl "  muttered  Beatrice,  feebly;  and  she 
moved  on,  with  her  head  bowed  on  her  breast,  and  all 
the  pride  of  her  step  was  goae> 
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They  nachad  &  c&niage  that  atood  hj  the  angle  of 
the  road.  Beatrice  spoke  a  vord  apart  to  the  driver, 
who  waa  an  Italian,  in  the  pay  of  ^  Oonut;  the  man 
nodded,  and  opened  the  carriage  door.  The  ladies  en- 
tered. Beatrice  pulled  down  the  blinda;  the  man  re- 
mounted his  box,  and  drove  on  rapidly. 

Beatrice,  leaning  hack,  groaned  aloud.  Yiolante  drew 
nearer  to  her  side.  "  Are  you  in  paint  "  said  she,  with 
her  tender,  melodioxu  Toic«;  "  or  can  I  serre  you  aa  you 
would  eerre  me  I " 

"  Child,  give  me  your  hand,  and  be  nient  while  I 
look  at  you.  Was  I  ever  so  fair  as  this  t  Kevert  And 
what  deeps,  —  what  deeps  roll  between  her  and  me  I " 

She  Boid  Hds  aa  of  eome  one  absent,  and  again  sank 
into  silence;  but  continued  atill  to  gaze  on  Violante, 
whose  eyea,  veiled  by  theii  long  fringes,  drooped  be- 
neath  the  gaze. 

Suddenly  Beatrice  started,  excluming,  *'  No,  it  shall 
not  bel  "  and  placed  her  hand  on  the  check-string 

"  What  shall  not  be  t "  asked  Yiolante,  snrpriaed  by 
the  cry  and  the  action.  Beatrice  paused, —  her  breaat 
heaved  visibly  under  her  dress. 

"  Stay,"  she  said  slowly.  "  Aa  yon  say,  we  are  both 
woman  of  the  same  noble  house;  you  would  reject  the 
suit  of  my  brother,  yet  you  have  seen  him;  his  the  form 
to  please  the  eye,  —  his  the  arts  that  allure  the  fancy. 
He  ofTeis  to  you  rank,  wealth,  your  father's  pardon  and 
recall.  If  I  could  remove  the  objections  which  your 
father  entertains,  —  prove  that  the  Count  has  less 
wronged  him  than  he  deems,  would  you  still  reject  the 
rank, and  the  wealth,  and  the  hand  of  Giulio  Fianzinil" 

"  Oh  yes,  yes;  were  his  hand  a  king'sl " 

"  Still,  then,  as  woman  to  woman,  —  both,  as  you  say, 
akin,  and  sprung  from  the  same  lineage,  —  still,  then. 
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answer  me  —  aiwwer  me,  for  you  speak  to  one  who  has 
loved  —  la  it  not  that  you  loYa  another  t  —  Speak, ' ' 

"  I  do  not  know.  Nay,  not  lore,  —  it  was  a  romance; 
it  i£  a  thing  impossible.  Do  not  question,  —  I  cannot 
answer."  And  tiie  broken  words  were  choked  by  eud- 
deD  tears. 

Beatrice's  face  grew  hard  and  pitiless.  Again  she 
lowered  her  veil,  and  withdrew  her  hand  from  the 
check-string;  but  the  cqachman  hsd  felt  the  touch,  and 
halted.  "Drive  on,"  said  Beatrice,  "as  you  were 
directed." 

Both  were  now  long  silent,  —  Violante  with  great 
difficulty  recovering  from  her  emotion,  Beatrice  breathing 
hard,  and  her  arms  folded  firmly  across  her  breast. 

Meanwhile  the  carriage  had  entered  London ;  it  passed 
the  quarter  in  which  Madame  di  Negra's  house  was  ata- 
ated;  it  rolled  fast  over  a  bridge;  it  whirled  through  a 
broad  thoroughfare,  then  through  defiles  of  lanes,  with 
tall  blank  dreary  houses  on  either  side.  On  it  went, 
and  on,  till  Violante  suddenly  took  alarm.  "  Do  you 
live  so  text "  she  said,  drawing  up  the  blind,  and  gazing 
in  dismay  on  the  strange  ignoble  suburb,  "X  shall  be 
missed  already.     Oh,  let  us  turn  back,  I  beseech  youl  " 

"  We  are  nearly  there  now.  The  driver  has  taken 
this  road  in  order  te  avoid  those  streets  in  which  we 
might  have  been  seen  together,  — perhaps  by  my  brother 
himself.  Listen  to  me,  and  talk  of  —  oiF  the  lover  whom 
you  rightly  associate  with  a  vain  romance.  '  Impoa- 
sible,'  — yes,  it  is  imposaiblel " 

Violante  clasped  her  hands  before  her  eyes,  and  bowed 
down  her  bead.  "  Why  are  you  so  cruel  I"  said  she. 
"  This  is  not  what  you  promised.  How  are  you  to 
serve  my  father,  — how  restore  him  to  his  countoyt 
This  is  what  you  promised  I  " 
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"  If  ;oa  oonaent  to  one  s&crifioe,  I  will  fulfil  th^ 
promise.     We  are  arrived." 

The  carriage  stopped  before  a  tall  dull  house,  divided 
from  other  houses  by  a  high  wall  that  appeared  to  en- 
cloae  a  yaid,  aiul  standing  at  the  end  of  a  narrow  lane, 
which  was  bounded  on  the  one  side  by  the  Thames.  In 
that  quarter  the  river  was  crowded  with  gloomy,  dark- 
looking  Tessela  and  craft,  all  lying  lifeless  nnder  the 
wintry  sky. 

The  driver  disnuninted  and  rang  tiie  beH.  Two 
swarthy  Italian  faoee  presented  themselves  at  the 
tiueshold. 

Beatrice  descended  li^tly,  and  gave  her  hand  to 
Violante.  "  Now,  here  we  flhall  be  secure,"  said  she; 
"and  here  a  few  minutes  may  suffice  to  decide  yonr 
fate." 

As  tiie  door  closed  on  Violante — who,  now  waking 
to  suspicion,  to  alarm,  looked  fearfully  round  the  dark 
and  dismal  ball  —  Beatrice  turned:  "Let  the  carriage 
wait. ' ' 

The'Italian  who  received  the  order  bowed  and  smiled ; 
but  when  the  two  ladies  had  ascended  the  etairs,  he  re- 
opened the  street-door  and  said  to  the  driver,  "  Back  to 
the  Comit,  and  say  '  all  is  safe.'" 

The  carriage  drove  off.  The  man  who  bad  given  this 
order  barred  and  locked  liie  door,  and,  taking  with  him 
the  huge  key,  plunged  into  the  mystic  recesses  of  the 
basement  and  disappeared.  The  hall,  thus  left  solitaiy, 
had  the  grim  aspect  of  a  prison;  the  strong  door  abeeted 
with  iron;  the  rugged  atone  stairs,  lighted  by  a  high 
window  grimed  wit^  the  dust  of  years,  and  jealously 
boned;  and  the  walls  themselves  abutting  out  rudely 
here  and  there,  as  if  against  violence  even  from  witliin. 
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It  TBS,  BB  we  have  seen,  mthout  talcing  counael  of  the 
faithful  Jemima  that  the  sage  Tocluee  of  Korwood  had 
yielded  to  his  own  fears,  and  Randal's  subtle  sugges- 
tions, in  the  concise  and  atbitraiy  letter  which  he  had 
written  to  Violante;  but  at  night,  when  churchyards 
give  up  the  dead,  and  conjugal  hearts  the  secrete  hid 
by  day  from  each  other,  the  wise  man  informed  his  wife 
of  the  step  he  had  taken.  And  Jemima  then,  who  held 
Knglish  notions,  veiy  different  from  tiiose  which  prevail 
in  Italy,  as  to  tile  right  of  fathers  to  dispose  of  their 
daughters  witiiout  reference  to  inclination  or  repugnance, 
so  sensibly  yet  so  mildly  represented  to  the  pupil  of 
Machiavelli  that  he  had  not  gone  exactly  the  right  way 
to  work,  if  he  feared  that  the  handsome  Count  had  made 
some  impresaiou  on  Violante,  and  if  he  wished  her  to 
turn  with  favor  to  the  suitor  he  recommended;  that  so 
abr<ipt  a  command  could  only  chill  the  heart,  revolt  the 
will,  and  even  give  to  the  audadous  Peschiera  some 
romantic  attraction  which  he  had  not  before  possessed, 
as  effectually  to  destroy  Biocahocca's  sleep  that  night. 
And  the  next  day  he  sent  Giocomo  to  lady  Lansmeie's 
with  a  very  kind  letter  to  Violante  and  a  note  to  the 
hostess,  praying  the  latter  to  bring  his  daughter  to  Nor- 
wood for  a  few  hours,  as  he  much  wished  to  converse 
with  both.  It  was  on  Oiacomo's  arrival  at  Knights- 
bridge  that  Violante's  absence  was  discovered.  Lady 
I^asmere,  ever  proudly  careful  of  the  world  and  its 
gossip,  kept  Qiacomo  from  betraying  his  excitement  to 
her  servants,  and  stated  throughout  the  decorous  houss- 
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hold  that  the  young  lady  had  informed  her  she  was 
going  to  viait  some  friends  that  morning,  and  had  no 
doubt  gone  through  the  gsiden  gate,  since  it  wss  found 
open ;  the  way  was  more  qaiet  there  than  by  the  high- 
road, and  her  friends  might  hare  therefore  walked  to 
meet  her  by  the  lane.  Lady  lAnsmeie  observed  that 
her  only  surprise  was  that  Violanto  had  gone  earlier 
than  she  had  expected.  Haring  said  this  with  a  com- 
posure  that  compelled  belief.  Lady  Lansmere  ordered 
the  carriage,  and,  taking  Oiacomo  with  her,  drove  at 
once  to  consult  her  son. 

Harley's  quick  intellect  had  scarcely  recovered  from 
the  ehock  upon  his  emotions,  before  Randal  Leslie  was 
announced. 

"AL,"  said  Lady  Lansmere,  "  Mr.  Leslie  may  know 
something.  He  came  to  her  yesterday  with  a  note  from 
her  faUier.     Pray  let  him  enter." 

The  Austrian  prince  approached  Harley.  "I  will 
wait  in  the  next  room,"  he  whispered.  "Yon  may 
want  me  if  you  have  cause  to  suspect  Pesohiera  in  all 
this." 

Lady  Lansmere  was  pleased  with  the  Prince's  deli- 
cacy, and,  glancing  at  Leonard,  said,  "Perhaps  you 
too,  sir,  may  kindly  aid  us,  if  you  would  retire  with 
the  Prince.  Mr.  Leslie  may  he  disinclined  to  speak  of 
afbiis  like  these,  except  to  Harley  and  myself." 

"True,  madam  J  but  beware  of  Mr.  Leslie." 

As  the  door  at  one  end  of  the  room  closed  on  tiie 
Prince  and  Leonard,  Bandal  entered  at  the  other,  aeem- 
ii^ly  much  agitated. 

"I  have  just  been  to  your  house.  Lady  Lansmere.  I 
heard  yon  were  here;  pardon  me  if  I  have  followed  you. 
I  had  called  at  Knightsbridge  to  see  Yiolante,  learned 
that  she  had  left  you.     I  implore  yon  to  tell  me  how 
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or  Thetefore.  I  hare  the  right  to  ask:  her  &ther  haa 
promised  me  her  haad." 

Harley's  falcon  eye  had  hrightened  ap  at  Bandal'e 
entrance.  It  watched  steadily  the  yoimg  man's  face. 
It  waa  clouded  for  a  moment  by  his  knitted  brows  at 
Sandal's  closing  words.  But  he  left  it  to  Lady  Lans- 
mere  to  reply  and  explain.  This  the  Countess  did 
briefly. 

Bandal  clasped  his  hands.  "  And  she  not  gone  to  her 
father's  t    Are  you  sure  of  that  f " 

"Her  father's  servant  has  just  come  from  Norwood." 

"Ob,  I  am  to  blame  for  this!  It  is  my  rash  suit, — 
ber  fear  of  it,  bei  aversion.  I  see  it  ail  I "  Sandal's 
voice  was  hollow  with  remorse  and  despair.  "  To  save 
her  from  Peschiera,  her  father  insisted  on  her  immediate 
marriage  with  myself.  His  orders  were  too  abrupt,  my 
own  wooing  too  unwelcome.  I  know  her  high  spirit; 
she  has  fled  to  escape  from  me.  Bat  whither,  if  not  to 
Norwood  t  —  oh ,  whither  t  What  other  friends  has  she , 
—  what  relations  1 " 

"You  throw  a  new  light  on  this  mystery,"  said  Lady 
Lansmere ;  "  perhaps  she  may  have  gone  to  her  father's 
aft«r  all,  and  the  serrant  may  have  crossed,  but  missed 
her  on  the  way.     I  will  drive  to  Norwood  at  once. " 

"Do  so  —  do;  but  if  she  be  not  there,  he  careful 
not  to  alarm  Biccabocca  with  the  news  of  her  disap- 
pearance. Caution  Giacomo  not  to  do  so.  He  would 
only  suspect  Peschiera,  and  be  hurried  t«  some  act  of 
violence." 

"Do  not  you,  then,  suspect  PescbieiK,  Mr.  Lesliel" 
asked  Harley,  suddenly. 

"  Ha !  is  it  possible  t  Yet,  no.  I  called  on  him  Haa 
morning  with  Frank  Hazeldean,  who  is  to  marry  his 
sister.     I  was  with  him  till  I  went  on  to  Knights- 
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bridge,  at  the  veiy  time  of  Yiolante's  disappmniioe. 
He  could  not  then  have  been  a  party  to  it." 

"  Tou  saw  Violaote  yesterday.  Did  you  speak  to  her 
of  Madame  di  NegnT"  asked  Harley,  suddenly  recall- 
ing the  queations  respecting  the  Maichesa  wbich  Vio- 
lante  bad  addreaaed  to  him. 

In  spite  of  himself,  Bandal  felt  that  he  changed  coua* 
t«nance.  "Of  Madame  di  Negra!  I  do  not  think  so. 
Tat  I  might.  Oh,  yes,  I  remember  now.  She  asked 
me  the  Marcbesa'a  addieea;  I  would  not  give  it." 

"The  address  ie  easily  found.  Can  ahe  have  gone  to 
the  Marcheea'B  house  I " 

"I  will  run  there,  and  see,"  cried  Bandal,  start- 
tag  up. 

"  And  I  with  you.  Stay,  my  dear  mother.  Proceed, 
as  you  propose,  to  ;^foIwood,  and  take  Mr.  Leslie's 
advice.  Spare  our  friend  the  news  of  bis  daughter's 
loss — if  lost  she  be  —  till  she  is  restored  to  him.  He 
can  be  of  no  use  meanwhile.  Let  Giacomo  rest  here; 
I  may  want  him." 

Harley  then  passed  into  the  next  room,  and  entreated 
the  Prince  and  Leonard  to  await  his  return,  and  allov 
Oiacomo  to  stay  in  the  same  room. 

He  then  vent  quickly  back  to  Bandal.  Wbatevet 
might  be  his  fears  or  emotions,  Harley  felt  that  he  had 
need  of  all  his  coolness  of  judgment  and  presence  of 
mind.  The  occasion  made  abrupt  demand  upon  powers 
which  had  slept  since  boyhood,  but  which  now  woke 
with  a  vigor  that  would  have  made  even  Bandal  trem- 
ble,  could  he  have  detected  tiie  wit,  the  court^,  tbe 
electric  energies,  masked  under  that  tranquil  self-possee- 
sion.  Lord  L'Estrange  and  Bandal  soon  reached  the 
Marcheea's  house,  and  learned  that  she  had  been  out 
since  morning  in  one  ctf  Count  Pescbiera's  carriages. 
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Bandal  stole  an  alarmed  glance  at  Harlej's  Um.  Har- 
ley  did  not  aeem  to  notice  it. 

"Now,  Mr.  Leelie,  what  do  jou  adviae  next  I  " 

"I  am  at  a  loss.  Ah,  perhape,  afraid  of  her  father, 
—  knowing  how  despotic  ia  hia  belief  in  patero&l  righte, 
and  how  tenacious  he  is  of  hie  word  once  paeaed,  «e  it 
has  been  to  me,  she  may  have  resolved  to  take  refuge  in 
the  country  i  perhaps  at  the  Casino,  or  at  Mrs.  Dale's, 
or  Mrs.  Hazeldean's.  I  will  hasten  to  inquire  at  the 
coach-office.     Meanwhile,  you — " 

"Never  mind  me,  Mr.  Leslie.  Do  what  yoa  think 
best.  But,  if  yout  eunoises  be  just,  you  most  have 
been  a  very  rude  wooer  to  the  higb-bom  lady  yoa 
aspired  to  win." 

"Not  so;  but  perhaps  an  unwelcome  one.  If  she  has 
indeed  fied  from  me,  need  I  say  that  my  suit  will  be 
wiUidiawn  at  once  I    I  am  not  a  selfish  lover,  Lord 


"Nor  I  a  vindictive  man.  Yet,  could  I  discover 
who  has  conspired  against  this  lady,  a  guest  under  my 
father's  roof,  I  would  crash  him  into  the  mire  as  easily 
as  I  set  my  foot  upon  this  ^ore.  Good-day  to  you, 
Mr,  Leslie." 

Randal  stood  still  for  a  few  momente  as  Harley 
steided  on;  then  his  lip  sneered  as  it  muttered, — 
"LiBolentt  But  does  be  love  hert  If  so,  I  am 
avenged  already." 
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Hablct  went  etra^bt  to  Peschiera'B  hot«l.  He  WM 
told  that  the  Count  had  walked  oat  with  Mr.  Frank 
Hazeldean  and  some  other  gentlemen  who  had  break- 
fasted with  him.  He  had  left  word,  in  case  any  one 
called,  that  he  had  gone  to  Tattersall's  to  look  at  some 
horaes  Uiat  were  for  sale.  To  Tattersall's  went  Harley. 
The  Connt  waa  in  the  yard  leaning  against  a  pillar,  and 
eurroimded  by  fadiioDable  friends.  Lord  L'Estrange 
paused,  and,  with  an  heroic  effort  at  self-maatery,  re- 
jHreeaed  his  rage.  '  I  may  lose  all  if  I  show  that  I  aua- 
pect  him;  and  yet  I  most  inault  and  fight  him  rather 
then  leave  hia  movements  free.  Ah,  is  that  young 
Haieldean  1  A  thought  strikes  me  I "  Frank  was  stand- 
ing apart  from  Uie  group  round  the  Count,  and  looking 
very  absent  and  very  sad.  Harley  touched  him  on  the 
ahoulder,  and  draw  him  aside  unobserved  by  the  Count, 

*  Mr,  Haieldean,  your  ancle  E^rton  is  my  dearest 
friend.     Will  yoa  be  a  friend  to  me  1    I  want  you." 

"My  lord—" 

"Follow  me.  Do  not  let  Connt  Peschiera  see  ua 
talking  farther." 

Harley  quitted  tike  yard,  and  entered  St.  James's 
Park  by  the  little  gate  cloae  by.  In  a  very  few  words 
ha  informed  Frank  of  Yiolante's  disappearance,  and  of 
his  reasons  for  snapecting  the  Count.  Frank's  first  sen- 
timent was  that  of  indignant  disbelief  that  the  Inother 
of  Beateice  could  be  so  vile ;  but  as  be  gradually  called 
to  mind  the  cynical  and  corrupt  vein  of  the  Count's 
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familiar  conversatioa ;  tlie  hinta  to  Feschien's  pr^'a- 
dice  that  had  been  dropped  by  Beatrice  herself;  and  the 
general  character  for  brilliant  and  daring  profligacy  which 
even  the  admirers  of  the  Count  ascribed  to  him, — Franlc 
was  compelled  to  reluctant  acquiescence  in  Hurley's  sus- 
picions; and  he  Baid,  with  an  earnest  gravity  very  rare 
to  him,  "Believe  me,  Lord  L'Estrange,  if  I  can  assist 
you  in  defeating  a  base  and  mercenary  design  against 
this  poor  young  lady,  you  have  but  to  show  me  how. 
One  thing  is  clear, —  Peechien  was  not  personally  en- 
gaged in  this  ahdnction,  since  I  have  been  with  Mm  all 
day;  and — now  I  think  of  it  —  I  begin  to  hope  that  yon 
wrong  him ;  for  he  has  invited  a  large  party  of  US  to  make 
an  excureion  wiUi  him  to  Boulogne  next  week,  in  order 
to  try  his  yacht,  which  he  could  scarcely  do  if — " 

"Yacht,  at  this  time  of  the  year  I  a  man  who  habitu- 
ally resides  at  Vienna,  —  a  yacht  t " 

"Spendquick  sells  it  a  bargain,  on  account  of  the  time 
of  year  and  other  reasons;  and  the  Count  proposes  to 
spend  next  summer  in  cruising  about  the  Ionian  Islea. 
He  has  some  property  on  those  isles,  which  he  has  never 
yet  visited." 

"How  long  is  it  since  he  bought  this  yacht!" 
"  Why  I  am  not  sure  that  it  is  already  bought,  —  that 
is,  paid  for.    Levy  was  to  meet  Spendquick  this  veiy 
morning  to  arrange  the  matter.     Spendquick  complains 
th&t  Levy  screws  him." 

"  My  dear  Mr.  Haseldean,  you  are  guiding  me  through 
the  Ukase.     Where  shall  I  find  Lord  Spendquick  I " 
"  At  this  hour,  probably,  in  bed.     Here  is  his  card." 
■  Thanks.     And  where  lies  the  vessel  t " 
"It  was  off  Blacknall  the  other  day.     I  went  to  see 
it, — '  The  living  I>utchman ; '  a  fine  vessel,  and  carries 
guns.' 
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"  Enough.  TSow,  heed  me.  Theie  on  be  no  imme- 
diate danger  to  Violante,  bo  long  aa  Feachieia  does  not 
meet  her;  so  long  as  we  know  hia  movementa.  Yon  are 
abont  to  many  his  Bister.  Avail  youraelf  of  tiiat  privi- 
lege to  keep  close  by  his  side.  Refuse  to  be  shaken  off. 
Make  what  exciues  fot  the  preaent  yoot  invention  sug- 
gests. I  will  give  you  an  excuee.  Be  anxious  and 
tmeasy  to  know  where  you  can  find  Madame  di  Negra." 

"  Madame  di  N^nl "  cried  Frank.  "  What  of  herl 
Ii  she  not  in  Canon  Street  t " 

"  No ;  she  baa  gone  out  in  one  of  the  Coont's  car- 
riages. In  all  probability  the  driver  of  that  carriage, 
or  some  servant  in  attendance  on  it,  will  come  to  the 
Count  in  the  course  of  the  day ;  and,  in  order  to  get  rid 
of  you,  the  Count  will  tell  you  to  eee  this  servant,  and 
ascertain  yourself  that  his  sister  is  safe.  Pretend  to  be- 
lieve what  the  man  says,  but  make  him  come  to  your 
lodgings  on  pretence  of  writing  there  a  letter  for  ti» 
Marcheaa.  Once  at  your  lodgings,  and  be  will  be  safe; 
for  I  shall  see  that  the  officers  of  justice  secure  bim. 
The  moment  he  is  there,  send  an  express  for  me  to  my 
hotel." 

"  But,"  said  Frank,  a  little  bewildered, "  if  I  go  to 
my  lodgings,  bow  can  I  watch  the  Countt " 

"  It  will  not  then  be  neceeaary.  Only  get  him  to 
accompany  you  to  your  lodgings,  and  part  with  bim  at 
&e  door." 

"  Stop,  stop, — yon  cannot  sospect  Madame  di  Negra 
of  connivance  in  a  scheme  so  infamous.  Pardon  me, 
Iiord  L'Estiange;  I  cannot  act  in  this  matter, —  cannot 
even  hear  you  except  as  your  foe,  if  you  insinuate  a  word 
against  the  honor  of  tbe  woman  I  love." 

*  Brave  gentleman,  your  hand.  It  is  Madame  di  Kegra 
I  would  save,  as  well  aa  my  friend's  young  child.    Think 
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bnt  of  her,  while  you  act  u  I  ontieat,  and  all  will  go 
well.     I  confide  in  you.     Now,  return  to  the  Count." 

Frank  walked  back  to  join  Peschieia,  and  his  In^v 
wae  thouf^tful,  and  his  tips  closed  firmly.  Harley  had 
that  gift  which  belooge  to  the  genina  of  acticm.  He 
inspiied  others  with  tiie  light  of  hia  own  apiiit  and  the 
force  of  hie  own  will.  Harley  next  hoatened  to  Lord 
Spendqnick,  lemained  with  that  young  gentleman  some 
minatee,  then  repaired  to  his  hotel,  where  Leonard,  the 
Prince,  and  Oiaoomo  still  awaited  him. 

"  Come  with  me,  both  of  you.  You,  too,  Giacomo. 
I  must  now  see  the  police.  We  may  then  divide  upon 
separate  missions." 

"  Oh,  my  dear  lord,"  cried  Leonard,  "  you  must  hare 
had  good  news.     You  seem  cheerful  and  sanguine. " 

'  Seem  I  Nay  I  am  sol  If  I  once  paused  to  despond 
— even  to  doubt — I  should  go  mad.  A  foe  to  baffle, 
and  an  angel  to  save!  Whoee  spirits  would  not  rise 
high;  whose  wite  would  not  moye  quick  to  ike  warm 
pulse  of  his  heart!" 
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TwiuoHT  wsB  dark  in  the  tdoih  to  which  Beatrice  had 
conducted  Violante.  A  great  change  had  come  over 
Beabice.  Rumble  and  weeping,  she  knelt  beside  Yio- 
lante,  hiding  her  taoe,  and  imploring  pardon.  And 
Ytolante,  atriving  to  reriet  Hie  terror  for  which  e^e 
DOW  saw  BSch  catue  as  no  woman-heart  can  defy,  still 
sought  to  soothe,  and  still  sweetly  assured  forgiveness. 

Beatrice  had  learned  —  after  qaick  and  fierce  qnes- 
tions,  which  at  last  compelled  the  answers  that  cleared 
away  every  doubt— that  her  jealousy  had  been  ground- 
less; that  she  had  no  rival  in  Violante.  From  that  mo- 
ment the  pasaions  that  had  made  her  the  tool  of  guilt 
abroptly  vanished,  and  her  conscience  startled  her  with 
the  m^^itude  of  her  treachery.  Perhaps  had  Violante's 
heart  been  wholly  free,  or  she  had  been  of  tiuX  mere 
commonplace,  girlish  character,  which  women  like 
BeaMce  are  apt  to  despise,  the  Marchesa's  affection 
tot  Peschiera,  and  her  dread  of  him,  might  have  made 
her  try  to  persuade  her  yoimg  kinswoman  at  least  to 
receive  the  Count's  visit, — at  least  to  snfiei  him  to 
make  his  own  excuses,  and  plead  his  own  cause.  But 
there  had  been  a  loftiness  of  spirit  in  which  Violant« 
had  first  defied  the  Marchesa's  questions,  followed  by 
such  generous,  exquisite  sweetness,  when  the  girl  per* 
ceived  how  that  wild  heart  was  stung  and  maddened, 
and  such  purity  of  mournful  candor  when  she  had  over- 
come her  own  virgin  bashfulneas  sufficiently  to  unde- 
ceive the  error  she  detected,  and  confess  where  her  own 
affections  ware  placed,  that  Beatrice  bowed  bdore  her 
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as  mariner  of  old  to  some  fiur  saint  that  had  allaTod  the 
stoim. 

"I  have  deceiTod  yon  I "  ahe  cried  through  her  solx; 
"but  I  will  now  eavo  you  at  any  cost.  Had  you  been  a« 
I  deemed,  the  rival  who  had  despoiled  all  the  hopes  of 
my  future  life,  I  could,  without  remorse,  have  been  the 
accomplice  I  am  pledged  to  be.     fiut  now  youl  oh,  you, 

90  good  and  eo  noble,  —  you  can  never  be  the  bride  of 

Peechiera.  Nay,  start  not:  he  shall  renounce  his  da- 
signs  forever,  or  I  will  go  myBelf  to  our  Emperor,  and 
expose  the  dark  secrets  of  hie  life.  Return  with  ma 
quick  to  the  home  from  which  I  ensnared  you." 

Beatrice's  hand  was  on  the  door  while  she  spcie. 
Suddenly  her  face  fell,  — her  lipa  grew  white;  the  door 
was  locked  from  without.  She  called,  —  no  one  an- 
swered; the  bell-pull  in  the  room  gave  no  sound;  the 
windows  were  high  and  barred,  —  they  did  not  look  on 
the  river,  nor  the  street,  but  on  a  close,  gloomy,  silent 
yaid;  high  blank  walls  all  around  it;  no  one  to  hear  the 
ciy  of  distreas,  rang  it  ever  so  loud  and  sharp. 

Beatrice  divined  that  she  herself  had  been  no  leas 
eosnaied  than  her  companion;  that  Peschieia,  distrust- 
ful of  her  firmness  in  evil,  bad  preduded  her  from  the 
power  of  reparation.  She  was  in  a  house  only  tenanted 
1^  his  hirelings.  Not  a  hope  to  save  Violante  from  a 
fate  that  now  appalled  her,  seemed  to  remaiu.  Thus, 
in  incoherent  self-reproaches  and  frenaed  teara,  Beatrice 
knelt  beside  her  victim,  commumcating  more  and  mors 
the  terrora  that  she  felt,  as  the  hours  rolled  on  and  the 
room  darkened,  till  it  was  only  by  the  dull  lamp  whidi 
gleamed  through  the  grimy  windows  from  the  yard  with- 
out, that  each  saw  the  face  of  the  other. 

Night  came  on;  they  heard  a  clock  from  aome  diatant 
church  atrike  the  hours.     The  dim  fire  had  long  since 
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bnined  out,  and  the  air  became  inteoselj  oold.  No  <»tft 
broke  apon  their  eolitude ;  not  a  voice  was  heard  in  the 
honse.  They  felt  neither  cold  nor  hunger;  they  felt 
but  the  solitude,  and  the  ailence,  and  the  dread  of  some- 
thing that  was  to  come. 

At  length,  about  midnight,  a  bell  rang  at  the  atieet 
door,  —  then  there  was  the  quick  eound  of  steps;  of 
sullen  bolts  withdrawn;  of  low,  mnrmured  voioes. 
Light  streamed  through  the  chinks  of  the  door  to 
tiie  apartment;  the  door  itself  opened.  Two  Italians 
bearing  tapers  entered,  and  the  Count  di  Peachieia 
followed. 

Beatriee  sprang  up,  and  rushed  towards  her  brother. 
He  laid  hie  hand  gently  on  her  lips,  and  motioned  to 
the  Italians  to  withdraw.  They  placed  the  lights  cm 
the  table,  and  Tanished  without  a  word. 

Fesdiiera  then,  putting  aside  bis  aistei,  approached 
Violante. 

"Fair  kinswoman,"  said  he,  with  an  air  of  easy  but 
resolute  aasuranoe,  "there  are  things  which  no  man  can 
excuse,  and  no  woman  can  pardon,  unless  that  love, 
which  is  beyond  all  laws,  suggests  excuse  for  the  one, 
and  obtains  pardon  for  the  other.  In  a  word,  I  have 
sworn  to  win  you,  and  I  have  had  no  opportunities  to 
woo.  Feai  not,  the  worst  that  can  befall  you  is  to  be 
my  bride.     Stand  aside,  my  eister,  stand  aside." 

"Oiolio,  not  OiulioFranzini,  I  stand  between  yon 
and  her;  you  shall  strike  me  to  the  earth  before  yon  can 
touch  even  the  hem  of  her  robe." 

"What,  my  eietert  —  you  turn  against  roe  t " 

"And  unless  you  instantly  retire,  and  leave  her  free, 
I  will  unmask  you  to  the  Emperor." 

"Too  late,  mon  cnfantl  You  will  sail  with  ns. 
The  effects  you  may  need  for  the  voyage  are  already 
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on  boaid.  You  will  be  witneaa  to  onr  marriage,  and  bj 
a  faolj  8on  of  the  Chuich.  Then  tell  the  EmperoT  what 
you  will." 

With  a  light  and  sudden  exertion  of  hie  strength,  the 
Count  put  away  Beatrice,  and  fell  on  his  knee  before 
Violante,  who,  drawn  to  her  full  height,  death-like 
pole,  but  unttembling,  regarded  him  with  unutterable 
disdain. 

"You  Boom  me  now,"  said  he,  throwing  into  hia 
featuies  an  expreseion  of  humility  and  admiration; 
"and  I  cannot  wonder  at  it.  But  believe  me,  that 
until  the  eoom  yield  to  a  kinder  aentiment,  I  will 
take  no  adrantage  of  the  power  I  have  gained  over 
your  fate." 

"Powerl"  said  Violanto,  haughtily.  "You  haTB 
ensnared  me  into  thia  house, — you  have  gained  the 
powei  of  a  day;  but  the  power  over  my  fate, — 
no!" 

"You  mean  that  your  friends  have  discovered  your 
disappearance,  and  are  on  your  track.  Fair  one,  I  pro- 
vide against  your  friends,  and  I  defy  all  the  laws  and 
police  of  England.  The  vessel  that  will  bear  you  fr^m 
these  shores  waits  in  the  rivei  hard  by.  Beatrice,  I 
warn  you, — be  still, — unhand  me.  In  that  vessel 
will  be  a  priest,  who  shalf  join  oui  hands,  but  not 
before  you  will  recognize  the  truth,  that  she  who  flies 
with  Oiulio  Peschien  must  become  his  wife,  or  quit 
him  as  the  di^^ace  of  her  house  and  the  soom  of  her 
sex." 

'  Oh,  villain!  villain!"  cried  Beatrice. 

"Pette,  my  sister,  gentler  words.  You,  too,  wonld 
marry.  I  tell  no  tales  of  you.  Signorina,  I  grieve  to 
Uireaten  force.     Give  me  your  hand;  we  must  be  gone." 

Violante  eluded  the  cla^  that  would  have  prohued 
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ber,  and,  dartmg  acroee  tih«  room,  opened  the  door,  and 
closed  it  hastily  behind  her.  Beatrice  clung  finuly  to 
the  Coant,  to  detain  him  from  ptmuit.  Bat  just  with- 
out the  dooT,  cloee,  as  if  listening  to  what  pasaed  within, 
stood  a  man  wrapped  from  head  to  foot  in  a  large  boot- 
cloak.  The  ray  of  the  lamp  that  beamed  on  the  man 
glitteied  on  the  bonel  of  a  pistol  which  he  held  in  hia 
right  hand. 

"HistI "  whispered  the  man,  in  English,  and  passing 
luB  ana  round  her,  —  "in  this  house  you  aro  in  that 
ruffian's  power;  out  of  it,  safe.  Ah!  I  am  by  youi 
side,  — I,  Violantel " 

The  voice  thrilled  toViolante's  heart.  She  started, 
—  looked  up,  hut  nottiing  was  seen  of  the  man's  face, 
what  with  the  hat  and  cloak,  sare  a  mass  of  lavan  carls, 
and  a  beard  of  the  same  hue. 

The  Count  now  threw  open  the  door,  dragging  after 
him  his  sister,  who  still  clung  round  him. 

"Ha, — that  is  welll"  he  cried  to  the  man,  in 
Italian.  "Bear  the  lady  after  me,  gently;  but  if  she 
attempt  to  ay  out,  —  why,  foroe  enough  to  silence  her, 
not  more,  Ab  for  you,  Beatrice,  traitress  that  you  are, 
I  oould  strike  you  to  the  earth,  but —  No,  this  suf- 
fices." He  caught  his  sister  in  his  arms  as  he  spoke, 
and,  regardless  of  her  cries  and  struggles,  sprang  down 
the  stairs. 

The  boll  was  crowded  with  fierce,  swarthy  men.  The 
Count  turned  to  one  of  them,  and  whispered;  in  an 
instant  the  Uarchesa  was  seized  and  ga^ed.  The 
Count  cast  a  look  over  his  shoulder;  Violante  was 
dose  behind,  supported  by  the  man  to  whom  Feeohiera 
had  consigned  her,  and  who  was  pointing  to  Beatrice, 
and  appeared  warning  Violante  against  resistAnce.  Vio- 
lante was  silent,  and  seemed  resigned.    Fesohieia  smiled 


t,  Google 


240  KT  HOVEL  ;  OK, 

cynioalljTi  and,  preceded  bj  Bome  of  hie  hirelinge,  who 
held  toichee,  deeoended  a  few  steps  that  led  to  aa  abmpt 
landing-place  between  the  hall  and  the  basement  stoi;. 
There  a  small  door  stood  open,  and  the  river  flowed 
cloee  by.  A  boat  was  moored  on  the  bank,  round 
vhicb  grouped  four  men,  who  had  the  ait  of  foreign 
sailors.  At  the  appearance  of  Peschieta,  three  of  these 
men  sprang  into  tiie  boat,  and  got  ready  their  oais. 
The  fourth  carefully  readjusted  a  plonk  thrown  from 
the  boat  to  the  wharf,  and  offered  his  ann  obsequiously 
to  Peschiera.  The  Count  was  the  first  to  enter,  and, 
humming  a  gay  opera  air,  took  his  place  by  the  helm. 
The  two  females  were  next  lifted  in,  and  Violante  felt 
her  hand  pressed  almost  convulsively  by  the  man  who 
stood  by  the  plonk.  The  rest  followed,  ond  in  another 
minute  the  boat  bounded  swifUy  over  the  waves  towards 
o  vessel  that  lay  several  furlongs  odown  the  river,  and 
apart  from  all  the  meaner  craft  that  crowded  the  stream. 
The  store  struggled  pale  through  tbe  foggy  atmosphere; 
not  a  word  was  beard  within  the  boat,  —  no  sound,  save 
iho  regulor  splaeh  of  the  oars.  The  Count  paused  from 
his  lively  tone,  and  gathering  round  him  the  ample  fold 
of  his  fur  pelisse,  seemed  absorbed  in  thought.  Even 
by  the  Imperfect  light  of  the  stars,  Peschien's  face  wore 
an  air  of  sovereign  triumph.  The  result  had  justified 
that  careless  and  insolent  confidence  in  himself  and  in 
fortune,  which  was  the  most  prominent  feature  in  the 
character  of  tiie  man  who,  both  bravo  and  gamester,  had 
played  against  the  world,  with  his  rapier  in  one  hand, 
and  cogged  dice  in  the  other.  Violante,  onoe  in  a  vessel 
filled  by  bis  own  men,  was  irretrievably  in  his  power. 
Even  her  father  must  feel  grateful  to  learn  that  the  cap- 
tive of  Peschiera  had  saved  name  and  repute  in  becoming 
Peschieia'i  wife.     Even  the  pride  of  sex  in  Violante 


Digitized  ty  Google 


TABIBTIS8  IN  KHGLIBH  LIFX.  247 

heiself  miut  induce  hei  to  oonfinn  what  Feechieni,  of 
eouiBe,  intended  to  state,  namely,  that  she  was  a  willing 
partner  in  a  bridegroom's  schemes  of  flight  towards  the 
altai,  rather  tlian  the  poor  victim  of  a  botrayer,  and 
receiving  his  hand  but  from  hia  meicy.  He  saw  hia 
fortune  secored,  his  succesB  envied,  his  very  character 
rehabilitated  by  hie  splendid  nuptials.  Ambition  began 
to  mingle  with  his  dreams  of  pleaanie  and  pomp.  What 
post  ID  the  court  or  the  state  too  high  for  the  aapirationa 
of  one  who  had  evinced  the  most  incontestable  talent 
for  active  life,  —  the  talent  to  succeed  in  all  that  the 
will  had  undertaken  t  Thoe  mused  the  Count,  half  for- 
getful of  the  present,  and  abeorbed  in  the  golden  future, 
till  ha  was  aroused  by  a  loud  hail  &om  the  vessel,  and 
the  bustle  on  hoard  the  boat,  as  the  sailors  caught  at  the 
rope  flung  forth  to  tliem.  He  ttien  rose  and  moved 
towards  Yiolante.  But  the  man  who  wae  still  in  charge 
of  her  passed  the  Count  lightly,  half-leading,  half-carry- 
ing, his  passive  prisoner.  "Pardon,  Excellency,"  said 
the  man,  in  Italian,  "but  the  boat  is  crowded,  and  rocks 
80  much,  that  yom  aid  would  hut  disturb  our  footing." 
Before  Peechiera  could  reply,  Yiolante  was  already  on 
the  8t«ps  of  the  vessel,  and  the  Count  paused  till,  with 
elated  smile,  he  saw  her  safely  standing  on  the  deck. 
Beatrice  followed,  and  then  Feschiera  himself;  but 
when  the  lialiane  in  his  train  also  thronged  towards 
the  sides  of  the  boat,  two  of  the  sailors  got  before  them, 
and  let  go  the  rope,  while  the  other  two  plied  their  oars 
vigorously,  and  pulled  bock  towards  shore.  The  Ital- 
ians burst  into  sn  amazed  and  indignant  volley  of  exe- 
crations. "Silence,"  said  the  sailor  who  had  stood  by 
the  plonk,  "we  obey  oideis.  If  you  are  not  quiet,  we 
shall  upeet  the  boat.  We  etn  swim;  Heaven  and  Mcm- 
Bignore  San  Giacomo  pi^  yott  if  you  cannot  I " 
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Meanwhile,  as  FeaoHien  leaped  upon  deck,  a  flood  of 
light  pouied  upon  him  from  lifted  torches.  That  light 
streamed  full  on  the  face  and  form  of  a  man  of  command- 
ing stature,  whose  ann  was  aronnd  Violante,  and  whose 
dork  ejea  flashed  upon  the  Count  more  Inminonaly  than 
the  torches.  On  one  side  this  man  stood  the  Austrian 
prince;  on  the  other  side  (a  cloak  and  a  profusion  of 
false  dark  locks  at  his  feet)  stood  Lord  L'Estiange,  his 
arms  folded,  and  his  lips  cnrred  by  a  smile,  in  which 
the  ironical  humoi  native  to  the  man  was  tempered  with 
a  oalm  and  supreme  disdain.  The  Count  strove  to  apeak, 
but  his  voice  Altered. 

All  around  him  looked  ominous  and  hostile.  He  saw 
many  Italian  faces,  hut  they  scowled  at  him  with  vin- 
diotive  hate;  in  the  rear  were  English  marinata,  peering 
curiously  over  Qm  shoulders  of  the  foreigners,  and  with 
a  broad  grin  on  their  open  countenances.  Suddenly ,  as 
the  Count  thns  stood  perplexed,  cowering,  stupefied, 
there  burst  from  all  liiti  Italians  present  a  boot  of  un- 
uttenble  scom  —  "11  tradiiore  /  U  traditore  /  "  > 

The  Count  was  brave,  and  at  the  cry  he  lifted  hie  head 
with  a  certain  majesty. 

At  that  moment  Harley,  raising  his  hand  as  if  to 
silence  the  hoot,  came  forth  from  the  group  by  which  he 
had  been  hitherto  standing,  and  towards  him  the  Count 
advanced  with  a  bold  stride. 

"What  trick  is  tiusl"  he  said,  in  French,  fiercely. 
"  I  divine  that  it  is  yon  whom  I  can  single  out  for 
explanation  and  atonement." 

"  Pardieu,  Motuieur  le  Comte,"  answered  Harley,  in 

the  same  language,  which  lends  itself  so  well  to  polished 

saicasm  and  high-bred  enmity, — "let  us  distinguish. 

Explanation  Aonld  come  from  me,  I  allow;  but  atone- 

>  "Tbetnitorl  thetiaitorl" 
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meat  I  luTe  the  honor  to  resi|^  to  yonnslf.  This 
▼essel  —  " 

"  Is  minel "  cried  tiiB  Conot.  "  Thoeo  men  who  insolt 
me  should  be  in  my  pay." 

"  The  men  in  yoni  pay,  Montimir  Is  Cotate,  an  on 
shore,  drinking  succese  to  your  voyage.  But,  anxious 
^11  to  procure  you  the  gratification  of  being  amonget 
your  own  countrymen,  those  whom. I  have  taken  into  my 
pay  are  still  better  Italians  than  the  pirates  whose  place 
tiiey  supply ;  perhaps  not  such  good  Bailors, —  but  then  I 
have  taken  the  liberty  to  add  to  t^e  equipment  of  a  vesael , 
which  has  cost  me  too  much  to  risk  lightly,  some  stout 
English  seamen,  who  are  mariaere  mon  practised  than 
even  your  pirates.  Your  grand  mistake,  Monneur  le 
Comte,  is  in  thinking  that  the  'Flying  Dutchman'  is 
yours.  With  many  apologies  Cor  interfering  with  your 
intention  to  pniohase  it,  I  b^  to  inform  you  that  Lord 
Spmdqnick  has  kindly  sold  it  to  me.  Nevertheless, 
Monsieur  U  Comte,  for  the  next  few  weeks  I  place  it— 
men  and  all — at  your  service." 

Peachiera  smiled  scornfully. 

"  I  thank  your  loidsbip;  but  since  I  presume  that  I 
shall  no  longer  have  the  travelling-companion  who  alone 
oonld  make  tiie  voyage  attractive,  I  shall  return  to  shore, 
and  will  simply  request  you  to  inform  me  at  what  hour 
you  can  receive  the  friend  whom  I  shall  depute  to  dis- 
cuss that  part  of  the  question  yet  untouched,  and  to 
arrai^  that  the  atonement,  whether  it  be  due  from  me 
or  yourself,  may  be  rendered  as  satisfactory  as  yon  have 
condescended  to  make  tiie  explanation." 

"Let  not  that  vex  you,  Monaimir  le  CovUe, —  the 
atonement  is,  in  much,  mads  already ;  so  anxious  have  I 
been  to  forestall  all  that  your  nice  eenee  of  honor  would 
induce  so  complete  a  gentleman  to  desire.     Yon  have 
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ensnared  a  young  heiresB,  it  is  trae;  bat  you  eae  tiut  it 
yra&  only  to  restore  her  to  the  amui  of  her  father.  Ton 
Iiave  juried  an  illuBtrionB  kinsman  out  of  hia  heritage; 
but  you  have  voluntarily  come  on  boatd  this  Teasel,  first, 

to  enable  his  highness  the  Prince  Yon ,  of  whose 

rank  at  the  Anetrian  court  you  are  fully  aware,  to  state  to 
your  Emperor  that  he  himself  has  been  witness  of  the 
manner  in  which  you  interpreted  hia  Imperial  Mf^esty's 
aseent  to  your  nuptials  with  a  child  of  one  of  the  first 
subjects  in  his  Italian  realm;  and,  next,  to  oonunenoe 
by  an  ezcunion  to  the  seas  of  the  Baltic,  the  sentence 
of  banishment  which  I  have  no  doubt  will  accompany 
the  same  act  that  restores  to  the  chief  of  your  house  his 
lands  and  hia  honors." 

The  Count  started. 

"  That  restoration,"  said  the  Austrian  prince,  who  had 
advanced  to  HarUy's  side, "  I  already  guarantee.  Dis- 
grace that  you  are,  Giulio  Franzini,  to  the  nobles  of  the 
empire,  I  will  not  leave  my  royal  master  till  hia  hand 
strike  your  name  from  the  roll.  I  have  here  your  own 
letters  to  prove  that  your  kinsman  was  duped  by  yourself 
into  the  revolt  which  you  would  liave  headed  as  a  Cati- 
line, if  it  had  not  better  suited  youi  nature  to  betray  it 
as  a  Judas.  In  ten  days  from  this  time,  these  letters 
will  be  laid  before  the  Emperor  and  his  Council." 

"  Ate  you  satisfied,  JUonitienr  le  Comte,"  said  Harley, 
"  with  your  atooement  so  fart  If  not,  I  have  ptoouted 
you  the  occasion  to  render  it  yet  more  complete.  Before 
you  stands  the  kinsman  you  have  wronged.  He  knows 
now,  that  though,  for  a  while,  you  ruined  lus  fortunes, 
you  failed  to  sully  his  hearth.  His  heart  can  grant  you 
pardon,  and  hereafter  his  hand  may  give  you  alms. 
Kneel  then,  Giulio  Franzini, — kneel  at  the  feet  of 
Alphonso,  Duke  of  Serrano." 
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The  above  di&logue  had  been  id  Freoch,  which  oulj 
a  few  of  the  Italians  preeeiit  underBtood,  and  OaA  im- 
perfectly; but  at  the  name  with  which  Harley  con- 
cluded his  address  to  the  Goont,  a  limultaneous  of 
from  thoae  Italians  broke  forth. 

"  Alphcoiso  the  Oood !  —  Alphonso  the  Good  1  Ftva — 
viva — the  good  Duke  of  Serrano ! " 

And,  forgetful  even  of  the  Count,  they  crowded  round 
the  btll  form  of  Biocabocca,  atriring  who  should  first 
kiss  hie  hand, —  the  very  hem  of  his  garments. 

Biccabocca'e  eyes  overflowed.  The  gaunt  exile  seemed 
transfigured  into  another  and  more  kingly  man.  An 
inexpressible  dignity  invested  him.  He  stretched  forth 
bis  anas,  as  if  to  bless  his  countiymen.  Even  that  rude 
cry, from  humble  men, exiles  like  himself,  consoled  him 
for  years  of  banishment  and  penury. 

"  Thanks,  thanks,"  he  continued,  *  thanks.  Some 
day  or  other,  yon  will  all  perhaps  return  with  me  to  the 
beloved  land!" 

The  Austrian  prince  bowed  his  head,  as  if  in  assent 
to  the  prayer. 

"Qinlio  Fianzini,"  eaid  the  Duke  of  Serrano, —  for  so 
we  may  now  call  the  threadbare  reduae  of  the  Casino, — 
'  had  this  last  villanona  deeign  of  yonis  been  allowed  by 
Providence,  think  you  that  ttiere  is  one  apot  on  earth  on 
which  the  ravisher  could  have  been  saved  from  a  father's 
arm  I  But  now.  Heaven  has  been  more  kind.  In  this 
hour  let  me  imitate  its  mercy; "  and  witii  relaxing  brow 
the  Duke  mildly  drow  near  to  his  guilty  kinsman. 

From  the  moment  the  Austrian  prince  had  addressed 
him,  the  Count  had  preserved  a  profound  silence,  show- 
ing neither  repentance  nor  shame.  Gathering  himself 
np,  he  had  stood  firm,  glarii^  round  him  like  one  at  bay. 
Bnt  as  the  Duke  now  approached,  he  waved  bis  hand, 
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and  enUimed,  "  Bock,  pedant,  back;  you  have  not  tri- 
umphed yet.  And  yoa,  prattDg  OenoBii,  tell  jms  talet 
to  OUT  Emperor.  I  sh&Il  be  b;  his  throne  to  aniwer,— 
if,  indeed,  yon  eacape  from  the  meeting  to  which  I  will 
force  yon  by  the  way."  He  epoke,  and  mads  a  ruah 
towards  the  aide  of  tite  veasel.  But  Harley's  qoiok  wit 
had  foreseen  the  Count's  Intention,  and  Harley's  quick 
eye  had  given  the  signal  by  which  it  was  frostnted. 
Seized  in  the  gripe  of  his  own  watchful  and  indignant 
countrymen,  just  as  he  wsa  about  to  plunge  into  the 
stieam,  Fescbiera  waa  draped  back, —  pinioned  down. 
Then  the  expression  of  his  whole  countenance  changed ; 
the  desperate  violence  of  the  inborn  gladiator  broke 
fofth.  His  great  strength  enabled  him  to  break  loose 
more  than  once,  to  dash  more  than  one  man  to  the  floor 
of  the  deck;  but  at  length,  overpowered  by  numbers, 
though  still  struggling, —  all  dignity,  all  attempt  at 
presence  of  mind  gone,  uttering  curses  ttt  most  ple- 
beian, gnashing  his  teeth,  and  foaming  at  tiie  mouth, 
nothing  seemed  left  of  the  brilliant  Lothario  but  the 
coarse  fury  of  the  fierce  natural  man. 

Then  still  preserving  that  air  and  tone  of  exquisite 
imperturbable  irony  which  the  highest  comedian  might 
have  sooght  to  imitate  in  vain,  Harley  bowed  low  to  the 
storming  Count. 

'Adieu,  Mimneur  It  Comte,  adiai/  The  vessel 
which  you  have  honored  me  by  ent«ring  is  bound  to 
Norway.  The  Italians  who  accompany  you  were  sent 
by  yoniseLf  into  exile,  and,  in  rotum,  they  now  kindly 
promise  to  enliven  you  with  Uieir  society,  whenever  you 
feel  somewhat  tired  of  your  own.  Conduct  the  Count  to 
his  cabin.  Gently  tiiera,  gently.  Adieu,  XontUur  U 
Comte,  adieu!  et  bon  voyage." 

Harley  turned  lightly  on  his  heel,  aa  FeMhieia,  in 
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apite  of  his  atragglee,  mm  now  fairlj  carried  down  to 
the  cabin. 

"  A  trick  for  the  trickster,"  said  L'Estrange  to  the 
Anetrian  prince.  'The  revenge  of  *  force  on  the 
would-be  tragedian." 

*  Mora  than  that, —  he  la  rained." 

"And  ridicolooB,"  quoth  Harley.  "I  should  like  to 
see  his  look  when  the;  land  him  in  Norway."  Harley 
then  passed  towaids  the  centre  of  the  vessel,  hy  which, 
hitherto  partially  concealed  by  the  lailors,  who  were 
now  busily  occupied,  stood  Beatrice;  Frank  Hazeldean, 
who  had  first  received  her  on  entering  the  Tessel,  stand- 
ing by  her  side;  and  Leonard,  a  little  apart  from  the 
two ,  in  quiet  obeervstlon  of  all  that  had  passed  around 
him.  Beatrice  appeared  bat  little  to  heed  Frank;  her 
dark  eyes  wen  lifted  to  the  dim  stuiy  skies,  and  her 
lips  were  moving  as  if  in  prayer;  yet  her  young  lover 
was  speaking  to  her  in  great  emotion,  low  and  rapidly. 

*  Ko,  no;  do  not  think  for  a  moment  that  we  aospeot 
you,  Beatrice, —  I  will  answer  for  your  honor  with  my 
life.  Oh,  why  will  yon  turn  from  me, —  why  will  yon 
not  speak  f " 

"A  moment  later,"  said  Beatrice,  softly.  "  Qive  me 
<me  moment  yet."  She  passed  slowly  and  falteringly 
towards  Leonard,  placed  her  hand,  that  trembled,  on 
bis  arm,  and  led  him  aside  to  the  verge  of  the  vessel. 
Wank ,  startled  by  her  movement,  made  a  step  as  if  to 
follow,  and  then  stopped  short,  and  looked  <m,  but  with 
a  clouded  and  donbtful  countensnoe.  Harley's  smile 
had  gome,  and  his  eye  was  also  watchful. 

It  was  but  a  few  words  that  Beatrice  spoke, — it  was 
but  a  sentence  oi  so  that  Leonard  answered ;  and  then 
Beatrice  extended  her  hand,  which  the  young  poet  bent 
over,  and  kissed  in  silence.     She  lingered  an  instant; 
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and  even  by  the  atatlight,  Harley  noted  tbe  blwh  that 
overspread  her  face.  The  blush  faded  as  Beatrice  te* 
turned  to  Frank.  Lord  L'Eatrange  would  have  retired, 
—  she  signed  to  Mm  to  stay. 

"  My  lord,"  she  said,  veiy  firmly,  '  I  cannot  accuse 
you  of  harelmeBs  to  my  sinful  and  unhappy  brother. 
His  offence  might  perhaps  deserve  a  heavier  punishment 
than  that  which  you  inflict  with  such  playful  scorn. 
But,  whatever  his  penance,  contempt  now,  or  poverty 
later,  I  feel  that  his  sister  should  be  by  his  side  to  share 
it.  I  am  not  innocent,  if  he  be  guilty  j  and,  wreck  tiiough 
he  be,  nothing  else  on  this  dark  sea  of  life  is  now  left  to 
me  to  cling  to.  Hush,  my  lord!  I  shall  not  leave  this 
vesaeL  All  that  I  entreat  of  you  is,  to  order  your  men 
to  respect  my  brother,  since  a  woman  will  be  by  his 
side." 

"  But  Marohesa,  ttiis  cannot  be ;  and  —  " 

"Beatrice,  Beatrice  —  andme!  —  our  betrothalt  Do 
you  forget  me  t "  cried  Frank ,  in  reproachful  i^ny. 

"Ko,  young  and  too  noble  lover;  I  shall  remember 
you  ever  in  my  prayers.  But  listen.  I  have  been  de- 
ceived,—  hurried  on,  I  might  say,  by  others,  but  also, 
and  far  more,  by  my  own  mad  and  blinded  heart;  de- 
ceived, hurried  on,  to  wrong  you  and  to  belie  myself. 
My  shame  burns  into  me  when  I  think  that  I  could  hare 
inflicted  on  you  the  just  anger  of  your  family;  linked 
you  to  my  own  ruined  fortunes,  my  own  —  " 

"Your  own  generous,  loving  hearti  —  that  is  all  I 
aakedt"  cried  Frank.  "Cease,  cease, —  that  heart  is 
mine  still  1 " 

Tears  gushed  from  tbe  Italian's  eyes. 

"Englishman,  I  never  loved  you;  this  heart  was  dead 
to  you ,  and  it  will  be  dead  to  all  else  forever.  FarewelL 
You  will  forget  me  sooner  than  you  think  for;  soonei 
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tiun  I  Bb&ll  forget  7011,  as  a  friend,  u  a  biotlier, —  if 
tnotheis  had  oatuies  oa  tender  and  as  kind  as  Tonnl 
Now,  my  lord,  will  you  give  me  your  aiml  I  would 
join  the  Count." 

"Stay,  —  one  word,  madame,"  said  Frank,  veiy  pale, 
and  through  his  set  teeth,  but  calmly,  and  with  a  pride 
on  hia  htow  which  bad  never  before  dignified  its  habitual 
catelesB  expTeasion, —  *  cme  word.  I  may  not  be  worthy 
of  you  in  anything  else,  but  an  honest  love,  that  never 
doubted,  never  suspected, —  that  would  have  clung  to 
you  though  all  the  world  were  against;  such  a  love 
mokes  ttie  meanest  man  of  worth.  One  word,  frank  and 
open.  By  all  that  you  hold  most  sacred  in  your  creed, 
did  you  speak  the  truth  when  you  said  tiiat  you  nevei 
loved  met" 

Beatrice  bent  down  her  head;  she  was  abashed  before 
tiiia  manly  nature  that  she  had  so  deceived,  and  perhaps 
till  then  undervalued. 

"Pardon,  pardon,"  she  said,  in  reluctant  accents,  half- 
choked  by  die  rising  of  a  sob. 

At  her  hesitation.  Prank's  face  lighted  as  if  with 
sudden  hope.  She  raised  her  eyes,  and  saw  the  change 
in  him,  then  glanced  where  Leonard  stood,  mournful  -and 
motionless.     She  shivered  and  added,  firmly, — 

"  Yes, —  pardon;  for  I  spoke  the  truth;  and  I  had  no 
heart  to  give.  It  might  have  been  as  wax  to  anotiier, — 
it  was  of  granite  to  you."  She  paused,  and  muttered 
inly — "  Granite,  and — broken  1 " 

Frank  said  not  a  woid  mora.  He  stood  rooted  to  the 
spot,  not  even  gasing  after  Beatrice  as  she  passed  on, 
leaning  on  the  arm  of  Lord  L'Estrange.  He  then  walked 
resolutely  away,  and  watched  the  boat  that  the  men  were 
now  lowering  from  the  side  of  the  vessel.  Beatrice 
1  when  she  came  near  the  place  where  VioUnta 
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stood,  answermg  in  ^tated  whiBpers  her  fathei'i  uix- 
iona  questions.  As  she  stopped  she  leaned  more  hearil; 
upon  Hailej.  "  It  is  your  ami  that  trambles  now,  Loid 
L'Ektrange,"  eaid  she,  iriOi  a  moumfol  smile,  and,  quit- 
ting him  eie  he  could  answer,  she  bowed  down  her  head 
meekly  before  VioUnte.  "  You  have  pardoned  me  al- 
ready," she  said,  in  a  tone  that  reached  only  the  girl's 
ear,  "  and  my  last  words  shall  not  be  of  the  past.  I  see 
your  future  spread  bright  before  me  under  those  steadfast 
stars.  Love  still ;  hope  and  trust.  These  are  the  last 
words  of  her  who  will  soon  die  to  the  world.  Fair  maid, 
they  are  prophetic  I " 

VioUnte  shrunk  back  to  her  father's  breast,  and  there 
hid  her  glowing  face,  resigning  her  hand  to  Beatrice, 
who  pressed  it  to  her  bosom.  The  Marchess  then  came 
back  to  Harley,  and  disappeared  with  him  in  the  interior 
of  the  vessel. 

When  Harley  again  came  on  deck,  he  seemed  much 
flurried  and  distarbed.  He  kept  aloof  from  the  Duke 
and  Yiolante,  and  was  the  last  to  enter  the  boat,  that 
was  now  lowered  into  the  water. 

As  he  and  his  companions  reached  the  land,  they  saw 
the  vessel  in  movement,  gliding  slowly  down  the  rirer. 

"Courage,  Leonard,  courage  I"  murmured  Harley. 
"You  grieve,  and  nobly.  But  you  have  shunned  the 
worst  and  most  vulgar  deceit  in  civilised  life ;  you  have 
not  simulated  love.  Better  that  yon  poor  lady  should 
be,  awhile,  the  sufferer  from  a  harsh  truth,  than  the 
et«mal  martyr  of  a  flattering  lie!  Alas,  my  LeonardI 
with  the  love  of  the  poet's  dream  are  linked  only  the 
Graces;  with  the  love  of  the  human  heart  come  the 
awful  Fates  I " 

"Hy  lord,  poets  do  not  dream  when  they  love.  Yoa 
will  learn  how  the  feelings  are  deep  in  proportion  as  the 
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fincies  an   Tivid,  when  yoa  read   tliat   oonfeBRoa  <d 
getiiiis  and  woe  which  I  hare  left  in  ^our  hands, " 

Iieonard  buned  awaj,  Harley'a  gaze  followed  him 
with  inquiring  intenst,  and  suddenly  encountered  the 
■oft,  dark,  grateful  eyea  of  Violant«.  "The  Fates,  tfte 
Pateat"  mnrmund  Harlej, 
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CHAPTER  IX. 


We  are  at  Korwood  in  the  sage's  drawiiig-rcN)iii.  Tio* 
lante  has  long  since  retired  to  rest.  Harlej,  who  had 
accompanied  the  father  and  daughter  to  their  home,  is 
still  convetBing  wit^  the  former. 

"Indeed,  my  dear  Ihike  —  "  said  Harlej. 

"Hush,  hush!  Dtavolo,  don't  call  me  Duke  yet;  I 
am  at  home  here  once  more  se  Dr.  Biccabocca." 

"My  dear  Doctor,  then,  allow  me  to  assure  you  that 
you  overrate  my  claim  to  your  thanks.  Your  old 
friends,  Leonard  and  Frank  Hazeldeon,  must  come  in 
for  thbir  share.  ]*for  ia  the  faithful  Giacomo  to  be 
forgotten. " 

"Continue  your  explanation." 

"In  the  first  place,  I  learned,  throu^  Frank,  that 
one  Baron  Levy,  a  certain  fashionable  money-lender, 
and  general  ministiant  to  the  affiiirs  of  fine  gentlemen, 
was  just  about  to  purchase  a  yacht  from  Lord  Spend- 
quick  on  behalf  of  the  Count.  A  short  interview  with 
Spendquick  enabled  me  to  outbid  the  usurer,  and  con- 
clude a  bargain,  by  which  the  yacht  became  mine;  a 
promise  to  assist  Spendquick  in  eitricating  himself  from 
the  claws  of  the  mooey-lender  (which  I  trust  to  do  by 
reconciling  him  with  his  faUier,  who  is  a  man  of  liber- 
ality and  sense),  made  Spendquick  readily  connive  at 
my  scheme  for  outwitting  the  enemy.  He  allowed 
licvy  to  suppose  that  the  Count  might  take  possesBi<Hi 
of  the  vessel:  but  affecting  an  engagement,  and  ataod- 
ing  out  for  terms  postponed  the  final  settlement  of  the 
purchase-money  till  the  next  day.     I  was  thus  master  of 
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the  Tessel,  which  I  felt  sure  was  destined  to  serve  Pes- 
chiera's  infamous  design.  Bat  it  was  my  buflinesa  not 
to  alarm  the  Count's  suspicions;  I  therefore  permitted 
the  pirate  ciew  he  had  got  together  to  come  on  board. 
I  knew  I  could  get  rid  of  them  when  necessary.  Mean- 
while, Frank  imdeitook  to  keep  close  to  the  Count  until 
he  could  see  and  cage  within  his  lodgings  tiie  servant 
whom  Peschiera  had  commissioned  to  attend  his  sister. 
If  I  could  but  apprehend  this  serrant,  I  had  a  sanguine 
hope  that  I  could  discover  and  free  your  daughter  before 
Peschiera  could  even  profane  her  with  his  presence. 
But  Frank,  alas!  was  no  pupil  of  UachiavelH.  Per- 
haps the  Count  detected  his  secret  thoughts  under  his 
open  countenance  J  perhaps  merely  wished  to  get  rid  of 
a  companion  very  much  in  his  way;  bat,  at  all  events, 
be  contrived  to  elude  our  young  friend  as  cleverly  as 
you  or  I  could  have  done,  —  told  him  that  Beatrice  her- 
self was  at  Boehampbm;  had  borrowed  the  Count's 
carriage  to  go  there;  volunteered  to  take  Frank  to  the 
house ;  took  him,  Frank  found  himaelf  in  a  drawing- 
room  j  and  after  waiting  a  few  minutes,  while  the  Count 
went  out  on  pretence  of  seeing  hie  sister,  —  in  pirouetted 
a  certain  distinguished  opeta-dancerl  Meanwhile  the 
Count  woe  fast  back  on  the  road  to  London,  and  Frank 
had  to  letnm  as  he  could.  He  then  bunted  for  the 
Count  everywhere,  and  saw  bim  no  more.  It  was  late 
in  the  day  when  Frank  found  me  out  with  this  news. 
I  became  seriously  alarmed.  Peschiera  might  perhaps 
learn  my  counter  scheme  with  the  yacht,  —  or  he  might 
postpone  sailing  until  he  had  terrified  or  entangled 
Violanto  into  some  —  in  short,  everything  was  to  be 
dreaded  from  a  man  of  the  Count's  temper.  I  had  no 
clew  to  the  place  to  which  your  daughter  was  taken; 
no  excuse  to  arrest  Peschiera;  no  means  even  of  leam- 
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log  where  be  was.  He  had  not  letunifMi  to  Hirart's. 
The  police  irere  at  fault,  and  usoleae,  except  in  one 
valuable  piece  of  information.  They  told  me  where 
aome  of  70U1  countrymen,  whom  Feechieia'a  perfidy 
had  Bent  into  exile,  were  to  be  found.  I  commiagioned 
Oiacomo  to  seek  these  men  out,  and  induce  them  to  man 
the  vessel.  It  might  be  seceasary,  should  Peschiera  or 
his  confidential  servants  come  aboard,  after  we  had  ex- 
pelled or  drawn  off  the  pirate  ciew,  that  they  should  find 
Italians  whom  they  might  well  mistake  for  their  own 
hirelings.  To  tiiese  foreigners  I  added  some  TTngliah 
BailoiB  who  had  before  served  in  the  same  vessel,  anJd  on 
whom  Speudquick  assured  me  I  ooald  rely.  Still  these 
precautions  only  availed  in  case  Peschiera  should  resolve 
to  sail,  and  defer  till  then  all  machioations  against  his 
captives.  While,  amidst  my  fean  and  uncertainties,  I 
was  sbiiggling  still  to  preserve  presence  of  mind,  and 
rapidly  discussing  with  the  Austrian  prince  if  any  other 
steps  could  be  taken,  or  if  our  sole  resource  was  to  repair 
to  the  vessel  and  take  the  chance  of  what  might  ensue, 
Leonard  suddenly  and  quietly  entered  my  room.  Yon 
know  his  countenance,  in  which  joy  or  sadness  is  not 
betrayed  so  much  by  the  evidence  of  the  passions  as  by 
variations  in  the  intellectual  expression.  It  was  bat 
by  the  clearer  brow  and  the  steadier  eye  that  I  saw  he 
had  good  tidings  to  impart." 

"Ah,"  said  Biccabocca,  — for  so,  obeying  his  own 
request,  we  will  yet  call  the  sage,  —  "  ah,  I  early  taught 
that  young  man  tiie  great  lesson  inculcated  by  Kelvetiua. 
'All  our  errors  arise  from  our  iguoianoe  or  our  passiona.' 
Without  ignorance,  and  without  passions,  we  should  be 
serene,  all -penetrating  intelligences." 

"Mopaticks,"  quoth  Harley,  "have  neither  ignoiaace 
nor  pessionsi  hut  as  for  their  intelligence  —  " 
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"Pshavl"  intsmipted  Biccabocca,  —  "proceed.* 

"Leonard  had  parted  from  us  some  hours  before.  I 
had  commisBioned  him  to  call  at  Madame  di  Xegn's, 
and,  aa  he  was  familiarly  knowa  to  her  serrante,  seek 
to  obtain  quietly  all  the  infoimatiott  he  conld  collect, 
and,  at  all  evento,  pioonre  (what  in  mj  haste  I  had 
failed  to  do)  the  name  and  deeoriptioQ  of  &e  man  who 
had  driven  her  out  in  the  morning,  and  make  That  use 
he  jndged  best  of  eveiy  hint  he  conld  gather  or  glean 
that  might  aid  onr  researches.  Leonard  only  sncceeded 
in  learning  the  name  and  description  of  the  coachman, 
vhom  ha  recognized  as  one  Beppo,  to  whom  she  had 
often  given  orders  in  his  presence.  None  could  say 
where  she  then  could  be  found,  if  not  at  the  Count's 
hotel.  Leonard  went  next  to  that  hotel.  The  man  had 
not  been  there  all  the  day.  While  revolving  what  next 
he  should  da,  Mb  eye  cai^ht  sight  of  your  intended 
son-in-law,  gliding  across  the  oppodt*  aide  of  the  street 
One  of  tiiose  luminona,  inspiring  conjectures,  which 
never  occur  to  you  philosophers,  had  from  the  fiiat 
guided  Leonaid  to  believe  that  Bandal  Leslie  was 
mixed  up  in  this  villanoos  affair;" 

"Hat  He  I"  cried  Riccabocca.  "Impossible  I  For 
what  interest t  —  what  object}" 

"I  cannot  tell;  neither  could  Leonard;  but  we  had 
both  formed  the  same  conjecture.  Brief:  —  Leonard 
resolved  to  follow  Bandal  Leslie,  and  track  all  his 
movements.  He  did  then  follow  him,  unobserved,  and 
at  a  distance,  —  first  to  Audley  Egerton's  house;  then 
to  Eaton  Square;  thence  to  a  house  in  Bruton  Street, 
which  Leonard  ascertained  to  be  Baron  Levy's.  Suspi- 
cions that,  my  dear  sage } " 

"Diavolo,  — yes!"  said  Biccabocca,  thoughtfally. 

"At  Jjevy's,  Bandal  stayed  till  dusk.     He  &ui  eaaw 
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out,  'with  hifl  cat-like,  stealthy  Btep,  and  valked  qmoklj 
into  the  neighborhood  of  Leicester  Square.  Leonard 
saw  him  enter  one  of  those  small  hotels  which  aie 
appropriated  to  foreigners.  Wild,  outlandish  fellows 
-were  loitering  abont  the  door  and  in  the  street.  Leon- 
ard divined  that  tiie  Count,  or  the  Count's  confidants, 
were  there." 

"If  that  can  be  proved,"  cried  Biccabooca,  — "  if 
Sandal  could  have  been  thus  in  communication  with 
Peschieni;  oould  have  connived  at  such  perfidy,  — I  am 
released  from  my  promise.     Oh,  to  prove  itt " 

"Proof  will  come  later,  if  we  are  on  the  right  track. 
Let  me  go  on.  While  waiting  near  the  door  of  thia 
hotel,  Beppo  himself,  the  very  man  Leonard  was  in 
search  of,  came  forth,  and,  after  speaking  a  few  wotds 
to  some  of  the  loitering  foreigners,  walked  briskly 
towards  Piccadilly.  Leonard  here  resigned  all  further 
heed  of  Leslie,  and  gave  chase  to  fieppo,  whom  he 
recognized  at  a  glance.  Coming  up  to  him,  he  said, 
quietly,  '  I  have  a  letter  for  the  Marchess  di  N^ia. 
She  told  me  I  was  to  send  it  to  her  by  you.  I  have 
been  searching  for  yon  the  whole  day. ' ,  The  man  fell 
into  the  trap,  and  the  more  easily,  because  —  as  he  since 
owned  in  excuse  for  a  simplicity,  which,  I  daresay, 
weighed  on  his  conscience  more  than  any  of  the  thou- 
sand-and-one  crimes  he  may  have  committed  in  the 
course  of  his  illustrious  life  —  he  had  been  employed 
by  the  Marchesa  as  a  spy  upon  Leonard,  and,  with  an 
Italian's  acumen  in  afiairs  of  the  heart,  detected  her 
secret." 

"What  secret  1 "  asked  the  innocent  sage. 

"Hei  love  for  the  handsome,  young  poet.  I  betray 
that  secret,  in  order  to  give  her  some  slight  excuse  for 
becoming  Peschiera's  tool.     She  believed  Leonard  to  be 
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in  love  with  your  dsTighter,  and  jealouay  vrgoA  her  to 
tieaBon.  Violante,  no  doubt,  will  explain  this  to  yon. 
Well,  the  man  fell  into  the  trap.  '  Give  me  the  letter, 
Signore,  and  quick.' 

"'  It  is  at  on  hotel  cloee  by;  come  then,  and  yon  will 
have  a  guinea  for  your  trouble. ' 

"  So  Leonard  walked  our  gentleman  into  my  hotel ; 
and  having  taken  him  into  my  diessing-ioom,  turned 
the  key,  and  there  left  him.  On  learning  this  capture, 
the  Prince  and  myeeU  hastened  to  see  our  prisoner.  He 
was  at  first  sullen  and  silent;  but  when  the  Prince 
disclosed  his  lank  and  name  (you  know  the  mysterious 
terror  the  meaner  Italians  feel  for  an  Aostoian  mag- 
nate), his  countenance  changed,  and  his  conit^  fell. 
What  with  threats,  and  what  with  promises,  we  soon 
obtained  all  that  we  sought  to  know;  and  an  ofi'ered 
bribe,  which  I  calculated  at  ten  times  the  amount  the 
rogue  could  ever  expect  to  receive  from  his  spendthrift 
master,  finally  bound  him  cheerfully  to  our  service,  soul 
and  body.  Thus  we  learned  the  dismal  place  to  which 
your  noble  daughter  had  been  so  perfidiously  enmared. 
We  learned  also  that  the  Count  had  not  yet  visited  her, 
hoping  much  from  the  effect  that  prolonged  incarceration 
might  have  in  weakening  her  spirit  and  inducing  h» 
submission.  Fesdiiera  was  to  go  to  the  house  at  mid- 
night, thence  to  transport  her  to  the  vessel.  Beppo  had 
received  orders  to  bring  the  carriage  to  Leicester  Square, 
where  Peschieia  would  join  him.  The  Count  (as  Leon- 
ard  surmised)  had  taken  skulking  refuge  at  the  hotel  in 
which  Kandal  Leslie  had  disappeared.  The  Prince, 
Leonard,  Frank  (who  was  then  in  the  hotel),  and 
myself,  held  a  short  council.  Should  we  go  at  once 
to  the  house,  and,  by  the  help  of  the  police,  force  an 
enhance,  and  rescue  your  daughter  t    This  was  a  very 
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huardous  reaonice.  The  abode,  which,  ai  varioiu 
tim«8,  had  served  for  the  hiding-place  af  men  haunted 
by  the  law,  abounded,  acoatding  to  our  informant,  in 
subterranean  Taulta  and  secret  pasaagea,  and  had  more 
than  one  outlet  on  the  rlTer.  At  our  fint  gmnmoos  at 
the  door,  therefore,  the  ruffians  within  might  not  only 
escape  themsetvee,  but  carry  ofiF  their  prisoner.  The 
door  was  stroi^,  and  before  our  endance  could  be  forced, 
all  trace  of  her  we  aoi^ht  might  be  loflb  Again,  too, 
the  Prince  was  desirous  of  bringing  Feechiera's  guilty 
design  home  to  him ,  —  anxious  to  be  able  to  atate  to  the 
Emperor,  and  to  the  great  minister,  his  kinsman,  that 
he  himself  had  witnessed  the  Coimt's  vile  abuse  of  the 
Emperor's  permission  to  wed  your  danghtor.  In  short, 
while  I  only  thought  of  Violanto,  the  Prince  thought 
also  of  her  father's  recall  to  hia  dukedom.  Yet  still  to 
leave  Violanto  in  that  terrible  house,  even  for  an  hour, 
a  few  minutes,  subjected  to  the  actual  presence  of  Fee- 
chiera,  imgnarded  save  I7  Uie  feeble  and  false  woman 
who  had  betroyed  and  might  still  desert  her, — how 
oontomplato  that  fearful  riskt  What  might  not  happen 
in  the  interval  between  Peschiera's  visit  to  the  house 
and  his  appeaiance  with  his  victim  on  the  vessel  1  An 
idea  flashed  on  me,  —  Beppo  was  to  conduct  the  Count 
to  the  house ;  if  I  could  accompaay  Beppo  in  disguise ; 
enter  the  house;  myself  be  present!  I  rushed  hack  to 
our  informant,  now  become  our  agent;  I  found  the  plan 
still  more  feasible  than  I  had  at  first  supposed.  Beppo 
had  asked  the  Count's  permission  to  Iving  witii  him  a 
brother  accustomed  to  the  sea,  and  who  wished  to  quit 
England.  I  might  personate  that  broUier.  You  know 
that  the  Italian  langu^e,  in  most  of  its  dialects  and 
varieties  of  patou  —  Genoese,  Piedmontose,  Venetiaa 
—  is  as  familiar  to  me  aa  Addison's  English!    AlasI 
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ntiher  mom  so,  Freetol  the  thing  wu  settled.  I  felt 
1117  heart,  from  that  moment,  as  light  as  a  feather,  and 
my  sense  as  keen  aa  the  dart  vhich  a  feather  wings. 
Mj  plans  now  were  formed  in  a  hieath,  and  explained 
in  a  sentence.  It  was  right  that  yon  should  be  present 
on  hoard  the  vesael ,  not  only  to  witnees  your  foe's  down- 
fall, but  to  receive  yonr  child  in  a  father's  arms.  Leon- 
ard set  out  to  !tforvood  for  yon,  cautioned  not  to  define 
too  ptecisely  for  what  object  you  were  wanted,  till  on 
boaid. 

"  Frank,  accompanied  by  Beppo  (for  there  was  yet 
time  for  these  preparations  before  midnight),  repaired 
to  the  yacht,  taking  Qiacomo  by  the  way.  There  our 
new  ally,  familiar  to  most  of  t^tat  piratical  crew,  and 
sanctioned  hj  the  presence  of  Frank,  ae  the  Count's 
friend  and  proepectire  brother-in-law,  told  Feschiera'a 
hirelings  that  they  were  to  qnit  the  vessel,  and  wait 
on  shore  under  Giacomo's  auspices,  till  further  oiders; 
and  as  aoon  as  the  decks  were  cleared  of  theae  ruffians 
(save  a  few  left  to  avoid  snspicion,  and  who  were  after- 
wards safely  stowed  down  in  the  hold) ,  and  as  soon  as 
Giaeomo  hod  lodged  his  convoy  in  a  pablic-honse,  where 
he  quitted  them,  drinking  his  health  over  unlimited 
ntions  of  grog,  your  inestimable  servant  quietly  shipped 
on  board  the  Italians  pressed  into  the  service,  and  Freak 
took  charge  of  the  English  sailors. 

"  The  Frince,  piomiring  to  he  on  board  in  due  time, 
then  left  me,  to  make  arrangemente  for  his  journey  to 
Vienna  with  the  dawn,  T  hastened  to  a  masquerade 
mrehoose,  where,  with  the  help  of  an  ingenious 
stage-wr^fht  artificer,  I  disguised  myself  into  a  most 
thoroi^h-paced*lookiiig  cut-throat,  and  then  waited 
the  return  of  my  friend  Beppo  with  the  moat  perfect 
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"  7et,  if  that  rascal  bad  played  falae,  all  Uiese  prMSo- 
tions  ware  loet.  Coapeitol  70a  were  not  wiie,"  said 
the  prudeat  philosopher. 

"  Very  likely  not.  You  would  have  heeo  bo  wise, 
that  by  this  time  your  daughter  would  have  been  loet  to 
you  forever." 

"  But  why  not  employ  the  police  t " 

"First, — because  I  bad  already  employed  them  to 
little  purpose.  Seoondly,  —  because  I  no  longar 
wanted  them.  Thirdly,  —  because  to  use  them  for 
my  final  catastrophe,  would  be  to  drag  your  name,  and 
your  daughter's,  perhaps,  before  a  police-cotirt;  at  all 
events  before  the  tribunal  of  public  gossip.  And  lastly, 
—  because  having  decided  upon  the  proper  punishment, 
it  bad  too  much  of  equity  to  be  quite  consistent  with 
law;  and  in  forcibly  seizing  a  man's  person,  and  ship- 
ping him  off  to  Norway,  my  police  would  have  been 
sadly  in  the  way.  Certainly  my  plan  rather  savors  of 
Lope  de  Vega  than  of  Blackstone.  However,  you  see 
success  atones  for  all  irregularities.  I  resume:  — 
Beppo  came  back  in  time  to  narrate  all  the  arrange- 
ments that  had  been  made,  and  to  inform  me  that  a 
servant  from  the  Count  had  come  on  board  just  as  our 
new  crew  were  assembled  there,  to  order  the  boat  to  bs 
at  the  place  where  we  found  it.  The  servant,  it  was 
deemed  prudent  to  detain  and  secure.  Giacomo  under- 
took to  mau^  the  boat.  I  am  nearly  at  the  close  of 
my  story.  Sure  of  my  disguise,  I  got  on  the  coach-box 
with  Beppo.  The  Count  arrived  at  the  spot  appointed, 
and  did  not  even  honor  myself  with  a  question  or  glance. 
'  Your  brotiier  I '  he  said  to  Beppo ;  '  one  might  guess 
that;  he  has  the  fiunily  likeness.  Not  a  handsome  race 
yoQisl    Drive  on. ' 
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*  We  arrived  st  the  house.  I  dismounted  to  open 
the  csmage-door.     The  Count  gave  me  one  look. 

" '  Beppo  says  you  have  known  the  sea. ' 
'  '  Sxcellencj,  jee,     I  am  a  Qenoeae.' 
"'Hal  how  ia  that!     Beppo  is  a  Lombard.' — Ad- 
mire the  readiuesa  with  which  I  redeemed  my  blunder: 

*  '  Excellency,  it  pleased  Heaven  that  Beppo  should 
be  bom  in  Lombardy,  and  then  to  remove  my  respected 
parenta  to  Genoa,  at  which  city  they  were  so  kindly 
treated,  that  my  mother,  in  common  gratitude,  was 
bound  to  increase  its  population.  It  was  all  she  could 
do,  poor  woman.     Yon  see  she  did  her  beat.* 

"  The  Count  smiled,  and  said  no  more.  The  door 
opened,  — I  followed  him;  your  daughter  can  tell  yoa 
the  rest." 

*  And  you  risked  yoni  life  in  &a.t  dan  of  miacreantsl 
ITobie  friend  I " 

"Risked  my  life,— no;  but  I  naked  the  Count's. 
There  vas  one  moment  when  my  hand  waa  on  my 
Mgger,  and  my  bouI  very  near  the  sin  of  juetifiable 
homicide.  But  my  tale  is  done.  The  Count  ie  now 
on  the  river,  and  will  soon  be  on  the  salt  seas,  —  though 
not  bound  to  Norway  as  I  bad  first  intended.  I  could 
not  inflict  that  frigid  voyage  on  hia  aiater.  So  the  men 
have  orders  to  cruiae  about  for  aiz  days,  keeping  aloof 
from  shore,  and  they  will  then  land  the  Count  and  the 
Marchesa,  by  boat,  on  the  French  coast.  That  delay 
will  give  time  for  the  Prince  to  arrive  at  Vienna  before 
the  Count  could  follow  him." 

"  Would  he  have  that  audacity  I " 

"  Do  him  more  justice!  Audacity,  &ith[  he  does  not 
want  for  that.  But  I  dreaded  not  his  appearance  at 
Yienna  with  such  evidence  against  him.  I  dreaded  his 
encountering  the  Prince  on  the  road,  and  forcing  a  duel, 
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before  bis  cbatacter  wai  so  blaoted  that  the  Prinoe  could 
refuse  it;  —  and  tbe  Count  ia  a.  dead  shot  of  cotUBe;  all 
sucb  men  are  I  " 

"He  will  return,  and  yon  —  " 

"II  —  Oh,  nevei  fear:  be  has  had  enough  of  me. 
And  Qov,  mj  dear  friend, — now  that  Yioltuite  ia  safe 
once  more  under  your  own  roof;  now  that  my  honored 
mother  muet  long  ere  this  have  been  satisfied  hy  Letm- 
ard,  who  left  us  to  go  to  her,  that  our  auccesa  has  been 
achieved  without  danger,  and,  what  ahe  will  ralae  almost 
as  much,  vitbout  scandal;  now  that  your  foe  is  power- 
less as  a  leed  floating  on  the  water  towards  its  own  rot, 

and  the  Prince  Von ia  perhaps  about  to  enter  bia 

carriEige  on  the  road  to  Dorer,  charged  with  the  misaion 
of  restoring  to  Italy  her  wor&ieat  Bon,~-let  me  dismias 
you  to  your  own  happy  slumbers,  and  allow  me  to  wrap 
myself  in  my  cloak,  and  snatch  a  short  sleep  on  the  so&, 
till  yonder  gray  dawn  has  mellowed  into  riper  day. 
My  eyea  are  heavy,  and  if  you  stay  here  three  minutes 
longer,  I  shall  be  out  of  reach  of  bearing,  -~-  in  the  land 
of  dreams.    Buona  notte/" 

"But  tiiere  is  a  bed  prepared  for  you." 

Harley  shook  his  head  in  dissent,  and  oompoaed  him- 
self at  length  on  the  bo&. 

Blccabocca  bending,  wrapped  the  cloak  round  his 
guest,  kissed  him  on  the  forehead,  and  crept  out  of 
the  room  to  rejoin  Jemima,  who  atill  aat  up  for  him, 
nerroualy  anxious  to  learn  from  him  Uioae  explanati<»u 
which  her  conaiderate  afibction  would  not  allow  her  to 
ask  from  the  agitated  and  exhausted  Violonte,  "Not 
in  bedl "  cried  the  sage,  on  seeing  her.  "  Have  yon  no 
feelings  of  compassion  for  my  son  that  is  to  be  t  Just, 
too,  when  there  ia  a  reasonable  probabili^  that  we  can 
afford  a  eon  t " 
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Biocabooca  here  laughed  meirily,  and  his  wiie  thiew 
hfiieelf  on  hie  shoulder,  and  cried  for  joy. 

But  no  sleep  fell  on  the  lids  of  Harley  L'Estnnge. 
He  started  up  when  Ms  host  had  left  him,  and  paced 
the  apartment,  with  noiselees  but  rapid  strides.  All 
whim  and  levity  had  Taoished  from  his  face,  which,  hj 
the  light  of  the  dawn,  seemed  death-lihe  pale.  On 
that  pale  face  there  was  all  the  struggle,  and  all  the 
anguish  of  passion. 

"  These  arms  have  clasped  her,"  he  mummred ;  "  these 
lips  have  inhaled  her  breath.  I  am  under  the  same  roof, 
and  she  is  sayed,  —  saved  evermore  from  danger  and  from 
penury,  and  forever  divided  from  me.  Courage,  cour- 
age! Oh,  honor,  duty;  and  thou,  dark  memory  of  the 
poet,  —  thou  that  didst  pledge  love  at  least  to  a  grave, 
support,  defend  me!     Can  I  be  so  weak!  " 

The  sun  was  ia  the  wintry  skies,  when  Harley  stole 
from  the  house.  No  one  was  stirring  except  Giacomo, 
who  stood  by  the  threshold  of  the  door,  which  he  had 
just  unbarred,  feeding  the  house-dog.  "Good-day," 
aaid  the  servant,  smiling.  "The  dog  has  not  been  of 
much  use,  but  I  don't  think  the  Padrone  will  hence- 
forth grudge  him  a  breakfast.  I  shall  take  him  to 
Italy,  and  marry  him  there,  in  the  hope  of  improving 
the  breed  of  our  native  Lombard  dc^." 

"Ah I"  said  Hailey,  "yon  will  soon  leave  our  cold 
shores.  May  sunshine  settle  on  you  all."  He  paused, 
and  looked  up  at  the  closed  windows  wistfully. 

"The  Signoiina  sleeps  there,"  said  Giacomo,  in  a 
husky  voice,  "just  over  the  room  in  which  you  slept." 

"I  knew  it,"  muttered  Harley.  "An  instinct  told 
me  of  it.  Open  the  gate;  I  must  go  home.  My  ex- 
cuses to  your  lord  and  to  all." 


Digitized  ty  Google 


270  MY   NOVEL;  OK, 

He  turned  a  deaf  eoi  to  G-iacomo'e  Bntieatiea  to  stay 
till  at  least  the  Signorina  was  up,  —  the  Signorina 
whom  he  had  Baved.  Without  trusting  himaelf  to 
epeak  further,  he  quitted  the  demeene,  and  walked 
with  swift  stridee  towaida  London. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

Hablbt  had  not  long  reached  his  hotel,  and  waa  still 
seated  before  his  untoBted  breakfast,  wben  Mr,  Eandal 
Leslie  was  announced.  Kandal,  who  was  in  the  firm 
belief  that  Yiolante  waa  now  on  the  wide  seas  with 
Peschiera,  entered,  looking  the  very  personation  of  anx- 
iety and  fatigue.  For,  like  the  great  Cardinal  Bichelieu, 
Buidal  had  learned  the  art  how  to  make  good  use  of  his 
own  delicate  and  somewhat  sickly  aspect.  The  Cardinal, 
when  int«nt  on  some  sanguinary  scheme,  requiring  uu- 
osual  vitality  and  vigor,  contrived  to  make  himself  look 
a  harmless  sofferer  at  death's  door.  And  Bandal,  whose 
nervous  energies  could  at  that  moment  have  whirled  him 
from  one  end  of  this  huge  metropolis  to  the  other,  with 
a  speed  that  would  have  outstripped  a  prize  pedestrian, 
now  sank  into  a  chair  with  a  jaded  weariness  that  no 
mother  could  have  seen  without  compassion.  He  seemed 
since  the  last  night  to  have  galloped  towards  the  last 
stage  of  consumption. 

"Have  you  discovered  no  trace,  my  lord!  Speak, 
speak  1" 

"  Speak, —  certainly.  I  am  too  happy  to  relieve  your 
mind,  Mr.  Leslie.     What  fools  we  werel    Ha,  ha! " 

"Fools,  —  howt"  faltered  Eandal. 

"  Of  course ;  the  young  lady  was  at  her  other's  house 
all  the  time." 

"Ehl  what  I" 

"  And  is  there  now. " 
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"It  is  not  possible!"  said  Randal,  in  the  holloT 
dreamy  tone  of  a  somnambulist.  "  At  ber  father's  hoose, 
—  at  Norwood!     Are  you  sure!  " 

"Sure." 

Kandal  made  a  desperate  and  successful  effort  at  self- 
control.  "Heaven  be  praisedl"  he  cried.  "And  just 
as  I  had  b^un  to  suspect  the  Count, —  the  Marchesa: 
for  I  Sad  that  neither  of  them  slept  at  home  last  night ; 
and  Levy  told  me  that  the  Count  bad  written  to  him, 
requesting  the  Baron  to  discharge  his  bills,  as  be  should 
be  for  some  time  absent  from  England." 

"  Indeed!  Well,  that  is  nothing  to  us, —  very  much 
to  Baron  Levy,  if  he  executes  his  commission,  and  dis- 
charges the  bills.     Whatl  are  you  going  already  f " 

"  Do  you  ask  such  a  question  I  How  can  I  stay  1  I 
must  go  to  Norwood, —  must  see  Yiolante  with  my  own 
eyes !     Forgive  my  emotion  —  1  —  I  —  " 

Bandal  snatched  at  his  hat  and  hurried  away.  The 
low,  scornful  laugh  of  Harley  followed  bim  as  be  went. 

"I  have  no  more  doubt  of  bis  gnilt  than  Leonard  has. 
Yiolante  at  least  shall  not  be  &e  prize  of  that  thin- 
lipped  knave.  What  strange  fascination  can  be  possess, 
that  he  should  thus  bind  to  bim  the  two  men  I  value 
most, —  Audley Egerton  and  Alphonsodi  Serrano}  Both 
so  wise  too!  —  one  in  books,  one  in  action.  And  both 
suspicious  men!  While  I,  so  imprudently  trustful  and 
frank, —  ah!  that  is  the  reason;  our  natures  are  antipa- 
thetic; cuoning,  simulation,  falsehood,  I  have  no  mercy, 
no  pardon  for  these.  Woe  to  all  bypocrit«s  if  I  were 
a  Grand  Inquisitor! " 

"  Mr.  Bicbard  Avenel,"  said  the  waiter,  throwing 
open  the  door. 

Harley  caught  at  the  arm  of  the  chair  on  which  he  sat, 
and  grasped  it  nervously;  while  bia  eyes  became  fixed 
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intently  on  the  form  of  the  gentleman  who  now  advanced 
into  the  room.     He  rose  with  an  effort. 

"Mr.  Avenel!"  he  said,  falteringly.  "Did  I  hear 
youT  name  aright  1    Arenel  t " 

"Richard  Avenel,  at  youi  eervice,  my  lord,"  answered 
Dick.  "  My  family  is  not  unknown  to  yon ;  and  I  am 
not  ashamed  of  my  family,  though  my  parents  were 
small  Lansmere  tntdeafolke.  And  I  am — a-hem! — a 
citizen  of  the  world,  and  well-to-do!  "  added  Dick,  drop- 
ping his  kid  gloves  into  his  hat,  and  then  placing  the 
hat  on  the  table,  with  the  air  of  an  old  acqualntAnce  who 
wishes  to  make  himself  at  home. 

Lord  L'Estiange  bowed,  and  said,  as  he  reseated  him- 
self (Dick  being  firmly  seated  already)  — "  You  are  most 
welcome,  sir;  and  if  there  be  anything  I  can  do  for  one 
of  your  name  —  " 

"  Thank  you,  my  lord,"  intermpted  Dick.  "  I  want 
nothing  of  any  man.  A  bold  word  to  say;  but  I  say 
it.  Xeveitheleea,  I  should  not  have  premtmed  to  call  on 
your  lordship,  unless,  indeed,  you  had  done  me  the 
honor  to  call  fint  at  my  house,  Eaton  Sqnare,  Ko.  — . 
I  should  not  have  presumed  to  call ,  if  it  had  not  been 
on  buBtnesei  public  business,  I  may  say, — 'national 
business  I " 

Harley  bowed  again.  A  Uint  smile  flitted  for  a 
moment  to  his  lip,  but,  vanishing,  gave  way  to  a  mourn- 
ful, absent  expression  of  countenance,  as  he  scanned  th« 
handsome  features  before  him,  and,  perhaps,  masculine 
and  bold  though  they  were,  still  discovered  something 
of  a  &mily  likeness  to  one  whose  beauty  had  once  been 
his  ideal  of  female  loveliness;  for  suddenly  he  stretched 
forth  his  hand,  and  said,  with  more  than  his  usual  cot* 
dial  sweetness,  "  Business,  or  not  business,  let  us  speak 
to  each  other  as  friends, —  for  the  sake  of  a  name  that 
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takes  me  back  to  LanBrnere  —  to  m;  youth.  I  liston  to 
you  with  interest." 

Richard  Avenel,  much  sarprised  by  this  unexpected 
kindliness,  and  touched,  he  knew  not  why,  by  the  soft 
and  melancholy  tone  of  Harley's  voice,  warmly  piesaed 
the  hand  held  out  to  him;  and,  seized  with  a  rare  fit  of 
shyness,  colored,  and  coi^hed,  and  hemmed,  and  looked 
first  down,  then  aside,  before  he  could  find  the  words 
which  were  generally  ready  enough  at  his  command. 

"You  are  very  good,  Lord  L'Esttange;  nothing  can 
be  handsomer.  I  feel  it  here,  my  lord,"  striking  his 
bufT  waistcoat, —  "I  do,  'pon  my  honor.  But  not  to 
waste  your  time  (time  *b  money),  I  come  to  the  point. 
It  ia  about  the  borough  of  Lansmere.  Your  family  in- 
terest is  very  strong  in  that  borough.  But  excuse  me  if 
I  say  that  I  don't  think  you  an  aware  that  I,  too,  hare 
cooked  up  a  pretty  considerable  interest  on  the  other 
side.  No  offence ;  opinions  are  free.  Ajid  the  popular 
tide  runs  strong  with  us  —  I  mean  with  me,  at  the  im- 
pending crisis,  —  that  is,  at  the  next  election.  Kow, 
I  have  a  great  respect  for  the  Earl,  your  father;  and  bo 
have  those  who  brought  me  into  the  world ;  —  my  father, 
John ,  was  always  a  i^ular  good  Blue ;  —  and  my  respect 
for  yourself  since  I  came  into  this  room  has  gone  up  in 
the  market;  a  very  great  rise  indeed, —  considerable.  So 
I  should  just  like  to  see  if  we  could  set  our  heads  to- 
gether, and  settle  the  borough  between  us  two,  in  a  snug, 
private  way,  aa  public  men  ought  to  do  when  they  get 
together, —  nobody  else  by,  and  no  necessity  for  that 
Bott  of  humbug,  which  is  so  common  in  this  rotten  old 
country.     Eh ,  my  lord  t " 

"  Mr.  Avenel,"  said  Harley,  slowly,  recovering  him- 
self from  the  absttaction  with  which  he  had  listened  to 
Dick's  earlier  sentences,  "I  fear  I  do  not  qnite  under- 
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stand  you ;  but  I  have  no  oihev  interest  in  the  next  elec- 
iion  for  the  borough  of  Lausmere,  than  as  maj  serve  one 
whom,  whatever  be  yooi  politica,  jou  must  acknowledge 
to  be — " 

"A  humbngl" 

"Hr.  Avenel,  you  cannot  mean  the  peraon  I  mean. 
I  Bpesk  of  one  of  the  fint  Btateemen  of  oor  time;  of  Mr. 
Audley  Egerton;  of  —  " 

"  A  stiff-necked  pompoua  —  " 

"My  earliest  and  deaiBBt  friend." 

The  rebuke,  though  gently  said,  sufficed  to  silenoe 
Dick  for  a  moment;  and  when  he  spoke  again,  it  was  in 
an  altered  tone. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  my  lord,  I  am  suie.  Of  conne 
I  can  say  nothing  disrespectful  of  yout  friend;  —  very 
Boiry  that  he  is  your  friend.  In  that  case,  I  am  almost 
afraid  that  nothing  is  to  be  done.  But  Mr.  Audley 
Egerton  has  not  a  chance.  Let  me  convince  you  of 
this."  And  Dick  pulled  out  a  little  book,  bound  neatly 
in  red. 

"  Canvass-book,  my  lord.  I  am  no  aristocrat.  I 
don't  pretend  to  carry  a  free  and  independent  constitu- 
ency in  my  breeches-pocket.  Heaven  forbid!  But,  as 
a  practical  man  of  business, —  what  I  do  is  done  prop- 
erly. Just  look  at  this  book.  Well  kept,  ehl  Names, 
promises,  inclinations,  public  opinions,  and  private  in- 
terests of  every  individual  Laoamere  electorl  Now,  as 
one  man  of  honor  to  another,  I  show  you  this  book,  and 
I  think  you  will  see  that  we  have  a  clear  m^ority  of  at 
least  eighty  rotes  as  against  Mr.  Egerton." 

"  That  is  your  view  of  the  question,"  said  Harley, 
taking  the  book  and  glancing  over  the  names  catalogued 
and  ticketed  therein.  But  his  countenance  became  seri- 
ous as  he  recognized  many  names,  familiar  to  his  boy- 
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hood  as  those  of  important  electors  on  the  Lonsmeie 
side,  and  which  he  now  found  transferred  to  the  hostile. 
"  But  surely  there  are  persons  here  in  whom  you  deceive 
yourself  j  old  friends  of  my  family, —  stanch  supporten 
of  OUT  party," 

"  Exactly  eo.  Sut  this  new  question  haii  turned  all 
old  things  topsy-turvy.  No  relying  on  any  friend  of 
yours.  No  reliance  except  in  this  bookl  "  said  Dick, 
slapping  the  red  cover  with  calm  hut  ominous  emphasis, 

"  Kow  what  I  want  to  propose  ie  this:  Don't  let  the 
Lansmere  inteieet  be  beaten;  it  would  vex  the  old  Earl, 

—  go  to  his  heart,  I  am  sure." 
Harley  nodded. 

"  And  the  Lansmere  interest  need  not  be  beaten,  if 
you'll  put  up  another  man  instead  of  this  red-tapist. 
(Beg  pardon.)     Tou  see  I  only  want  to  get  in  one  man, 

—  you  want  to  get  in  another.  Why  not  I  ^ow  there's 
a  smart  youth,  connection  of  Mr.  Egerton's, —  Bandal 
Leslie.  I  have  no  objection  to  him,  though  he  is  of  your 
colors.  Withdraw  Mr.  Egerton,  and  I  '11  withdraw  my 
second  man  before  it  comes  to  the  poll ;  and  so  we  shall 
halve  the  borough  slick  between  us.  That 's  the  way  to 
do  business,  eh,  my  lordt" 

"  Bandal  Leslie!  Oh,  you  wish  to  bring  in  Mr.  Les- 
liet     But  he  stands  with  Egerton,  not  against  him." 

"  Ah! "  said  Dick,  smiling,  as  if  to  himself,  "  so  I 
hear;  and  we  could  bring  him  in  over  Egerton  without 
saying  a  word  to  you.  But  all  our  family  respect  yours, 
and  so  I  have  wished  to  do  the  thing  handsome  and  open. 
Let  the  Earl  and  your  party  be  content  with  young 
Leslie." 

"  Toni^  Leslie  has  spoken  to  you ) " 

"  Not  as  to  my  coming  here.     Oh,  no;  that 's  a  secret, 

—  private  and  confidential,  my  lord.    And  now,  to  make 
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matters  still  more  smooth,  I  propose  that  my  man  shall 
be  one  to  your  lordship's  own  heart.  I  find  you  have 
been  very  kind  to  my  nephew;  —  does  you  credit,  my 
lord;  —  B  wonderful  young  man,  thon^  I  aay  it,  I 
never  guessed  there  was  so  much  iu  hioL  Yet  all  the 
time  he  was  in  my  house,  he  had  in  his  desk  the  very 
sketch  of  an  invention  that  is  now  savii^  me  from  ruin, 
—  from  positive  ruin,  Baron  Levy,  the  King's  Bench, 
and  almighty  smash!  Sow,  such  a  young  man  ought  to 
be  in  Parliament.  I  like  to  bring  forward  a  relation; 
that  is,  when  he  does  one  credit;  'tis  human  nature  and 
sacred  ties, —  one  's  own  flesh  and  blood;  and  besides, 
one  hand  rube  the  other,  and  one  leg  helps  on  the  other, 
and  relations  get  on  beat  in  the  world  when  they  pull 
together;  that  is,  supposing  that  they  are  the  proper  sort 
of  relations,  and  pull  one  on,  not  down.  I  had  once 
thot^ht  of  standing  for  Lansmere  myself, —  thought  of 
it  very  lately.  The  country  wants  men  like  me, —  I 
know  that;  but  I  have  an  idea  that  I  had  better  see  to 
my  own  business.  The  country  may,  oi  may  not  do 
without  me,  stupid  old  thing  that  she  isl  But  my  mill 
and  my  new  engines,  there  is  no  doubt  that  they  cannot 
do  without  me.  In  short,  as  we  are  quite  alone,  and, 
as  I  said  before,  there 's  no  kind  of  necessity  for  that 
sort  of  humbug  which  exists  when  other  people  are 
present,  provide  elsewhere  for  Mi.  Egerton,  whom  I 
hate  like  poieon, —  I  have  a  right  to  do  that,  I  suppose, 
without  offence  to  your  lordship, —  and  the  two  younkers, 
Leonard  FaiiReld  and  Randal  Leslie,  shall  be  members 
for  the  free  and  independent  borough  of  Lansmere !  " 
"But  does  Leonard  wish  to  come  into  Parliament  1 " 
"  No :  he  says  not ;  but  that 's  nonsense.  If  your  lord- 
ship will  just  signify  your  wish  that  he  should  not  lose 
this  noble  opportunity  to  ruse  himself  in  life,  and  gat 
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something  lundsome  out  of  the  nation,  I  'm  sun  he  owes 
you  too  much  to  hesitate, —  'specially  vhen  'tis  to  his 
own  advantage.  And,  besides,  one  of  ns  Avenels  ought 
to  be  in  Parliament.  And  if  I  hare  not  the  time  and 
learning,  and  so  forth,  and  he  has,  why,  it  stands  to 
reason  that  he  sbonld  be  the  man.  And  if  he  can  do 
something  foi  me  one  day, —  not  that  I  want  anything; 
but  etill  a  Baronetey  or  so  would  be  a  compliment  to 
British  Induetty,  and  be  appieciated  as  each  by  myself 
and  the  public  at  large, — I  say,  if  he  could  do  some- 
thing of  that  sort,  it  would  keep  up  the  whole  &uuily; 
and  if  he  can't,  why,  I  '11  forgive  him." 

"  Avenel,"  said  Harley,  with  that  familiar  and  gra- 
cious charm  of  manner  which  few  ever  could  reeiet, — 
'  Avenel,  if,  as  a  great  personal  favor  to  myself;  to  me 
your  fellow- townsman  (I  was  bom  at  Lanamere), —  if  I 
asked  you  to  for^  your  grudge  against  Audley  Egerton, 
whatever  that  grudge  be,  and  not  oppose  his  election, 
while  our  party  would  not  oppose  your  nephew's,— 
could  you  not  oblige  met  Come,  for  the  sake  of  dear 
Lansmere,  and  all  the  old  kindly  feelings  between  yoot 
family  and  mine,  say  '  Yes;  so  shall  it  be.'  " 

Bichard  Avenel  was  almost  melted.  He  turned  away 
his  face;  but  there  suddenly  rose  to  his  recollection  the 
scornful  brow  of  Audley  Egerton,  the  lofty  contempt 
with  which  As,  then  the  worshipful  Mayor  of  Screws- 
town,  had  been  shown  out  of  the  Minister's  office-room; 
and,  the  blood  rushing  over  his  cheeks,  he  stamped  his 
foot  on  the  floor,  and  exclaimed,  angrily,  "  Ko;  I  swore 
that  Audley  Egerton  should  smart  for  his  insolence  to 
me,  as  sure  as  my  name  be  Richard  Avenel;  and  all  the 
soft  soap  in  the  world  will  not  wash  out  that  oath.  So 
Uiere  is  nothing  for  It  but  for  you  to  withdraw  that  man, 
or  for  me  to  defeat  him.     And  I  would  do  so,  ay, —  and 
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in  the  ira;  tint  conld  moot  gall  him,  if  it  ooit  me  b«U 
my  fortone.  Bat  it  will  not  coat  that,"  said  Dick,  cool- 
ing,'not  anjr^iing  like  it;  tot  when  the  popoler  tide 
rune  in  one'a  favor,  H  is  aatoniBhing  how  cheap  an  elec- 
tion may  be.  It  will  coet  Attn  enough  though,  and  all 
fornothing,  —  worse  tiian  nothing.  Think  of  it|  my 
lord." 

"  I  will,  Mr.  Arenel.  And  I  ny,  in  my  torn,  that 
my  friendship  is  as  stioi^  as  your  bate;  and  that  if  it 
costs  me,  not  half,  but  my  whole  fortune,  Audley  Eger- 
ton  shall  come  in  without  a  shilling  of  expense  to  him- 
self, should  we  once  decide  that  he  stand  the  contest." 

"  Very  well,  my  lord,^ — very  well,"  said  Dick,  stiffly, 
and  drawing  on  his  kid-gloves;  "we  '11  see  if  the  aris- 
tocracy is  always  to  ride  over  the  free  choice  of  the  people 
in  this  way.  But  the  people  ara  rooaed,  my  lord.  The 
March  of  Enlightenment  is  commenced;  the  School- 
master is  abroad,  and  the  British  Lion  — " 

"Nobody  here  but  oureelvee,  my  dear  Avenel.  Is  not 
this  rather  what  you  call  —-  humbug  ^  " 

Dick  started.stared,  colored,  and  then  barst  out  laugh- 
ing—' Give  us  your  hand  again,  my  lord.  You  are  a 
good  fellow ,  that  you  are.     And  for  your  sake  —  " 

'  You  '11  not  oppose  Egerton  t " 

'  Tooth  and  nail, —  tooth  and  nail  I  "  cried  Dick,  clap- 
ping his  hands  to  his  ears,  and  &iriy  nmning  out  of  the 

There  passed  over  Harley's  countenance  that  change 
BO  frequent  to  it, —  more  frequent,  indeed,  to  the  gay 
children  of  the  world  than  tluee  of  consistent  tempers 
and  uniform  habits  might  sappose.  There  is  many  a 
man  whom  we  call  friend,  and  whose  face  seems  familiar 
to  us  as  our  own;  yet,  could  we  but  take  a  glimpse  of 
him  when  we  leave  his  presence ,  and  he  sinks  book  into 
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hia  cliair  alone,  we  should  sigli  to  see  hoT  often  Iha 
smile  on  the  frankest  lip  is  but  a  biarery  of  the  diill, 
only  worn  when  on  parade. 

What  thoughts  did  the  Tisit  of  Richard  Avenel 
beqneath  to  Harleyl    It  weie  hard  to  define  them. 

In  hia  place,  an  Andley  Egerton  woold  have  taken 
some  comfort  from  the  vieit;  woold  have  murmured, 
"  Thank  Heaven!  I  have  not  to  present  to  the  world 
that  terrible  man  as  my  brother-in-law."  But  probably 
Harleyhad  escaped,  in  Ms  reverie,  from  Kichaid  Avenel 
altogether.  £Ten  as  the  slightest  incident  in  the  day- 
time causes  our  dreams  at  night,  but  is  itself  clean  for- 
gotten: so  the  name,  so  the  look  of  the  visitor,  might 
have  sufficed  hut  to  infiuence  a  vision, —  as  remote  from 
its  casual  suggester,  as  what  we  call  real  life  is  from  &at 
life  much  more  real,  that  we  imagine,  or  remember,  in 
the  hauQt«d  chambere  of  the  brain.  For  what  ts  real 
life  I  How  little  the  things  actually  doing  around  us 
affect  the  springs  of  our  sorrow  or  joy;  but  the  life 
which  our  dulness  calls  romance, —  the  sentiment,  the 
remembrance,  the  hope,  and  the  fear,  that  are  never  seen 
in  the  toil  of  our  hands,  never  heard  in  the  jargon  on  our 
lipe;  —  from  that  life  all  spin,  as  the  spider  from  ite  en- 
trails, the  web  by  which  we  hang  in  the  sunbeam,  or 
glide  out  of  sight  into  tbe  shelter  of  home. 

"I  must  not  think,"  said  Harley,  rousing  himself 
with  a  sigh,  "  either  of  past  or  present.  Let  me  hurry 
on  to  some  fancied  future.  '  Happiest  are  the  marriages,' 
said  the  French  philosopher,  and  still  says  many  a  s^e, 
'  in  which  man  asks  only  the  mild  companion,  and 
woman  but  the  calm  protector,'     I  will  go  to  Helen." 

He  rose;  and  as  he  was  about  to  lock  up  his  escritoire, 
he  remembered  the  papers  which  Leonard  had  requested 
him  to  read.     He  took  them  from  their  deposit,  with  a 
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careless  hand,  intending  to  carry  them  with  him  to  his 
father's  house.  But  as  hie  eye  fell  upon  the  characters, 
the  hand  suddenly  trembled,  and  he  recoiled  some  paces, 
as  if  struck  by  a  violent  blow.  Then,  gazing  more  in- 
tently  on  the  writing,  a  low  cry  broke  from  hia  lips. 
He  reseated  himself,  and  began  to  read. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 


Bandaii — irilh  many  misgivinge  at  Lord  L'Estrange'l 
tone,  in  which  h«  was  at  no  lose  to  detect  a  latent  iionf 
—  proceeded  to  Norwood,  fie  found  Biccalweca  exceed- 
ingly cold  and  distant.  But  he  soon  brought  that  sage 
to  communicate  the  euspicions  which  Lord  L'Eatrange 
had  instilled  into  his  mind,  and  these  Bandsl  was  as 
speedily  enabled  to  dispel.  He  accounted  at  once  for 
his  vi»t8  to  Levy  and  Feschiera,  Natuially  he  had 
Booght  Levy,  an  acquaintance  of  his  own,  —  nay,  of 
Andley  Egerton'a;  but  whom  be  knew  to  be  profea- 
donally  employed  by  the  Count,  fie  had  sacceeded 
in  extracting  from  the  Baron,  Feschiera's  suspicions 
change  of  lodgement  from  Mivart's  fiotel  to  the  purlieus 
of  Leiceetet  Square;  had  called  there  on  the  Count; 
forced  an  entrance;  openly  accused  him  of  abeteacting 
Yiolante;  high  words  had  passed  between  them,  — even 
a  challenge.  Eandal  produced  a  note  from  a  militai; 
friend  of  his,  whom  he  had  sent  to  the  Count  an  hour 
after  quitting  the  hotel  This  note  stated  that  arrange- 
mente  were  made  for  a  meeting  near  Lord's  Cricket 
Ground,  at  seven  o'clock  the  next  morning.  Bandal 
then  submitted  to  Biccabocca  another  formal  memoran- 
dum from  the  same  warlike  friend,  —  to  the  purport  that 
Randal  and  himself  bad  repaired  to  the  ground,  and  no 
Count  been  forthcoming.  It  must  be  owned  that  Bondal 
liad  taken  all  suitable  precautions  to  clear  himself.  Such 
a  man  is  not  to  blame  for  want  of  invention,  if  he  be 
sometimes  doomed  to  fail. 

"  I  then,  much  alarmed,"  continued  Kandal,"  hastened 
to  BaroD  Levy,  who  informed  me  that  the  Ca\mt  bad 


t,  Google 


TARIKTtBS  IN   EHGUSH  LIFK.  233 

wriliteii  him  void  th&t  he  should  be  foi  some  time  abeent 
from  England.  Bushing  thence,  in  despaii,  to  yom 
friend  Loid  L'Estiange,  I  heard  that  jomz  daughter  was 
safe  with  yon.  And  thongh,  as  I  have  jnst  proved,  I 
Tonld  have  lifted  my  life  against  eo  notorioofi  a  daeUist 
as  the  Count,  on  the  mere  chance  of  pi«8erviiig  Violante 
from  his  supposed  designs,  I  am  rejoiced  to  think  that 
she  had  no  need  of  my  mukilful  arm.  But  how  and 
why  can  the  Count  hare  left  England  after  accepting  a 
challenge  1  A  man  so  sure  of  hia  weapon,  too,  —  reputed 
to  be  as  feaileBB  of  danger  as  he  is  blunt  in  conscience. 
Explain; — yoa  who  know  mankind  eo  well  —  explain. 
I  cannot." 

The  philosopher  could  not  resist  the  pleasure  of  narra- 
ting the  det«ction  and  humiliation  of  his  foe, —  the 
wit,  ingenuity,  and  readiness  of  hia  Mend.  So  Bandal 
learned,  by  little  and  little,  the  whole  drama  of  the 
preceding  night.  He  saw,  then,  that  the  exile  had  all 
teaaonaUe  hope  of  speedy  restoration  to  rank  and  wealth. 
Yiolante,  indeed,  would  be  a  brilliant  prize;  too  brilliant, 
perhape,  for  Bandal,  but  not  to  be  sachflced  without  an 
effort.  Therefore  wringing  convulsively  the  hand  of  his 
meditated  father-in-law,  and  taming  away  his  head  aa  if 
to  conceal  his  emotions,  tlie  ingenuous  young  suitor 
faltered  forth — "That  now  Dr.  Riccabocca  was  so 
soon  to  vanish  into  the  Duke  di  Serrano,  he  — Randal 
Leslie  c^  Rood,  bom  a  gentleman,  indeed,  but  of  fallen 
fortunes — had  no  right  to  claun  the  promise  which 
had  been  given  to  him  while  a  father  had  cause  to 
fear  for  a  dai^hter's  future;  with  the  fear  ceased 
the  promise.  Might  Heaven  bless  father  and  daughter 
bothl" 

This  address  touched  both  the  heart  and  honor  of  the 
exile.     Randal  Leslie  knew  his  man.      And  though 
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before  Bandal's  visit,  Biccabocca  was  not  qait«  so  miu^ 
a  philosopher,  but  what  he  would  have  beea  well  pleased 
to  have  found  himeelf  leleased,  by  proof  of  the  young 
man's  treachery,  from  an  alliance  below  the  rank  to  which 
he  had  all  chance  of  early  restoration;  yet  no  Spaniard 
was  ever  more  tenaciaus  of  plighted  word  than  thiB 
inconsistent  pupil  of  the  profound  Florentine.  And 
Kandfll'B  probity  being  now  clear  to  him,  he  repeated, 
with  stately  formaUties,  his  previous  offer  of  Tiolante's 
hand. 

"  But,"  still  falteringly  sighed  the  provident  and  far- 
calculating  Bandal,  —  "  but  your  only  child,  your  sole 
heiress!  Oh,  might  not  youi  consent  to  such  a  marriage 
(if  known  before  your  recall)  jeopardize  your  cause  t 
Your  lands,  your  principalities,  to  devolve  on  the  child 
of  an  humble  Englishman  t  I  dare  not  believe  it.  Ah, 
would  Yiolant«  were  not  your  heireasi  " 

"  A  noble  wish,"  said  Kiccabocca,  smiling  blandly, 
"  and  one  that  the  Fat«s  will  realize.  Cheer  up;  Vio- 
lante  will  not  be  my  heiress." 

"  Ah,"  cried  Bandal,  drawing  a  long  breath,  —  "  ah, 
what  do  I  hear!  " 

"  Hist!  I  shall  soon  a  second  time  be  a  father.  And, 
to  judge  by  the  unerring  researches  of  writers  upon  that 
most  interesting  of  all  subjects,  parturitive  science,  I 
shall  be  the  father  of  a  son.  He  will,  of  course,  suc- 
ceed to  the  titles  of  Serrano.     And  Violante  —  " 

"  Will  have  nothing,  I  suppose  I  "  exclaimed  Bandal, 
trying  his  best  to  look  overjoyed,  till  he  had  got  his 
paws  out  of  the  trap  into  which  he  had  so  incautiously 
thrust  them. 

"Kay,  her  portion  by  our  laws — to  say  nothing  of 
my  affecticQ  —  would  far  exceed  the  ordinary  dower 
which  t^e  daughters  of  London  meichants  bring  to  &e 
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sooa  of  British  peers.  Wboeyer  marries  Viobutte,  pro- 
vided I  regain  1117  estates,  must  sabmlt  to  the  caiea 
which  the  poets  assure  ns  vnt  attend  on  wealth." 

"  OhI  "  groaned  Randal,  aa  if  already  bowed  beneath 
the  cares,  and  sympathiziiig  with  the  poets, 
"  And  now,  let  me  present  yon  to  your  betrothed." 
Although  poor  Baudal  had  been  remorselessly  hm> 
ried  aloi^  what  Schiller  calls  the  "  gamut  of  feeling," 
during  the  last  three  minutes,  down  to  the  deep  chord 
of  despair  at  the  abrupt  intelligence  that  his  betrothed 
was  no  heiress  after  all;  thence  ascending  to  vibrations 
of  pleasant  donht  as  the  unborn  usurper  of  her  rights, 
according  to  the  prophecies  of  parturitiTe  science;  and 
lastly,  swelling  into  a  coucoid  of  all  sweet  thoughts  at 
the  aasuiance  that,  come  what  might,  she  would  be  a 
wealthier  bride  than  a  peer's  son  could  discover  in  Uie 
matrimonial  Potosi  of  Lombard  Street;  still  the  tor- 
mented lover  was  not  there  allowed  to  repose  his  ex- 
hausted though  ravished  soul.  For,  at  the  idea  of 
personally  confronting  the  destined  bride  —  whose  very 
existence  had  almost  vanished  from  his  mind's  eye, 
amidst  the  golden  showers  that  it  saw  fallii^  divinely 
round  her  —  Kandal  was  suddenly  reminded  of  the 
exceeding  hluntness  with  which,  at  tiieir  last  int«r- 
view,  it  had  been  his  policy  to  announce  his  suit,  and 
of  the  necessity  of  an  impromptu  falsetto  suitod  to  the 
new  variations  that  tossed  him  again  to  and  fro  on  the 
merciless  gamut.  However,  he  oould  not  recoil  from 
her  father's  proposition,  though,  in  order  to  prepare 
Biccabocca  for  Violanto's  representatian,  he  confessed 
pathetically  that  his  impatience  to  obtain  her  consent, 
and  baffle  PesoMera,  hod  made  him  appear  a  rude  and 
presumptuous  wooer.  The  philosopher,  who  was  dis- 
posed to  believe  one  kind  of   courtship  to  be  much 
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ourtshipB  was  once  predetermined ,  smiled  benignlj, 
patted  Randal's  thin  cheek  with  a  "  Pooh,  pooh, 
patatie  /  "  and  left  the  room  to  enmrnon  Violanto, 

"  If  knowledge  be  power,"  eoliloquized  Bandal, 
"  abili^  is  certainly  good  lack,  as  Miss  Edgeworth 
shows  in  that  stei;  of  'Hnred  the  Unlucky,'  which 
I  read  at  Eton;  very  oleTer  story  it  is,  too.  So  nothing 
comee  amiss  to  me.  Violante's  escape,  which  has  cost 
me  tiie  Count's  ten  thousand  pounds,  proves  to  be 
worth  to  me,  I  daresay,  ten  times  as  much.  Ko  doubt 
she'll  have  a  hundred  thousand  pounds  at  the  least. 
And  &0n,  if  her  father  have  no  other  child,  after  all, 
or  the  child  he  expecte  die  in  infancy,  why,  once  recon- 
ciled  to  his  goTemment  and  restored  to  his  estates,  the 
law  must  teke  its  usual  course,  and  Yiolanto  will  be  the 
greatest  heiress  in  Europe.  As  to  the  young  lady  her- 
self, I  confess  she  rather  awes  me;  I  know  I  shall  be 
henpecked.  Well,  all  respectaUe  husbands  are.  There 
is  something  scampish  and  ruffianly  in  not  beii^  hen- 
pecked." Here  Bandal's  smile  m^ht  bare  harmonized 
well  with  Pluto's  "  iron  toars; "  but,  iron  as  the  smile 
was,  the  serious  yoni^  man  was  ashamed  of  it.  "  What 
am  I  about,"  said  he,  half  aloud,  "  chuckling  to  myself 
and  wasting  time,  when  I  ought  to  be  thinking  gravely 
how  to  explain  away  my  former  cavalier  couitdiipt 
Such  a  masterpiece  as  I  thought  it  then  I  But  who 
could  foresee  the  turn  things  would  taket  Let  me 
think;  let  me  think.     Plague  on  it,  here  she  comes." 

Bat  Randal  had  not  the  fine  ear  of  your  more  ro- 
mantic lover;  and,  to  his  great  relief,  the  exile  entered 
the  room  unaccompanied  by  Yiolante.  Riccabocca 
looked  somewhat  embarrassed. 

"  My  dear  Leslie,  you  must  exonae  my  daughter  to- 
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day;  she  is  etUl  eoffering  frOm  tiie  agitation  she  has 
gone  through,  and  cannot  see  yoa." 

The  lover  tried  not  to  look  too  delighted. 

"  Cruel,"  said  he;  "  yet  I  would  not  for  worlds  force 
myself  on  her  presence.  I  hope,  Duke,  that  she  will 
not  find  it  too  difficult  to  obey  the  commands  which 
dispose  of  her  hand,  and  intrust  her  happiness  to  my 
grateful  chargel " 

"  To  be  plain  with  you,  Bandal,  she  does  at  present 
seem  to  find  it  more  difficult  than  I  foresaw.  She  even 
talks  of  — " 

"  Another  attachment,  —  Oh,  heavenst  " 

"  Attachment,  paxxief  Wham  has  she  seenl  Ko, 
—  a  conventl  But  leave  it  to  me.  In  a  calmer  hour 
she  will  comprehend  that  a  child  must  know  no  lot 
more  enviable  and  holy  than  that  of  redeeming  a  father's 
honor.  And  now,  if  yon  are  returning  to  London,  may 
I  ask  you  to  convey  to  young  Mr.  Hazeldean  my  as- 
surances of  undying  gratitude  for  his  share  in  my 
daughter's  delivery  from  that  poor,  baffled  swindler." 

It  is  noticeable  that,  now  Peschiera  was  no  longer  an 
object  of  dread  to  the  nervous  father,  he  became  but  an 
object  of  pity  to  the  philosopher,  and  of  contempt  to  the 
grandee. 

"  True,"  said  Randal, "  you  told  me  Frank  had  a 
share  in  Lord  L'Estrange's  very  clever  and  dramatic 
device.  My  laid  must  be  by  nature  a  fine  actor, — 
comic,  with  a  touch  of  melodramel  Poor  Frank!  ap- 
parency he  has  lost  the  woman  he  adored,  —  Beatrice  di 
Xegia.  You  say  she  has  accompanied  the  Count.  Is 
the  marriage  that  was  to  be  between  her  and  Frank 
broken  offi " 

"  I  did  not  know  such  a  marriage  was  contemplated. 
I  understood  her  to  be  attached  to  another.     Xot  that 
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that  ia  any  reason  why  ahe  ehould  not  have  married 
Mi.  Hazeldean.  Express  to  him  my  coDgtatulations  on 
his  escape." 

"  Nay,  lie  must  not  know  that  I  have  inadvertently 
hetrayed  his  confidence;  but  you  now  guess,  what  per- 
haps puzzled  you  before,  —  namely,  how  I  came  to  be  so 
well  acquainted  with  the  Count  and  his  movements.  I 
was  so  intimate  with  my  relation  Frank,  and  Frank  was 
afBanced  to  the  Marchesa." 

"  I  am  glad  you  give  me  that  explanation;  it  sufBcea. 
After  all,  the  Marchesa  is  not  by  nature  a  bad  woman, 
—  that  IB,  not  worse  than  women  generally  are,  bo 
Harley  says,  and  Yiolante  forgives  and  excuses  her." 

"  QenerouB  Violantel  But  it  is  true.  So  much  did 
the  Marcheaa  appear  to  me  poBseBsed  of  fine,  though 
ill-regulated  qnalitiea,  that  I  always  considered  her  dis- 
posed to  aid  in  fruetrating  her  brother's  criminal  designs. 
So  I  even  said,  if  I  remember  right,  to  Violante." 

Dropping  this  prudent  and  precautionary  sentence,  in 
Older  to  guard  against  anything  Violante  m^ht  aay  as  te 
that  subtle  mention  of  Beatrice  which  had  predisposed 
hei  to  confide  in  the  Marchesa,  Bandal  then  hurried  on, 
"  But  you  want  repose.  I  leave  you,  the  happiest,  the 
most  grateful  of  men.  I  will  give  your  courteous  mea- 
sage  to  Frank." 
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CHAPTER  Xn. 

GtiKious  to  learn  That  had  passed  between  Beatrice  and 
Frank,  and  deeply  interested  in  all  that  could  oust  Frank 
out  of  the  Sqnire's  good-will,  or  aught  that  could  injure 
his  own  prospects,  by  tending  to  unite  son  and  father, 
Bondal  was  not  slow  in  reaching  his  young  kinsman's 
lodgings.  It  might  be  supposed  that  having,  in  all 
probability,  just  secured  so  great  a  fortune  aa  would 
accompany  Violaate's  hand,  Randal  might  be  indifi^rent 
to  the  success  of  hia  scheme  on  the  Hazeldean.  exchequer. 
Such  a  supposition  would  grievously  wrong  this  pro- 
found young  man.  For,  in  the  first  place,  Yiolante  was 
not  yet  won,  nor  her  bther  yet  restored  to  the  estates 
which  would  defray  her  dower;  and,  in  the  next  place, 
Randal,  like  lago,  loved  villany  for  the  genius  it  called 
forth  in  him.  The  sole  luxury  the  abetemioua  aapiier 
allowed  to  himself  was  that  which  ia  found  in  intelleo- 
tual  restleBsness.  Untempted  by  wine,  dead  to  love, 
unamused  by  pleasure,  indifferent  to  the  arte,  deapising 
literature,  save  as  means  to  some  end  of  power,  Randal 
Leslie  was  the  iacamatiou  of  thought,  hatched  out  of 
the  corruption  of  will.  At  twilight  we  see  thin  airy 
spectral  insects,  all  wing  and  nippers,  hovering,  aa  if 
they  could  never  pause,  over  some  sullen ,  mephitio  pool. 
Just  BO,  methinks,  hover  over  Acheron  such  gnat-like, 
noiseless  soarers  into  gloomy  air  out  of  Stygian  deeps, 
aa  are  the  thoughts  of  spirits  like  Randal  Leslie's. 
Wings  have  they,  but  only  the  better  to  pounce  down, 
•—draw  their  nutriment  from  onguarded,  material  cu- 
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tides;  and  juat  Then,  maddened,  you  strike,  and  exult- 
ing exclaim,  •'  Caught  by  Jove!  "  wh — iir  flies  the  di- 
aphanous, ghostly  larva,  and  your  blow  falls  on  your 
own  twice-offended  cheek. 

The  young  men  who  were  acqtiEunt«d  with  Sandal 
Bald  he  had  not  a  vice!  The  fact  being,  that  his  whole 
composition  was  (me  epic  vice,  so  elaborately  conetnicted 
that  it  had  not  an  episode  which  a  critic  could  caU  ir- 
relevant.    Grand  young  man! 

"  But,  my  dear  fellow,"  said  Eandal,  as  soon  as  he 
had  learned  from  Frank  all  that  had  passed  on  board 
the  vessel  between  him  and  Beatrice,  "  I  cannot  believe 
this.  '  Hever  loved  youl '  What  was  her  object,  then, 
in  deceiving,  not  only  you,  but  myself  1  I  suspect  her 
declaration  was  but  some  heroical  refinement  of  gener- 
osity. After  her  brother's  dejection  and  probable  ruin, 
she  m^ht  feel  that  she  was  no  match  for  you.  Then, 
too,  the  Squire's  displeasure.  I  see  it  all;  just  like  her, 
— noble,  unhappy  woman!  " 

Frank  shook  tus  head.  "  There  are  momenta,"  said 
he,  with  a  wisdom  that  comes  out  of  those  instincts 
which  awake  from  the  depths  of  youth's  first  great 
sorrow,  — "  moments  when  a  woman  cannot  feign,  and 
there  are  tones  in  the  voice  of  a  woman  which  men  can- 
not misinterpret.  She  does  not  love  me,  —  she  never 
did  love  me;  I  can  see  that  her  heart  has  been  else- 
where. Ko  matter,  —  all  is  over.  I  don't  deny  that  I 
am  suffering  an  intense  grief;  it  gnaws  like  a  kind  of 
sullen  hunger;  and  I  feel  so  broken,  too,  as  if  I  had 
grown  old,  and  there  was  nothing  left  worth  living  for. 
I  don't  deny  all  that." 
"  My  poor  dear  friend,  if  you  would  but  believe —  " 
"  I  don't  want  to  believe  anything,  except  that  I  have 
been  a  great  fool.     I  don't  think  I   can  ever  commit 
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sach  follies  again.  But  I  'm  a  man.  I  shall  get  the 
better  of  ^ds;  I  should  despise  myself  if  I  could  not. 
And  DOW  let  xa  talk  of  my  dear  father.  Has  he  left 
tovnl " 

"  Left  last  ni^t,  by  the  mail.  You  con  write  and 
tail  him  you  have  given  up  the  Marchesa,  aud  all  will 
be  well  agaio  between  you." 

"  Give  hei  upl  Fie,  Bandall  Do  you  think  I  should 
tell  such  a  lie  t  —  She  gave  me  up ;  I  can  claim  no  merit 
out  of  that." 

"  Oh,  yes!  I  can  make  the  Squire  see  all  to  your  ad- 
vantage. Oh,  if  it  were  only  the  Marchesal  bat,  alast 
that  cursed  post-obit!  How  could  Levy  betray  youl 
Never  trust  to  usurers  again;  they  cannot  resist  the 
temptation  of  a  speedy  profit.  They  first  buy  the  son, 
and  then  ssU  hji"  to  the  father.  And  the  Squire  has 
such  strange  notions  on  matters  of  this  kind." 

"  He  is  right  to  have  them.  There,  just  read  thia 
Utter  from  my  mother.  It  came  to  me  this  morning. 
I  could  hang  myself,  if  I  were  a  dog;  but  I  'm  a  man, 
and  so  I  must  bear  it." 

Bandal  took  Mrs.  Hazeldean's  letter  from  Frank's 
trembling  hand.  The  poor  mother  had  learned,  though 
but  imperfectly,  Frank's  misdeeds  from  some  hurried 
lines  which  the  Sqnire  had  despatched  to  her;  and  she 
wrote,  as  good,  indulgent,  but  sensible,  right-minded 
mothers  alone  can  write.  More  lenient  to  an  imprudent 
love  than  the  Squire,  she  touched  with  discreet  tender- 
ness on  Frank's  rash  engagements  with  a  foreigner,  but 
severely  on  his  own  open  defiance  of  bis  father's  wiabea. 
Her  anger  was,  however,  reserved  for  that  unholy  post- 
obit.  Here  the  hearty,  genial  wife's  love  overcame  the 
mother's  affection.  To  count,  in  cold  blood,  on  that 
husband's  death,  and  to  wound  his  heart  eo  keenly,  joat 
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wheie    its    jealous,    fatbeily    fondness    made    it    most 
blel 


O  Fnnk,  Frank  I  [wrote  Mrs.  Htoeldean]  were  it  not  for 
this ;  were  it  oalj  for  jour  unfortunate  attachment  to  the 
Itatiui  lady  ;  only  for  your  debta  ;  only  for  the  eixora  of  hasty, 
extravagsnt  youth,  1  ahonld  be  with  you  now,  —  my  arms 
round  your  neck,  kisBing  you,  chidit^  yon  back  to  your 
father'e  heart.  But  — btit  the  thonght  that  between  you  and 
his  heart  has  been  the  soidid  calcnlation  of  hii  death,  —  that 
is  a  wall  between  us.  I  cannot  come  near  you.  I  shonld  not 
like  to  look  on  your  face,  and  think  how  my  William's  tears 
fell  over  it,  when  I  placed  you,  new  bom,  in  his  arms,  and 
bade  him  welcome  bis  heir.  What!  you  a  mere  boy  still, 
your  father  yet  in  the  prime  of  life,  and  the  heir  cannot  wait 
till  nature  leaves  him  fatherleea.  Frank,  Frankl  this  is  so 
unlike  you.  Can  London  have  ruuied  already  a  disposition 
so  honest  and  affectionate  1  —  No  ;  I  cannot  believe  it.  Then 
must  be  some  mistake.  Clear  it  up,  I  implore  you  ;  or,  though 
■8  a  mother  I  pity  you,  as  a  wife  I  cannot  forgive. 

Habbibt  Hazeldkan. 

'Even  Kandal  wa«  affected  by  the  letter;  for,  as  we 
know,  even  Bandal  felt  in  his  own  person  the  strength 
of  family  ties.  The  poor  Squiio's  choler  and  blnffness 
had  disguised  the  parental  heart  from  an  eye  that,  how- 
ever acute,  had  not  been  willing  to  sean;h  for  it;  and 
Rand&l,  ever  affected  through  his  intellect,  had  despised 
the  very  weakness  on  which  he  had  preyed.  But  the 
mother's  letter,  so  just  and  sensible  (allowii^  that  the 
Squire's  opiniona  had  naturally  influenced  the  wife  to 
take,  what  men  of  the  world  would  call  a  very  exagger- 
ated view  of  the  everyday  occurrence  of  loans  laised  by 
ason, payable  only  at  a  father's  death),  —  thia  letter,  I 
say,  if  exaggei&ted  according  to  fashionable  notions,  so 
sensible  if  judged  by  natural  affections,  touched  the  dull 
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heart  of  the  schemer,  becanae  approved  by  the  qoick 
tact  of  his  inteUlgence. 

"  Fnnk,"  said  he,  with  a  smceri^  that  afterwatda 
Etmazed  himaetf,  "  go  down  at  once  to  Hozeldean,  —  iee 
your  niother,  and  explain  to  her  how  thia  transaction 
really  happened.  The  woman  you  loved,  and  wooed  aa 
wife,  in  danger  of  an  arreet;  yoni  dJBtraction  of  mind; 
Levy's  couneeb;  year  hope  to  pay  oft  the  debt,  eo  in- 
cuned  to  the  usuret,  from  the  fortune  yon  would  shortly 
receive  with  the  Marchesa.  Speak  to  your  mother, — 
ehe  is  a  woman ;  women  have  a  common  interest  in  for- 
giving all  faults  that  arise  from  the  souroe  of  their  poww 
over  us  men;  —  I  mean  love.     Gol  " 

"  "No —  I  cannot  go;  you  see  she  would  not  like  to 
look  on  my  face.  And  I  cannot  repeat  what  you  say 
so  glibly.  Beaidee,  eomehow  oi  other,  as  I  am  so  de- 
pendent upon  my  father, — and  he  has  said  aa  much,  —  I 
feel  aa  if  it  would  be  mean  in  me  to  make  any  excuses. 
I  did  the  thing,  and  must  suffer  for  it.  But  I  'm  a 
m — an, — no  —  I'm  not  a  man  here,"  Frank  burst 
into  tears. 

At  the  sight  of  those  tears,  B^ndal  gradually  recovered 
from  his  strange  aberration  into  vulgar  and  low  humanity. 
Hia  habitnal  contempt  for  his  kinsman  returned;  and 
with  contempt  came  the  natural  indifference  to  the  snf- 
fenngs  of  the  thing  to  be  put  to  use.  It  is  contempt 
for  the  worm  that  makes  the  angler  fix  it  on  the  hook, 
and  obaerve  with  complacency  that  the  vivacity  of  its 
wriggles  will  attract  the  bite.  If  t^e  worm  could  but 
make  the  angler  respect,  or  even  fear  it,  the  batb  would 
find  some  other  bait.  Few  anglers  would  impale  an  estir 
mable  silkworm,  and  stiU  fewer  the  anglers  who  woidd 
finger  into  service  a  formidable  hornet. 

"  Pooh,  my  dear  Frank,"  said  Bandal,  —  "  I  have 
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given  you  my  adrioe;  you  reject  it.     Well,  what  tlien 
will  you  do  1 " 

"  I  shall  ask  for  leave  of  abeetUK,  and  run  awBy  8om&- 
where,"  aaid  Frank,  drying  hie  tears.  "  I  can't  face 
London ;  I  can't  mix  with  others.  I  want  to  be  by 
myaelf ,  and  wrestle  with  all  that  I  feel  h»Fe,  —  in  my 
heart.  Then  I  shall  write  to  my  mother,  say  the  plain 
truth,  and  leave  her  to  judge  as  kindly  of  me  as  she 

"  Yon  are  quite  right.  Yes,  leave  town!  Why  not 
go  abroad  I  You  have  never  been  abroad.  Kew  scenes 
will  distract  your  mind.     Run  over  to  Paris. " 

"  Not  to  Paris,  —  I  don't  want  gayeties;  but  I  did  in- 
tend to  go  abroad  somewhere,  —  any  dull  dismal  hole  of 
a  place.  Good-by.  Don't  think  of  me  any  more  for 
the  present." 

■'  But  let  me  know  where  you  gol  and  meanwhile  I 
will  see  the  Squire." 

"  Say  as  little  of  me  as  you  can  to  him.  I  know  you 
mean  most  kindly,  —  but  oh,  how  I  wish  there  never 
had  been  any  third  person  between  me  and  my  father! 
There:  you  may  well  snateh  away  your  hand.  What 
an  ui^rateful  wretch  to  you  I  am.  I  do  believe  I  am 
the  wickedest  fellow.  What,  you  shake  hands  with  me 
still.  My  dear  Randal,  you  have  the  best  heart,  —  Ood 
bless  you."  Frank  turned  away,  and  disappeared  witiiin 
his  dresfflug-room. 

"They  must  be  reconciled  now,  sooner  or  later, — 
3quire  and  bod,"  said  Randal  to  himself,  aa  he  left  the 
lodgings.  "  I  don't  see  how  I  can  prevent  that, — the 
Marchesa  being  withdrawn,  unless  Frank  does  it  for  me. 
But  it  is  well  he  should  be  abroad,  — something  may 
be  mode  out  of  that:  meanwhile  I  may  yet  do  all  that 
I  could  reasonably  hope  to  do ;  even  if  Frank  had  mar- 


Digitizedty  Google 


TA.BIETIES  IN  ENGLISH  UFX.  295 

ried  Beatrice,  since  he  waa  not  to  be  diBinherited.  Get 
the  Squire  to  advance  the  money  for  the  Thomhill 
purchase,  ^complete  the  affiur;  this  marriage  with  Vio- 
lante  will  help; — Levy  must  know  that;  aecuie  the 
borough;  —  well  thought  of.  I  will  go  to  Avenel's. 
By  the  by,  —  by  the  by,  —  the  Squire  might  ae  well 
keep  me  atiU  in  the  entail  after  Frank, —  supposing 
Frank  die  childleaa.  This  love  afiair  may  keep  him  long 
from  marryii^.  His  hand  was  very  hot,  —  a  hectic 
color ;  those  strong-looking  fellows  often  go  off  in  a  rapid 
decline,  especially  if  anything  pnys  on  their  minds,— 
their  minds  are  so  very  small." 

"Ahl  the  Haxeldean  Parson,  —  and  with  Avenell 
That  young  man,  too,  —  who  is  bet  I  have  seen  him 
before  somewhere.  My  dear  Mr.  Dale,  this  is  a  pleasant 
surprise.  I  thoogbt  you  had  returned  to  Hazeldean  with 
our  friend  the  Squire)  " 

Mh.  Dale.  — "  The  Squirel  Has  he  left  town,  and 
without  telling  me  I" 

Randal  (teking  aside  the  Parson).  —  "  He  was  anx- 
ious to  get  back  to  Mrs.  Hazeldean,  who  was  naturally 
very  uneasy  about  her  son  and  this  foolish  marriage;  but 
I  am  happy  to  tell  you  that  that  mairiage  is  effectually 
and  penuanently  broken  off." 

Ms.  Dale. — "How,bowt  My  poor  friend  told  me 
he  had  wholly  failed  to  make  any  impression  on  Frank, 
— forbade  me  to  mention  the  subject.  I  was  jnst  going 
to  see  Frank  myself.  I  always  had  some  influence  with 
him.  But,  Mr.  Leslie,  explain  this  vory  sudden  and 
happy  event  —  the  marriage  broken  offi  " 

Bandal.  — "  It  is  along  story,  and  I  dare  not  tell  you 
my  humble  share  in  it.  Kay,  I  must  keep  that  secret. 
Frank  might  not  forgive  me.  Suffice  it  that  you  have 
my  word  tiiat  the  fair  Italian  haa  left  England,  aai 
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decidedly  Tefuaed  Frank's  addiessea.  But  stay,  —  take 
my  advice ;  don't  go  to  him ;  —  you  see  it  waa  not  only 
the  marrisge  tiutt  baa  offended  the  Squiie,  but  some 
pecuniary  tronsactions,  —  an  unfortunate  poet-oHt  bond 
on  the  Casino  property.  Frank  ought  to  be  left  to  hie 
own  repentant  reflections.  They  will  be  most  salutary ; 
you  know  his  temper,  —  he  don't  bear  reproof;  and  yet 
it  is  better,  on  the  other  band,  not  to  let  him  treat 
too  lightly  what  has  passed.  Let  us  leave  bim  to  him- 
self for  a  few  days.  He  is  in  an  excellent  frame  of 
mind." 

Hr.  Dale  (shaking  Bandal'a  hand  warmly).  — "  You 
apeak  admirably ,  —  a  post-obit !  so  often  as  he  has  beaid 
hie  father's  opinion  on  euch  transactions,  Ifo;  I  wiU 
not  see  him;  I  should  be  too  angry  —  " 

BA.NDA.L  (leading  the  Parson  back,  reeumes,  after  an 
exchai^  of  salutations  with  A.TeneI,  who,  meanwhile, 
had  been  conferring  with  his  nephew).  —  '*  You  should 
not  be  80  long  away  from  your  rectory,  Mr.  Dale.  What 
will  your  parish  do  witiiout  you  I ' ' 

Mb.  Dale.  —  "  The  old  fable  of  the  wheel  and  the 
fly.  I  am  afraid  the  wheel  rolls  on  the  same.  But  if  I 
am  absent  from  my  pariah,  I  am  still  in  the  ooropany  of 
one  who  does  me  honor  aa  an  old  parishioner.  Yon 
remember  Leonard  Fairfield,  your  antagonist  in  the 
Battle  of  the  Stocks!  " 

Mb.  Atbnbl.  —  "  My  nephew,  I  am  proud  to  aay, 

MT." 

Randal  bowed  with  marked  civility,  —  Leonard  with 
a  reserve  no  lees  marked. 

Mr.  Avknel  (ascribing  his  nephew's  reserve  to  shy- 
ness). —  "  You  should  be  friends,  you  two  youngsters^ 
Who  knows  but  you  may  run  together  in  the  same  har- 
ness!   Ah,  that  reminds  me,  Leslie,  —  I  have  a  word 
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or  two  to  Bay  to  you.  Tour  serrant,  Mr.  Dole.  Shall 
be  happy  to  preeeiit  you  to  Ura.  Avenel.  My  card, — 
Eaton  Square,  Kumber — .  You  will  call  oa  me  to- 
morrow, Leonard.  And  mind,  I  shall  be  very  angry  if 
you  persist  in  your  refusal.  Such  an  opening !  "  (Avenel 
took  Randal's  arm,  while  the  Faraon  and  Leonard 
walked  on.) 

"  Any  fiesh  hints  as  to  Lanemeret  "  asked  Randal. 

"  Yes;  I  have  now  decided  on  the  plan  of  contest. 
We  must  ^ht  two  and  two ,  —  you  and  Egerton  i^inst 
me  and  (if  I  con  get  him  to  stand,  as  1  hope)  my 
nephew,  Leonard." 

"  What!  "  said  Randal,  alarmed^  "  then,  after  all,  I 
can  hope  for  no  support  from  yout  " 

"  I  don't  say  that;  hnt  I  have  reason  to  think  Lord 
L'Estrsnge  will  bestir  himself  actively  in  &vor  of 
Egerton.  If  so,  it  will  be  a  very  sharp  contest;  and  I 
must  manage  the  whole  election  on  our  mde,  and  unito 
all  our  shaky  votes,  which  I  can  beat  do  by  standing 
myself  in  the  first  instance,  reserving  it  to  aftet-con- 
sideration  whether  I  shall  throw  up  at  the  last;  for  I 
don't  porticnlarly  want  to  come  in,  as  I  did  a  little  time 
ago,  before  I  had  found  out  my  nephew.  Wonderful 
young  manl  —  with  such  a  head;  will  do  me  credit  in 
the  rotten  old  House;  and  I  think  I  had  best  leave 
London,  go  to  Screwstown,  and  look  to  my  buaineae. 
No:  if  Leonard  stand,  I  must  first  see  to  get  him  in; 
and  next,  to  keep  Egerton  out.  It  will  probably,  there- 
fore, end  in  the  return  of  one  and  one  on  either  side,  as 
we  thought  of  before.  Leonard  on  oar  side ;  and  Eger- 
ton sha'n't  be  the  man  on  the  other.  You  understand)  " 

"  I  do,  my  dear  Avenel.  Of  course,  as  I  before  said, 
I  can't  dictate  to  your  party  whom  they  should  prefer. 
—  Egerton  or  myself.     And  it  will  be  obvioua  to  the 
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public  that  yoar  party  would  rather  defeat  so  eminent 
an  adversaiy  as  Mr.  Egerton,  than  a  tyro  in  politics  like 
me.  Of  course  I  cannot  scheme  for  auch  a  result;  it 
would  be  misconstrued,  and  damage  my  character.  But 
I  rely  equally  on  your  friendly  promiae." 

"Promise!  Ko,  —  I  don't  promise;  I  must  first  see 
how  the  cat  jumps;  and  I  don't  know  yet  how  our 
friends  may  like  you,  nor  how  they  can  be  managed. 
All  I  can  say  is,  that  Audley  Egetton  sha'n't  be  M.P. 
for  Lansmere.  Meanwhile,  you  will  take  care  not  to 
commit  yourself  in  speaking,  so  that  our  party  can't 
vote  for  you  consistently:  they  must  count  on  having 
you ,  —  when  you  get  into  the  House. ' ' 

"  I  am  not  a  violent  party-man  at  present,"  answered 
Kaiidal,  prudently;  "and  if  public  opinion  prove  on 
your  side,  it  is  the  duty  of  a  statesman  to  go  with  the 
times." 

"  Very  sensibly  said ;  and  I  have  a  private  bill  or  two, 
and  some  other  little  jobs  I  want  to  get  through  the 
House,  which  we  can  discuss  later,  should  it  come  to  a 
frank  understanding  between  us.  We  must  anange  how 
to  meet  privately  at  Lansmere,  if  necessary.  I  '11  see 
to  that.  I  shall  go  down  this  week.  I  think  of  taking 
a  hint  from  the  free  and  glorious  land  of  America,  and 
establishing  secret  caucuses.     iN'othing  like  'em." 

*'  Caucuses  T  '' 

"  Small  sub-committ«es  that  ^y  on  their  men  night 
and  day,  and  don't  suffer  them  to  be  intimidated  to  vote 
the  other  way." 

"  Yon  have  an  extraordinary  head  for  puUic  affoiie, 
Avenel.  You  should  come  into  Parliament  yourself; 
your  nephew  is  oo  very  young." 
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"  Tlie  world  knovs  him,  though  sot  by  name,  and  he 
has  been  the  making  of  me." 

"How)    YoQ  Burprise  me. " 

Avenel  first  explained  about  the  patent  which  Leo- 
nard had  secured  to  him;  and  next  confided,  upon 
honor,  Leonard's  identity  with  the  anonymous  author 
whom  t^e  Faison  hod  supposed  to  be  Professor  Moss. 

Bandal  Leslie  felt  a  jealous  pang.  What!  then,^ 
had  this  village  boj,  this  associate  of  John  Burley 
(literary  vagabond ,  whom  he  auppoeed  had  long  sines 
gone  to  the  dogs,  and  been  buried  at  the  expense  of  the 
parish),  —  had  this  boy  so  triumphed  over  birth,  rearing, 
circumstance,  that  if  Bandal  and  Leonard  had  met  to- 
gether in  any  public  place,  and  Leonard's  identity  with 
the  rising  author  been  revealed,  every  eye  would  hare 
turned  from  Bandal  to  gaze  on  LeoD«d  t  The  common 
consent  of  mankind  would  have  acknowledged  the  su- 
preme royalty  of  genius  when  it  once  leaves  its  solitude, 
and  strides  into  the  world.  What!  was  this  rude  vil- 
lager the  child  of  Fame,  who,  without  an  effort,  and 
unconsciously,  had  inspired  in  tiie  wearied  heart  of 
Beatrice  di  N^ra  a  love  that  Bandal  knew,  by  an  in- 
stinct, no  arts,  no  craft,  could  ever  create  for  him  in  the 
heart  of  woman  1  And,  now,  did  this  same  youth  stand 
on  the  same  level  in  the  ascent  to  powsr  as  he,  the  well- 
bom  Bandal  Leslie,  the  accomplished  protigi  of  the 
superb  Audley  Egerton  1  Were  they  to  be  rivals  in  the 
same  arena  of  practical,  busy  lifet  Bandal  gnawed  hia 
quivering  lip. 

All  the  while,  however,  the  young  man  whom  he  so 
Niviad  was  a  prey  to  sorrows  deeper  far  than  could  ever 
find  room  or  footing  in  the  narrow  and  stony  heart  of 
the  unloving  schemer.  As  Leonard  walked  through 
the  crowded  streets  with  the  friend  and  monitor  of  hia 
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cliildhood,  confidii^  the  siinple  tale  of  hia  earlier  trula; 
when,  amidat  the  wreck  of  fortune,  and  in  deepair  of 
fame,  the  Ghild-«ngel  amiled  by  hia  side,  like  Hope,— 
all  renown  seemed  to  hint  so  hairen,  all  the  future  ao 
dark!  His  voice  trembled,  and  his  countenance  became 
so  Bad  that  hb  benignant  listener,  divining  that  around 
the  im^^e  of  Helen  there  clung  some  passionate  grief 
that  overshadowed  all  worldly  aucc«a8,  drew  Leonard 
gently  and  gently  on,  till  the  young  man,  long  yearning 
for  some  confidant,  told  him  all;  how,  faithful  through 
long  yeara  to  one  pure  and  ardent  memoiy,  Helen  had 
been  aeen  once  more,  —  the  child  ripened  to  woman,  and 
the  memoiy  revealing  iteelf  as  love. 

The  Parson  listened  with  a  mild  and  thoughtful  brow, 
which  expanded  into  a  more  cheerful  expression  as 
Leonard  cloeed  his  atoiy. 

"  I  see  no  reason  to  despond,"  said  Mr.  Dale.  "  Yon 
fear  that  Miss  Digby  doee  not  return  your  attachment', 
you  dwell  upon  her  reserve,  —  her  distant  though  kindly 
manned.  Cheer  up]  All  young  ladiea  are  under  die 
influence  of  what  phrenologista  call  the  organ  of  secre- 
tiveness,  when  they  are  in  the  society  of  the  object  of 
t^eir  preference.  Just  aa  you  describe  Miae  Digit's 
manner  to  you,  waa  my  Carry's  manner  to  myself. " 

The  Parson  here  indulged  in  a  very  appropriate  di- 
gression upon  female  modesty,  which  he  wound  up  by 
aaserting,  that  that  estimable  virtue  became  more  and 
more  influenced  by  the  secretive  organ,  in  proportion  as 
the  favored  suitor  approached  near  and  nearer  to  a  defi- 
nite propoeal.  It  waa  the  duty  of  a  gallant  and  honor- 
able lover  to  make  that  propoaal  in  distinct  and  orthodox 
form,  before  it  could  be  expected  that  a  young  lady 
should  commit  heraelf  and  the  dignity  of  her  sex  by  the 
al^htest  hint  ae  to  her  own  inclinations. 
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"  Next,"  continaed  the  Paieon,  "  70a  chooee  to  tot 
ment  jouiself  hj  contrasting  your  own  origin  and  foi^ 
tones  with  the  altered  ciiciuDBtances  of  MissDigby, — ■ 
the  wud  of  Lord  L'Estrange,  the  gneeit  of  Lady  Laiu- 
mera.  Tou  say  that  if  Loid  L'Egb&nge  could  hare 
countenanced  such  a  union,  he  would  hare  adopted  a 
diffeTent  tone  with  you,  sounded  youi  heart,  encouraged 
youi  hopes,  and  ao  forth.  I  view  things  differently. 
I  have  reason  to  do  so ;  and,  from  all  you  have  told  me 
of  this  nobleman's  interest  in  your  fate,  I  venture  to 
make  you  this  promise,  that  if  Miss  Digby  would  accept 
your  hand.  Lord  L'Estrange  shall  ratify  her  choice." 

"My  dear  Mr.  Dale,"  cried  Leonard,  tiansported, 
"  you  make  me  that  promisel  " 

*'  I  do,  —  from  what  you  have  said,  and  from  what  I 
myself  know  of  Lord  L'Estrange.  Go,  then,  at  once  to 
Ejiightebri^a;  see  Miss  Digby;  show  her  your  heart; 
explain  to  her,  if  you  will,  your  prospects ;  ask  her  per- 
mission to  apply  to  Lord  L'Estraoge  (since  he  has  con* 
stituted  himself  her  guardian) ;  and  if  Lord  L'Estrange 
hesitate,  —  which,  if  your  happiness  be  set  on  this  union, 
I  think  he  will  not,  —  let  ma  know,  and  leave  the  rest 
to  me. ' ' 

Leonard  yielded  himself  to  the  Paieon's  persuasive 
eloquence.  Indeed,  when  he  recalled  to  mind  those 
passagBB  in  the  manuscripts  of  ttie  ill-fated  Koia  which 
referred  to  the  love  that  Harley  had  once  borne  to  her 
(for  he  felt  convinced  that  Harley  and  the  boy  suitor  of 
Nora's  narrative  were  one  and  the  same) ;  and  when  all 
the  interest  that  Harley  had  token  in  his  own  fortunes 
was  explained  by  his  relationship  to  her  (even  when 
Lord  L'Estrange  had  supposed  it  less  close  than  he 
would  now  discover  it  to  be),  the  young  man,  reasoning 
by  his  own  heart,  could  not  but  suppose  that  the  noble 
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Harley  wovild  rejoice  to  confet  happinese  upon  tiie  son 
of  Iier,  80  beloved  hj  his  boyhood. 

"  And  to  thee,  perhaps,  0  my  mother! "  thought 
Leonard,  with  swimming  eyes,  —  "to  thee,  perhaps, 
even  in  thy  gnve,  I  shall  owe  the  partnet  of  my  life,  as 
to  the  mystic  hteath  of  thy  genius  I  owe  the  first  pure 
aspirations  of  my  soul." 

It  will  he  seen  that  Leonard  had  not  confided  to  the 
Parson  his  discovery  of  Nora's  manuscripts,  nor  even 
his  knowledge  of  his  real  birth;  for  the  proud  sen 
naturally  shrank  from  any  confidence  that  implicated 
Nora's  fair  name,  until  at  least  Harley,  who,  it  was 
clear  from  those  papers,  must  have  intimately  known 
his  father,  should  perhaps  decide  the  question  which 
the  papers  themselves  left  so  terribly  vagae,  —  namely, 
whether  he  were  the  offspring  of  a  legal  marriage,  or 
Norn  had  been  the  victim  of  some  unholy  fraud. 

While  the  Parson  still  talked,  and  while  Leonard  still 
muaed  and  listened,  their  steps  almost  mechanically  took 
the  direction  towards  Enightebridge,  and  paused  at  the 
gates  of  Lord  Lansmere's  house. 

"Go  in,  my  young  friend;  I  will  wait  without  to 
know  the  issue,"  said  the  Parson,  cheeringly.  "Go; 
and  with  gratitude  to  Heaven,  learn  how  to  bear  the 
most  precious  joy  that  can  befall  mortal  man ;  oi  how 
to  submit  to  youth's  sharpest  sorrow,  with  the  humble 
belief  that  even  sorrow  is  but  some  mercy  concealed." 
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Lboitabd  was  ehown  into  the  drawing-nxiiii,  and  it  bo 
chanced  that  Helen  waa  there  alone.  The  girl's  soft 
face  was  sadly  changed  even  since  Leonaid  had  seea  it 
last,  for  the  grief  of  natures  mild  and  undemonstratlTe 
as  heis,  gnaws  with  quick  isvageBj  but  at  Leonard's 
unexpected  entrance,  the  color  rushed  so  vividly  to  the 
pale  cheeks,  that  ita  hectic  might  be  taken  for  the  lustre 
of  bloom  and  health.  She  roee  hurriedly,  and  in  great 
confusion  faltered  oat,  "  that  she  believed  Lady  Lena- 
mere  woe  in  her  room;  she  would  go  for  her,"  and 
moved  towards  the  door,  without  seeming  to  notice  the 
hand  tremulously  held  forth  to  her;  when  Leonard 
exclaimed  in  uncontrollable  emotions  which  pierced  to 
her  veiy  heart,  in  ttie  keen  accent  of  reproach, — 

"Oh,  Miss  Digby,  —  oh,  Helen, —  is  it  tiius  that 
you  greet  me;  rather  thus  that  you  shun  met  Could 
I  have  foreseen  this  when  we  two  orphans  stood  by  the 
monmfol  bridge;  bo  friendlesa,  bo  desolate,  and  so  cling- 
ing each  to  eachl  Happy  timel "  He  seixed  her  hand 
suddenly  as  he  spoke  the  last  words,  and  bowed  his  face 
over  it. 

"  I  must  not  hear  yon.  Do  not  talk  so,  Leonard, — 
you  break  my  heart     Let  me  go,  —  let  me  go." 

"  Is  it  that  I  am  grown  hateful  to  you;  is  it  merely 
that  you  see  my  love  and  would  discourage  itt  Helen, 
Bpeak  tome, — speaki" 

He  drew  her  with  tender  force  towards  him;  and, 
bedding  her  firmly  l^  both  hands,  sought  to  gue  uptm  the 
itce  that  she  turned  from  him,  —  turned  in  such  despair. 
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"  You  do  not  know,"  she  aaid  at  laet,  straggling  for 
composure  >  —  "  you  do  not  know  the  new  claimB  on  me ; 
my  altered  position;  how  I  am  bound,  or  you  would  be 
the  last  to  speak  thaa  to  me,  tke  fiist  to  give  m«  courage, 
and  bid  me  —  Hd  me —  " 

"  Bid  you  whatt " 

"  Feel  nothing  here  but  dntyl  "  cried  Helen,  drawing 
from  his  clasp  botii  her  hands,  and  placing  them  firmly 
on  her  breast. 

"  Miss  Digby,"  said  Leonaid,  after  a  short  pause  of 
bitter  reflection,  in  which  be  wronged,  while  he  thought 
to  divine  her  meaning, "  yon  speak  of  new  claims  on 
you,  your  altered  position, — I  compiehend.  You  may 
retain  some  tender  remembrance  of  the  post;  but  your 
duty  now  is  to  rebuke  my  presumption.  It  is  as  I 
ttiought  and  feared.  This  rain  repntation  which  I  have 
made  is  but  a  hollow  eoimd, — it  gives  me  no  rank,  a»- 
sorea  me  no  fortune.  I  have  no  right  to  look  for  the 
Helen  of  old  in  the  Helen  of  to-day.  Be  it  so, — forget 
what  I  have  said,  and  forgive  me." 

This  reproach  stung  to  the  quick  the  heart  to  which 
it  appealed.  A  flash  brightened  the  meek,  tearful  eyes, 
almost  like  the  flaah  of  resentment ;  her  lips  writhed  in 
torture,  and  she  felt  as  if  all  other  pain  were  light  com- 
pared with  the  anguish  that  Leonard  could  impute  to  her 
motives  which  to  her  simple  nature  seemed  eo  unworthy 
of  her,  and  so  galling  to  himself. 

A  word  rushed  as  by  inspiration  to  her  lip,  and  liiat 
word  calmed  and  soothed  her. 

"  Brotbeil  "  she  aaid,  touchingly,  "  brotherl " 

The  word  had  a  contrary  effect  on  Leonard.  Sweet 
ae  it  was,  tender  as  the  voice  that  spoke  it,  it  imposed 
a  boundary  to  afiection,  —  it  came  as  a  knell  to  hope. 
He  recoiled,  shook  his  head  mournfully  —  "  Too  late  to 
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accept  that  tie;  too  late  even  for  Mendahip.  H^ice- 
forth,  foi  long  yeaiB  to  txane,  —  henceforth;  till  this 
heut  hoe  ceased  to  beat  at  youi  name;  to  thrill  at 
your  preeence,  we  two  —  are  stisngeTB." 

"  Strangeis!  Well,  yes,  it  is  right,  —  it  must  be  so; 
we  must  not  meet.  Oh,  Leonard  Fairfield,  who  was  it 
l^t  in  those  days  that  you  recall  to  me,  —  who  was  it 
that  found  you  dMtitate  and  obscure;  who,  not  d^rad- 
ing  you  by  charity,  placed  yon  in  yonr  right  career; 
opened  to  you,  amidst  the  labyrinth  in  which  you  were 
well-nigh  lost,  the  brood  road  to  knowledge,  independ- 
ence, famel  Answer  me,  —  answerl  Was  it  not  the 
same  who  reared,  —  sheltered  your  sister  orphan  1  If  I 
could  foiget  what  I  have  owed  b>  him,  should  I  not  re- 
member what  he  has  done  for  you  t  Can  I  hear  of  your 
distinction  and  not  remember  it  I  Can  I  think  how  proud 
she  may  be  who  will  one  day  lean  on  your  arm,  and 
bear  the  name  yon  have  already  raised  beyond  all  the 
titles  of  an  hour  I  Can  I  think  of  this,  and  not  remem- 
hex  our  common  friend,  benefactor,  guardiani  Would 
yon  forgive  me,  if  I  failed  to  do  sot " 

"  But,"  ^tered  Leonard,  fear  mingliTig  with  the  con- 
jectures these  words  called  forth,  —  "  but  is  it  that  Lord 
L'Estrange  would  not  consent  to  our  union  T- — or  of 
what  do  you  speak  I     You  bewilder  me." 

Helen  felt  for  some  moments  as  if  it  were  impossible 
fai  reply;  and  the  words  at  length  were  dragged  fori^ 
as  if  from  the  depth  of  her  very  soul, 

"He  came  to  me,  —  our  noble  friend.  I  never 
dreamed  of  it.  He  did  not  tell  me  that  he  loved  me. 
He  told  me  that  he  was  unhappy ,  alone ;  that  in  me ,  and 
only  in  me,  he  could  find  a  comforter,  a  soother,  — He, 
hel  And  I  had  just  arrived  in  England,  was  under  his 
mother's  roof,  had  not  then  once  more  seen  you;  and 
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—  and  —  what  could  I  answer  T  Strengthen  me,  ^ 
strengthen  me,  yon  whom  I  lookup  to  and  revere.  Yea, 
yea, —  70a  are  right.  We  must  eee  each  other  no  more. 
I  am  betrothed  to  anotiier,  —  to  himl  Strengthen 
mel " 

All  tlie  inherent  nobleuesa  of  the  poet's  nature  row 
at  once  at  this  appeal. 

"  Oh,  Helen,  sister.  Miss  Pigl?,  fcogive  me.  Yon 
need  no  atrei^th  from  me;  I  borrow  it  from  yoa.  I 
comprehend  yoa,  —  I  respect.  Banish  all  thought  of  me. 
Repay  our  common  bene&ctor.  Be  what  he  aaka  of 
you,  —  his  comforter,  his  soother;  be  more,  — his  pride 
and  his  joy.  Happiness  will  come  to  you,  as  it  comes 
to  those  who  confer  happiness  and  forget  self.  Ood  com- 
fort you  in  the  passing  struggle;  God  Hess  you,  in  the 
long  years  to  oome.  Sister  — I  accept  the  holy  name 
now,  and  will  claim  it  hereafter,  when  I  too  can  think 
mora  of  oUkera  than  myself." 

Helen  had  covered  her  face  with  her  hands,  sobbing; 
but  with  that  soft  womanly  constraint  which  presaas 
woe  back  into  tiie  heart.  A  strange  sense  of  utter  soli- 
tude suddenly  pervaded  her  whole  being,  and  by  that 
sense  of  solitude  she  knew  that  be  was  gone. 
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hr  another  room  in  that  same  house  sat,  solitai;  as 
Helen,  a  stem,  gloomy,  brooding  man,  in  whom  they 
who  had  best  known  him  from  his  childhood  could 
scarcely  have  recognized  a  tmce  of  the  humane,  benig- 
nant, truBtful,  but  wayward  and  varying  Harley,  Lord 


He  had  read  that  fragment  of  a  memoir,  in  which, 
out  of  all  the  chasms  of  his  barren  and  melancholy  past, 
there  lose  two  malignant  truths  that  seemed  literally  to 
glare  upon  him  with  mocking  and  demon  eyes:  the 
woman  whose  remembrance  had  darkened  all  the  sun- 
shine of  his  life,  had  loved  another;  the  friend  in 
whom  he  had  confided  his  whole  affectionate  loyal  soul 
had  been  his  peifldioos  rivaL  He  had  read  from  the 
first  word  to  the  last,  as  if  under  a  spell  that  held  him 
breathlesa;  and  when  he  closed  the  manuscript,  it  was 
without  groan  or  sigh;  but  over  his  pale  lips  there 
passed  that  withering  smile,  which  is  as  sure  an  index 
of  a  heart  overcharged  with  dire  and  fearful  passions,  as 
the  arrowy  flash  of  the  lightning  is  of  the  tempests  that 
are  gaQiered  within  the  cloud. 

He  then  thrust  the  papers  into  his  bosom,  and,  keep- 
ing bis  hand  over  them,  firmly  clenched,  he  left  the 
room,  and  walked  slowly  on  toward  his  father's  house. 
Witii  every  step  by  the  way,  his  nature,  in  the  war  of 
its  elements,  seemed  to  change  and  harden  into  forms 
ot  granite.  Love,  humanity,  trust,  vanished  away. 
Hate,  revenge,  misanthropy,  suspicion,  and  scorn  of 
all  that  could  wear  the  eyes  of  affection,  ta  wpoak.  with 
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the  voice  of  honor,  came  fast  through  the  gloom  of  his 
thoughte,  settling  down  in  the  wilderness,  grim  and 
menacing  oa  the  harpies  of  ancient  song,  — 

"  Dncnqne  manus,  et  pallida  semper  Ora."  * 
Thus  the  gloomy  man  had  crossed  the  threshold  of  his 
father's  house,  and  silently  entered  the  apartments  still 
set  apart  for  him.  He  had  arrived  about  an  hour  before 
Leonard;  and  as  he  stood  by  the  hearth,  with  his  arms 
folded  on  his  breast,  and  his  eyes  fixed  lead-like  on  the 
^und,  his  mother  came  in  to  welcome  and  embrace 
him.  He  checked  her  eager  inquiries  after  Yiolante; 
he  recoiled  &om  the  touch  of  her  hand. 

"Hold,  madam,"  said  he,  startling  her  ear  with  the 
cold  austerity  of  his  tone.  '  I  cannot  heed  your  ques- 
tions; I  am  filled  \rith  the  question  I  must  put  to 
yonrself.  Tou  opposed  my  boyish  love  for  Leonora 
Avenel.  I  do  not  blame  you,  —  all  mothers  of  equal 
i&nk  would  have  done  the  same.  Tet,  had  you  not 
frustrated  all  frank  intercourse  with  her,  I  might  have 
token  refusal  from  her  own  lips,  —  survived  that  grief, 
and  now  been  a  happy  man.  Years  since  then  have 
rolled  away;  rolled  over  her  quiet  slumbers,  and  my 
restless  waking  life.  All  this  time  were  you  aware 
that  Audley  Egerton  had  been  the  lover  of  Leonora 
Avenel  1 " 

"Harley,  Harleyl  —  do  not  speak  tome  in  that  cruel 
voice ;  do  not  look  at  me  with  those  hard  eyes  I " 

"You  knew  it,  then,  — you,  my  motherl"  continued 
Harley,  unmoved  by  her  rebuke;  "and  why  did  you 
never  say,  '  Son,  you  are  wasting  the  bloom  and  uses 
of  your  life  in  sorrowful  fidelity  to  a  lie  I  You  are  lav 
ishing  trust  and  friendship  on  a  perfidious  hypocrite  ! '  " 

1  "  Hands  armed  iritb  fuigs,  and  lipa  toreret  palft." 
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"How  oould  I  apeak  to  yon  thus;  how  could  I  dare 
to  do  so,  — OMing  you  Btill  so  cherished  the  memory  of 
that  onhappy  girl;  still  beliered  that  slie  had  returned 
your  affection  t  Had  I  said  to  you  what  I  knew  (but 
not  till  after  her  death),  as  to  her  relatioos  with  Audley 


"Weill — you  falter;  goon,  —  had  you  done  so ! " 

"Wonld  you  have  felt  no  desire  for  revenge?  Might 
there  not  have  been  strife  between  you,  —  danger,  blood- 
shed I  Harley,  Huleyl  Is  not  such  silence  paidona- 
hle  in  a  mother  ?  Aiui  why  deprive  yon  too  of  the  only 
friend  you  seemed  to  prize,  —  who  alone  had  some  influ- 
ence over  you;  who  concurred  with  me  in  the  prayer  and 
hope,  that  some  day  yon  would  find  a  living  partner 
worthy  to  replace  this  lost  delusion,  arouse  your  facul- 
ties,— be  the  ornament  your  youth  promised  to  your 
countiy  )     For  you  wrong  Audley ,  —  indeed  you  do  1 " 

"Wrong  himl     Ahl  let  me  not  do  that.     Proceed." 

"I  do  not  excuse  him  his  rivalship,  nor  Mb  first  con- 
cealment of  it.  But  believe  me,  since  then,  his  genuine 
remorse,  his  anxious  tendemeea  for  your  welfare,  hia 
dread  of  losing  your  friendship  —  " 

"Stop, — it  was  doubtless  Audley  I^rton  who  in- 
duced you  yourself  to  conceal  what  you  call  his '  rela- 
tions' wiUi  her  whom  I  can  now  so  calmly  name,— 
Leonora  Avenel?" 

"It  was  so,  in  truth,  and  from  motiTes  that—" 

"  Enough ,  —  let  me  hear  no  more. " 

"But  you  will  not  think  too  sternly  of  what  ia  passed; 
yoQ  are  about  to  form  new  ties.  Yon  cannot  be  wild 
and  wicked  enough  to  meditate  what  your  brow  eeemb 
to  threaten.  You  cannot  dream  of  revenge,  —  risk 
Andley'a  life  or  your  own?" 

"Tut  —  tut  —  tutl      What   cause    here    for   duels t 
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Single  oonbatB  aro  out  of  date, — inTllued  m«n  do 
not  sla^  each  other  with  sword  and  jnetol.  TutI  — 
revenge  I  Does  it  look  like  revenge,  that  <me  object 
which  bringB  me  hither  is  to  request  my  fatiier's  per- 
missioD  to  charge  myself  with  the  care  of  Audley  Eger- 
ton's  election  1  What  he  values  most  in  the  world  is 
bis  political  poeition;  and  here  bis  political  existence 
is  at  stoke.  Tou  know  that  I  have  had  through  life 
the  character  of  a  weak,  easy,  somewhat  over-generous 
num.  Such  men  are  not  reveugefol.  Hold!  You  lay 
your  bond  on  my  arm ,  —  I  know  the  magic  of  that  light 
touch,  mother;  but  its  power  over  me  is  gone.  Conn- 
teas  of  Lansmeie,  hear  me  I  £ver  from  infancy  (save  in 
that  frantic  passion  for  which  I  now  despise  myself),  I 
have  obeyed  you,  I  trust,  aa  a  duteous  son.  'Now,  our 
relative  positions  are  somewhat  altered.  I  have  the 
right  to  exact  —  I  will  not  say  to  command  —  the  right 
which  wrong  and  iqjury  bestow  upon  all  men.  Madun, 
the  injured  man  has  prerogatives  that  rival  those  of 
kings.  I  now  call  upon  you  to  question  me  no  more; 
not  again  to  breathe  the  name  of  Leonora  Avenel,  unless 
I  invite  the  subject;  and  not  to  inform  Audley  Egerton 
by  a  hint,  by  a  breath, — that  I  have  discovered — what 
shall  I  call  it )  —  his  '  pardonable  deceit '  Promise  me 
this,  by  your  afiection  aa  mother,  and  on  your  iaith  as 
gentlewoman,  —  or  I  declare  solemnly,  that  never  in  life 
will  yon  look  upon  my  face  again." 

Haugh^  and  imperiooa  though  the  Countess  was,  her 
spirit  quailed  before  Harley'a  brow  and  voice. 

"  Is  this  my  son,  —  this  my  gentle  Harleyl"  she  said, 
Mteringty.  "  Oh  I  put  your  arms  round  my  neck,  —  let 
me  feel  that  I  have  not  lost  my  childl " 

Hailey's  look  softened,  but  be  did  not  obey  the 
pathetic  prayer;  nevertheless,  he  held  out  his  hand. 
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ud  taming  kway  hia  face,  aaid,  in  a  milder  Toioe, 
"  Have  I  yoor  promise  I " 

*Yoa  have,  yon  hsTe;  bat  oa  condition  that  there 
pua  no  Troide  between  you  and  Aodley  that  oan  end  but 
in  (ahe  atrife  which — " 

"Strife!"  inteimpted  Harley.  "I  repeat  that  iba 
idea  of  challenge  and  duel  between  me  and  my  friend 
bom  our  echool-days,  and  on  a  quarrel  that  we  could 
explain  to  no  seconds,  would  be  a  burlesque  upon  all 
that  is  grave  in  the  realities  of  life  and  feeling.  I  accept 
your  promite  and  teal  it  Urns  —  " 

He  prewed  his  lips  to  his  mother's  forehead,  and 
panively  received  her  embiace. 

"Huah,"he  said,  withdrawing  from  her  arms,  "I  hear 
my  father's  voice." 

Iiord  Lansmere  tluew  open  the  door  widely,  and  with 
a  certain  ctmscioasneis  that  the  door  by  which  an  Earl 
at  Lansmeie  entered  ought  to  be  thrown  open  widely. 
It  eould  not  have  been  opened  with  more  majesty  if 
a  kuuai«r,  or  officer  of  the  Household,  had  stood  on 
either  side.  The  Counteea  passed  by  her  lord  with 
a  light  step,  and  escaped. 

"I  mtB  occupied  with  my  architect  in  designs  for  the 
new  inflimary,  of  which  I  shall  make  a  present  to  our 
county.  I  have  only  just  heard  that  you  were  here, 
Harley,  What  is  all  this  about  oar  fiiir  Italian  guest  t 
Is  she  not  coming  back  to  nsl  Tour  mother  refers  me 
to  you  for  explanations." 

"You  shall  hare  them  later,  my  dear  &ther;  at  pres- 
ent I  can  think  only  of  public  a&irs." 

"Public  a&irsi  —  they  are  indeed  alarming.  I  am 
rejoiced  to  hear  you  ex|«eas  yourself  so  worthily.  An 
awful  crisis,  Harleyl  And,  gracious  Heavent  I  have 
beaid  that  a  low  man,  who  was  bom  in  Lansmete,  but 
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mada  a  forhme  in  America,  iB  about  to  eoateat  the  bor- 
ough. They  tell  me  ha  ie  one  of  the  Avenels;  a  bom 
Blae ,  —  ia  it  possible  t 

"I  have  come  here  on  thai  busineas.  Aa  a  peer,  you 
cumot,  of  comae,  interfere.  But  I  propoae,  with  your 
leave,  to  go  down  myeelf  to  Lanameie,  and  undertake 
the  Buperintendence  of  the  election.  It  would  be  bet- 
ter, perikaps,  if  you  were  not  present;  it  would  give  ua 
more  liberty  of  action." 

"Uy  dear  Harley,  shake  hands;  anything  you  please. 
You  know  how  I  have  wished  to  see  you  come  for- 
ward, and  take  that  part  in  life  which  becomes  your 
larth." 

"Ah,  you  think  I  hare  aadly  waated  my  existence 
hitherto." 

"To  be  frank  with  you,. — yes,  Harley,"  said  the 
Earl,  with  a  pride  that  was  noble  in  its  nature,  and 
not  without  dignity  in  its  egression.  "  The  more  we 
take  from  our  country,  the  mora  we  owe  to  her.  From 
ttie  moment  you  came  into  the  world,  aa  the  inherits 
of  lands  and  honors,  you  were  charged  with  a  trust  for 
the  benefit  of  others,  that  it  d^rades  one  of  our  order  of 
gentlemen  not  to  discharge." 

Harley  listened  with  a  aomtoe  brow,  and  made  no 
direct  reply. 

"Indeed,"  resumed  the  Earl,  "I  would  rather  you 
were  about  to  canTaas  for  yourself  than  for  your  friend 
Egerton.  But  I  grant  he  ia  on  example  that  it  is  never 
too  late  to  follow.  Why,  who  that  had  seen  you  both 
as  youths,  notwithatanding  Audley  had  the  advantage  of 
being  some  ysam  youi  senior;  who  could  have  thought 
that  he  was  the  one  to  become  distinguished  and  emi' 
nent,  —  and  you  to  degenetato  into  the  luxurious  idler, 
averse  to  all  trouble  and  careless  of  all  famet     Yon. 
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with  auoh  advBntages,  not  only  of  higher  foituneB,  Init, 
as  eveiy  one  said,  of  superior  talente;  you,  who  had 
then  ao  much  tuubitioa, — ao  keen  a  desire  for  glory, 
sleeping  with  Plutarch's  'Lives'  under  your  pillow, 
and  only,  my  wild  son,  only  too  mnch  enei^.  But 
you  are  a  young  man  still ,  —  it  is  not  too  late  to  redeem 
the  years  you  have  thrown  away." 

"  The  yearo  are  nothing,  —  mere  dates  in  an  almanac; 
bat  the  feelings,  what  can  give  me  back  those  I  The 
hope,  the  en&usiasm,  the- — no  matter!  feeliugB  du  not 
help  men  to  rise  in  the  world.  Egerton's  feelings  are 
not  too  lively.  What  I  might  have  been,  leave  it  to 
me  to  remember;  let  ns  talk  of  the  example  you  set 
before  me ;  —  of  Audley  Egerton. " 

"  We  must  get  him  in,"  eaid  the  Earl,  sinking  his 
Toioe  into  a  whisper.  "  It  is  of  more  importance  to  him 
than  I  even  thought  for.  But  you  know  his  secrets. 
Why  did  yon  not  confide  to  me  fiankly  the  state  of  his 
affidrsi" 

*  His  afibirst  Do  you  mean  that  they  are  eeriously 
emhanaseedl  This  interests  me  much.  Pray  speak; 
yehai  do  you  knowT" 

"  He  has  discharged  the  greater  part  of  his  estaUiah- 
ment.  That  in  itself  is  natural  on  quitting  ofi&ce;  but 
still  it  set  people  talking;  and  it  has  got  wind  that  his 
estates  are  not  only  mortgaged  for  more  than  they  are 
worth,  but  that  he  has  been  living  upon  the  discount  of 
bills;  in  short,  he  has  been  too  intimate  with  a  man 
whom  we  all  know  by  sight,  —  a  man  who  drives  the 
finest  hotaes  in  Iiondon,  and  they  tell  me  (but  that  I 
cannot  believe)  livos  in  the  familiar  society  of  the  young 
puppies  he  snares  to  perdition.  What's  the  ntao's 
namet     Levy,  is  it  notT — yes.  Levy." 

"I  have  seen  Levy  with  him,"  said  Harley;  and  a 
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Bmister  j<^  lighted  up  his  tBlcon  eyes.  '  LeTy,  Iiotj, 
—it  ie  well." 

*  I  hear  bat  the  gossip  of  the  clubs,"  nenmed  the  £arl. 
'  But  &ey  do  say  that  Levy  makes  little  disguise  of  his 
power  over  our  very  distinguished  friend,  and  rathei 
parades  it  as  a  merit  with  oox  party  (and,  indeed,  with 
all  men,  —  for  £^rton  has  personal  friends  in  every 
party),  that  he  keeps  sundiy  bills  locked  up  in  his 
deek  until  Egerton  ie  once  more  safe  in  Parliament 
Kevertheleas,  if,  after  all,  our  Mend  were  to  lose  his 
election,  and  Levy  were  then  to  seise  on  his  effeota, 
and  proclaim  his  ruin, — it  would  seriously  dom^e,  per- 
haps altogether  destroy  Andley's  political  career." 

"  So  I  oonolude,"  said  ^rley.  "  A  Charles  Fox 
might  be  a  gamester,  and  a  William  Pitt  be  a  pauper. 
But  Audley  Egerton  ia  not  of  their  giant  stature:  hs 
stands  so  high  because  he  stands  upon  heaps  of  respect- 
aUe  gold.  Audley  Egerton,  needy  and  impoverished, 
— ont  of  Parliament,  and,  as  the  vulgar  slang  has  it, 
out  at  elbows,  sknlking  from  duns,  perhaps  in  the 
Bench  —  " 

"No,  no,  —  our  party  would  never  allow  that;  we 
would  subscribe  —  " 

"  Worse  than  all,  living  as  the  pensioner  of  the  por^ 
he  aspired  to  leadl  You  say  truly.  His  political  prosr 
pects  would  be  blasted.  A  man  whose  reputation  lay 
in  his  outward  respectability  1  Why,  people  would  say 
that  Audley  I^erton  has  been— a  solemn  lie;  eh,  my 
father  1" 

"  How  can  yon  talk  with  such  coolness  of  yonr  friend  1 
You  need  say  nothing  to  interest  me  in  his  election, — 
if  you  mean  &at.  Once  in  Parliament,  he  must  aotm 
main  be  in  office,  —  and  learn  to  live  on  his  salaiy. 
You  must  get  him  to  submit  to  me  the  sohedule  of  hia 
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lUUlitdes.  I  bsro  »  head  for  bueineae,  as  you  kno7. 
I  will  airange  his  afbira  for  him.  And  1  vill  yet  bet 
five  to  one,  thoogh  I  hate  wagers,  that  he  will  he  Frime 
Ministei  in  three  years.  He  ie  not  brilliant,  it  is  true: 
but  just  at  this  crisis  we  want  a  aafe,  moderate,  judi- 
cious, conciliatoij  man;  and  Audley  has  so  much  tact, 
such  experience  of  the  House,  such  knowledge  of  the 
world,  and,"  added  the  Earl,  empbatii^ally  summing  up 
bis  eulogies,  "  he  is  so  thorough  a  gentleman!  " 

"A  Plough  gentleman,  as  you  say, — the  soul  ol 
honor  I  But,  my  dear  father,  it  is  your  hour  for  riding; 
let  me  not  detuu  you.  It  is  settled,  then;  you  do  not 
come  youieelf  to  Lausmete.  Tou  put  the  house  at  my 
disposal,  and  allow  me  to  invite  Egerton,  of  course,  and 
what  other  guests  I  may  please ;  in  short,  you  leave  all 
to  me  T " 

"  Certainly ;  and  if  you  cannot  get  in  your  friend,  who 
canl  That  borough,  it  is  an  awkward,  ungrateful  place, 
end  has  been  the  plague  of  my  life.  So  much  as  I  have 
spent  diere,  too;  so  much  as  I  have  done  to  its  trade." 
And  the  Earl,  with  an  indignant  sigh,  left  the  room. 

Harley  seated  himself  deliberately  at  his  writing  table, 
leaning  his  face  <m  his  hand,  and  looking  abetiactedly 
into  space  from  under-knit  and  lowering  brows. 

Harley  L'Estiange  was,  as  we  have  seen,  a  man 
singularly  tenacious  of  affections  and  impressions.  He 
was  a  man,  too,  whose  nature  was  eminently  bold,  loyal, 
and  candid ;  even  the  apparent  whim  and  levity  which 
misled  the  world,  both  as  to  his  dispositions  and  his 
powers,  m^ht  be  half  ascribed  to  that  open  temper, 
which,  in  its  over-contempt  for  all  that  seemed  to  savor 
of  hypocrisy,  sported  with  forms  and  ceremonials,  and 
extracted  humor,  sometimes  extravagant,  Bometimee  pro* 
found  —  from  "  the  solemn  plauaibilities  of  the  world." 
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The  ahook  he  had  now  received  emote  the  very  founda- 
tions of  his  mind,  and,  orerthroTing  all  the  airier 
structoiea  which  fancy  and  vit  had  built  upmi  its  sur- 
taae,  left  it  clear  as  a  new  world  for  the  operations  of 
the  darker  and  more  fearful  paeeionB.  When  a  man  of  a 
heart  so  lovii^,  and  a  nature  ao  irregularly  powerful  as 
Harley'a  suddenly  and  abruptly  diBcoTers  deceit  where 
he  had  most  confided,  it  is  not  (aa  with  the  calmer 
pupils  of  ^t  harsh  teacher  Experience)  the  mere  with- 
drawal of  esteem  and  affection  from  the  one  offender, — 
it  is,  that  trust  in  everything  eeems  gonej  it  is,  that  the 
injured  spirit  looks  hack  to  the  past,  and  condemns  all 
its  kindlier  rirtuee  as  follies  that  conduced  to  its  own 
woe;  and  looks  on  to  the  future  as  to  a  journey  beset 
with  smiling  traitors,  whom  it  must  meet  witb  an  equal 
simulation,  or  crush  with  a  superior  force.  The  guilt 
of  treason  to  men  like  these  is  incalculable,  —  it  robs 
the  world  of  all  the  benefits  they  would  otherwise  have 
lavished  as  they  passed;  it  ie  reeponeible  for  all  the  ill 
that  springs  from  the  corruption  of  natures,  whose  vety 
luxuriance,  when  the  atmosphere  is  once  tainted,  does 
hut  diS^ise  disease;  even  as  the  malaria  settles  not  over 
thin  and  barren  soils,  nor  over  wastes  that  have  been 
from  all  time  desolate,  but  over  the  places  in  which 
southern  suns  had  once  ripened  delightful  gardens,  or 
the  sites  of  cities,  in  which  the  pomp  of  palaces  has 
pasaed  away. 

It  was  not  enough  that  the  friend  of  his  youth,  the 
confidant  of  his  love  had  betrayed  his  trust,  —  been  the 
secret  and  successful  rival ;  not  enough  that  the  woman 
his  boyhood  had  madly  idolized,  and  all  the  while  he 
had  sought  her  traces  with  pining  remorseful  heart,— 
believing  she  but  eluded  his  suit  from  the  emulation  of 
a  kindred  generosity,  desiring  rather  to  sacrifice  her  own 
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lore,  than  to  coat  to  his  the  sacrifice  of  all  which  youth 
rashly  acoms,  and  the  world,  so  highly  estimatee;  not 
enough  that  all  this  while  her  refuge  had  been  the 
bosom  of  another.  This  was  not  enough  of  injury. 
Hia  whole  life  had  heen  wasted  on  a  delusion,  —  hia 
bcolties  and  aime;  the  wholesome  ambition  of  lofty 
minde  had  been  anestod  at  the  very  onset  of  fair  exiet- 
taux;  his  heart  oonoded  by  a  regret  for  which  there  was 
no  cause  i  his  conscien(»  charged  with  the  terror  that  his 
wild  chase  had  urged  a  too  tender  victim  to  the  grave, 
over  which  he  had  mourned.  What  years  that  might 
otherwise  have  been  to  himaelf  ao  serene,  to  the  world 
so  useful,  had  been  consumed  in  objectless,  barren,  mel- 
ancholy dreams!  And  all  this  while  to  whom  bad  his 
complaints  been  att«red)  —  to  the  man  who  knew  that 
his  remorse  was  an  idle  spectre,  and  hie  faithful  sorrow 
a  mocking  aelf-deceit.  Sveiy  thought  that  could  g^t 
man's  natural  pride ;  every  remembrance  that  could  sting 
into  revenge  a  heart  that  had  loved  too  deeply  not  to  be 
accessible  to  hate,  conspired  to  goad  those  maddening 
Furies  who  come  into  every  temple  which  is  once  dese- 
crated by  the  presence  of  the  evil  passions.  In  that 
sullen  silence  of  the  soul,  vei^eance  took  the  form  of 
justice.  Changed  though  his  feelings  towards  Leonora 
Avenel  were,  the  stoiy  of  her  grief  and  her  wrongs 
embittered  still  more  his  wrath  against  his  rival.  The 
fragments  of  her  memoir  left  naturally  on  Harley's  mind 
the  conviction  that  she  had  been  the  victim  of  an  infa- 
mous fraud, — the  dupe  of  a  false  marriage.  His  idol 
had  not  only  been  stolen  from  the  altar,  it  bad  been 
sullied  ly  the  sacrifice;  broken  with  Tcmoiselese  hand, 
and  thrust  into  dishonored  clay;  mutilated;  defamed; 
its  very  memory  a  thing  of  contempt  to  him  who  had 
ravished  it  from  worship.     The  living  Harley  and  the 
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dead  Nora, — both  called  aloud  to  their  joint  daepoilei, 
"  Beatore  what  thou  haet  taken  from  us,  or  pay  the 
forfeit! " 

Thus,  then,  daring  the  interview  between  Helen 
and  Leonard,  —  thus  Hailey  L'Estrange  eat  alonel  and 
aa  a  rude,  irregular  lump  of  steel,  when  wheeled  round 
into  rapid  motion,  aaaumee  the  form  of  the  circle  it 
describee,  so  his  iron  purpose,  hurried  on  by  his  relenb- 
less  passion,  filled  the  space  into  which  he  gased  with 
optical  deluaions,  — scheme  after  scheme  revolving  and 
oonsnmmatlng  the  circles  that  clasped  a  foe. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

Ths  sntoBiice  of  a  serTant,  umoancing  ft  name  whica 
Hailej,  in  the  alworption  of  hie  gloomy  reverie,  did  not 
hear,  wai  followed  by  that  of  a  person  on  whom  he 
lifted  his  eyea  in  the  cold  and  haughty  aurprise  with 
which  a  man,  mnch  occupied,  gneta  and  rebukes  the 
intraaion  of  an  unwelcome  atranger. 

*  It  ie  BO  long  aince  youi  lordahip  haa  seen  me,"  said 
the  rieitor,  with  mild  dignity,  "  that  I  cannot  wonder 
you  do  not  reoc^ize  my  person,  and  have  foi^tten  my 

"  Sir,"  answered  Harley,  with  an  impatient  mdenesa 
ill  in  harmony  with  the  urbani^  for  which  he  waa 
usually  diatinguisbed, — 'air,  your  person  is  sfannge 
to  me,  and  your  name  I  did  not  hear;  but,  at  all 
erenta,  I  am  not  now  at  leisure  to  attend  to  you. 
Excuse  my  plaiuness." 

"  Yet,  pardon  me  if  I  atill  linger.  My  name  is  Dale. 
I  was  formerly  curate  at  Lansmere ;  and  I  would  speak 
to  your  lordship  in  the  name  and  the  memory  of  one 
once  dear  to  you,  —  Leonora  Avenel." 

Harlet  (after  a  short  pause).  — "  Sir,  I  cannot  con- 
jecture your  buainess.  But  be  seated.  I  remember  you 
now,  though  years  have  altered  both;  and  I  have  since 
heard  much  in  your  favor  from  Leonard  Fairfield. 
Still,  let  me  pray  that  you  will  be  brief." 

Mb.  Dale.  — "  May  I  assume  at  once  that  yon  have 
divined  the  parentage  of  the  young  man  you  call  Fair- 
field t  When  I  listened  to  his  grateful  praises  of  your 
beneficence,  and  marked  with  melancholy  pleasure  the 
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reverence  in  which  he  holds  you,  my  heart  swelled 
within  me.  I  acknowledged  Uie  mTBtorioiu  tone  of 
nature." 

Hable;.  —  *  Force  of  nature!    Tou  talk  in  riddles." 

Kb.  Dale  (Indignantly).  — "  Oh,  my  lord,  how  can 
you  BO  dieguifie  your  better  self  I  Surely  in  Leonaid 
Fairfield  you  have  long  aince  recognieed  the  son  of  Nots 
Ave&el ! " 

Harley  pasaed  hie  hand  orer  hia  face.  "Ah I" 
thought  he,  'ehe  lived  to  boar  a  son,  then,  —  a  son 
to  F^jertont  Leonard  ia  that  son.  I  should  have 
known  it  try  the  likeneas,  —  by  the  fond,  foolish  im- 
pulse titat  moved  me  to  him.  TMb  is  why  he  conMed 
to  me  these  fearful  memoite.  Be  seeks  hia  father,  — 
he  sh&ll  find  him." 

Mk.  Dalb  (mistaking  the  cause  of  Horley's  silence). 
— "I  honor  your  compunction,  my  lord.  Ob!  let  your 
heart  and  your  conscience  continue  to  speak  to  your 
worldly  pride." 

Hablkt.  —  "Uy  compunction^  heart,  conscience! 
Hr.  Dale,  you  insult  me  I" 

Me.  Dale  (sternly).  — "  Not  so;  I  am  fulfilling  my 
miseion,  which  bids  me  rebuke  the  sinner.  Leonora 
Avraiel  speaks  in  me,  and  commands  the  guilty  father 
to  acknowledge  the  innocent  child! " 

Harley  half  nise,  and  his  eyea  literally  flashed  fire; 
bat  he  calmed  hia  anger  into  irony.  "  Hal "  said  he, 
with  a  aarcastic  smile,  "  ao  you  suppose  that  I  was  the 
perfidious  seducer  of  Nora  Avenel ;  that  I  am  the  callous 
fether  of  the  child  who  came  into  the  world  without  a 
name.  Yeiy  welt,  sir,  taking  these  asaumptions  for 
granted,  what  is  it  you  demand  from  me  on  behalf  of 
this  young  man  1 " 

'  I  ask  from  you  his  happinese,"  replied  Mr.  Dale, 
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Imploringly;  and  yieldii^  to  the  coropasdoa  witb 
which  Leonard  inspired  him,  and  perBOoded  that  Lord 
L'Estmnge  felt  a  fabler's  lore  for  the  boy  vrhom  he 
had  saved  from  the  whirlpool  of  London,  and  gnided 
to  safety  and  honorable  independence,  he  here,  with 
simple  eloquence,  narrated  all  Leonard's  feelings  for 
Helen, — -bis  silent  fideli^  to  her  image,  though  a 
child's;  his  love  when  he  again  beheld  her  ae  a  woman; 
the  modest  feara  which  the  Fsrwxi  himself  had  com- 
bated; the  recommendation  that  Mr.  Dale  had  forced 
upon  him,  to  confess  his  affection  to  Helen,  and  plead 
his  cause.  "  Anxious,  as  you  may  believe,  for  bis  sue- 
oees,"  continued  the  Parson,  "  I  waited  without  your 
gates  till  he  came  from  Mies  Digit's  presence.  And 
oh,  my  lord,  bad  you  but  seen  his  facel  —  audi  emotion 
and  such  despair  I  I  could  not  learn  &om  bim  what  bad 
passed.  He  escaped  from  me,  and  rushed  away.  All 
that  I  could  gather  was  from  a  few  broken  words,  and 
from  those  words  I  formed  the  conjecture  (it  may  be 
erroneous)  that  the  obstacle  to  his  happiness  was  not  in 
Helen's  beart,  my  lord,  but  seemed  to  me  aa  if  it  were 
in  youtself.  Therefore,  when  he  had  vanished  from  my 
sight,  I  took  oourage,  and  came  at  once  to  you.  If  be 
be  your  son,  and  Helen  Digby  be  your  ward,  —  she 
herself  wi  orphan,  dependent  on  your  bounty,  —  why 
should  they  be  severed  1  Equals  in  years;  united  by 
early  ciTcuiustance ;  congenial  it  seems,  in  simple  habits 
and  refined  tastes,  —  what  should  hinder  their  union, 
unless  it  be  the  want  of  fortune  1  and  all  men  know 
your  wealth;  none  ever  questioned  your  generoeity. 
My  lord,  my  lord,  your  look  freeEes  me.  If  I  have 
offended,  do  not  visit  my  offence  on  him,  —  on 
Leonaid!" 
"  And  so,"  said  Harley,  stilt  controlling  bis  nge, 
vol..  lit.— 91 
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'ao  this  boy, — whom,  an  you  say,  I  saved  from  that 
pitiloas  woild  which  has  engalfed  many  a  nobler  gemiu, 
— so,  in  return  for  all,  he  has  sought  to  rob  me  of  the 
last  affection,  poor  and  Inkewarm  though  it  was,  that 
remained  to  me  in  life.  He  presume  to  lift  his  eyes 
to  my  affianced  bridel  Hel  And,  for  aught  I  know, 
steal  from  me  her  living  heart,  and  leave  to  me  her  ii^ 
hand!" 

■  Oh,  my  lord,  yonr  affianced  bridel  I  never  dreamed 
ot  this.  I  implore  your  pardim.  The  very  thought  is  so 
t«mble,  so  unnatural,  —  the  son  to  woo  the  father's  — 
Oh,  what  sin  have  I  fallen  intol  The  sin  was  mine,— 
I  urged  and  pereuaded  him  to  it.  He  was  ignorant  as 
myself.     Forgive  him,  forgive  himi  " 

"Mr.  Dale,"  said  Harley,  rising,  and  extending  his 
hand,  which  the  poor  Parson  felt  himself  unworthy  to 
tftke,  —  "  Hr.  JDalo,  you  are  a  good  man,  —  if,  indeed, 
this  universe  of  liars  contains  some  man  who  does  not 
cheat  our  judgment  when  we  deem  him  honest.  Allow 
me  only  to  ask  why  you  consider  Leonard  Fairfield  to 
be  my  son  ?  " 

"  Was  not  your  youthful  admiration  for  poor  Noik 
evident  to  mel  Eemember.  I  was  a  frequent  guest  at 
Lansmeie  Pork;  and  it  was  so  natural  that  you,  with  all 
your  brilliant  gifts,  should  captivate  her  refined  fancy, 
— her  affectionate  heart." 

"  Natural,  —  you  think  bo;  go  on." 

"  Your  mother,  as  became  her,  separated  you.  It  was 
not  unknown  to  me  that  you  still  cherished  a  paaaion 
which  your  rank  forbade  to  be  lawful.  Poor  girl ;  she 
left  the  Kiof  of  her  protectress,  Lady  Jane.  Nothing 
was  known  of  her  till  she  came  to  her  father's  house,  to 
give  birth  to  a  child,  and  die.  And  the  same  day  that 
dawned  on  her  corpse,  you  hurried  from  the  place.     Ahl 
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no  donbt  your  oonacience  amote  you,  —  you  have  neT«T 
returned  to  Lanemeie  ainca." 

Harley'fl  breast  heaved)  he  waved  his  hand, — the 
Parson  resamed, — 

"  Whom  could  I  suspect  but  yout  I  made  inquiries: 
they  confirmed  my  Buspicions." 

"  Perhaps  you  inquired  of  my  friend  Mr.  E^rtou  I 
He  iraa  with  me — when  —  when,  as  yon  say,  I  harried 
&om  the  place. " 

"I  did,  my  lord." 

'  Andhet" 

"  Denied  your  guilt;  but  still,  a  man  of  honor  so  nice, 
of  heart  >o  feeling,  could  not  feign  readily.  His  denial 
did  not  deceive  me." 

*  Honest  man  [ "  said  Harley ;  and  his  hand  griped 
the  breast  over  which  still  rustled,  as  if  with  a  ghostly 
aigh,  the  records  of  the  dead.  "  He  knew  she  had  left  a 
son,  toot" 

"  He  did,  my  lord;  of  course,  I  told  him  that." 

'  The  eon  whom  I  found  storviDg  in  the  streets  <d 
Iiondon!  Mr.  Dale,  as  you  see,  your  W0Td«  move  me 
veiy  much.  Z  cannot  deny  that  he  who  wronged,  it 
may  be  with  no  common  treachery,  that  young  mother, 
— for  Nora  Avenal  was  not  one  to  be  lightly  seduced 
into  error  —  " 

"  Indeed,  no !  " 

"  And  who  then  thought  no  more  of  &6  ofbrpnag  of 
her  anguish  and  his  own  crime,  — I  cannot  deny  that 
that  man  deservee  some  chastisement;  should  render 
some  atonement.  Am  I  not  right  heief  Answer  with 
the  plain  speech  which  becomes  your  sacred  calling." 

"  I  cannot  say  otherwise,  my  lord,"  replied  the  Par- 
son, pitying  what  appeared  to  him  such  remorse.  "  But 
if  he  repent  —  " 
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"  Enough,"  iatemipted  Huley , "  I  aow  invito  you  to 
Tiait  me  at  Lansmerej  give  me  your  addreae,  and  I  will 
«I^rise  jon  of  the  da;  on  which  I  will  reqaest  your 
presence.  Leonard  Fairfield  shall  find  a  father,  —  I  was 
about  to  e&j,  worthy  of  bimeeli.  For  the  rest — stay; 
leeeat  yourself.  For  the  rest,"  —  and  ^ain  the  sinister 
smite  broke  from  Harley's  eye  and  lip,  —  "I  will  not  yet 
say  whether  I  am,  or  ought  to,  resign  to  a  younger  and 
fairer  suitor  the  lady  who  has  accepted  my  own  hand. 
I  have  no  reason  yet  to  believe  that  she  prefers  him. 
But  what  think  you,  meanwhile,  of  tiiis  proposal  f  Hr. 
Avenel  wishes  his  nephew  to  contest  the  borough  of 
Lansmeie,  —  has  urged  me  to  obtoin  the  young  man's 
consent.  True,  that  he  may  thus  endanger  the  seat  of 
Ur.  Audley  Egerton.  What,  then!  Mr.  Audley  £gei- 
ton  is  a  great  man,  and  may  find  another  seat ;  that  should 
not  stand  in  the  way.  Let  Leonard  obey  his  uncle.  If 
he  win  the  election;  why,  he  '11  he  a  more  equal  match, 
in  the  world's  eye,  for  Miss  Dighy,  —  that  ie,  should 
she  prefer  htm  to  myself;  and  if  she  do  not,  still,  in 
public  life,  there  is  a  cure  for  all  private  sorrow.  That 
is  a  maxim  of  Mr.  Audley  i^erton'a ;  and  he,  you  know, 
is  a  man  not  only  of  the  nicest  honor,  hut  the  deepest 
worldly  wisdom.  Do  you  like  my  proposition  1 " 
"  It  seems  to  me  most  considerate,  —  most  generous. " 
"  Then  ypu  shall  take  to  Leonard  the  lines  I  am  about 
to  write." 

lord  L'EttroMgt  te  Ltonard  liiitfitid. 

I  have  read  the  memoir  you  ictnisted  to  me.  I  will  follow 
up  all  the  clues  that  it  gives  me.  Meanwhile  I  request  you 
to  suspend  all  questions,  — forbear  all  reference  to  a  subject 
which,  aa  you  may  well  coi^ecture,  is  frsnght  with  painful 
recollectioas  to  myself.    At  this  moment,  too,  I  am  compelled 
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to  ooncentie  m;  tliooght*  npon  a&in  of  a  pablio  nainra,  and 
jt/t  which,  may  senaiblf  affect  yonnelf.  Thca«  aM  reasons 
why  I  urge  yon  to  comply  with  jonr  allele's  wish,  and  stand 
for  the  borough  of  Idnuneie  at  the  approaching  electioa.  If 
the  exquisite  gratitude  of  your  nature  bo  overrates  what  I 
may  hare  done  for  yon,  that  you  think  you  owe  me  some  obli- 
gatioiu,  you  will  richly  repay  them  on  the  day  in  which  I  hear 
you  hailed  as  member  for  Lansmere.  Relying  on  that  gener- 
ous principle  of  ielf-aacriflce  which  actuates  all  your  conduct, 
I  ehall  count  upon  yonr  sonandering  your  preference  to  pri- 
vate life,  and  enterii^  the  arena  of  that  noble  ambition  which 
has  conferred  such  digni^  on  the  name  of  my  friend  Andley 
Egert«n.  He,  it  ia  true,  will  be  your  opponent;  but  he  is  too 
generous  not  to  paidon  my  zeal  for  the  interesta  of  a  youth 
whose  career  I  am  vain  enough  to  think  that  J  have  aided. 
And  as  Mr>  Bandal  Leslie  stands  in  coalitiou  with  Egerton, 
and  Mr.  Arenel  believes  that  two  candidates  of  the  same  party 
cannot  both  succeed,  Uie  result  may  be  to  the  satis&otion  of 
all  the  feelings  which  I  entertain  for  Andley  Egerton,  and  for 
you,  who,  I  have  nason  to  think,  will  emulate  his  titlea  to 
my  eflteem. 

Toma, 

L'BsTBAitaa. 

"There,  Mi.  Dale,"  said  H&iley,  lealing  hie  letter, 
aad  giving  it  into  the  Parson's  hands.  "  There,  yoa 
shall  deliver  this  note  to  your  friend.  But  no,— npon 
second  thoughts,  einoe  he  does  not  yet  know  of  your 
visit  to  me,  it  is  best  that  he  should  be  still  in  igno- 
tancs  of  it.  For  should  Miaa  Digl^  resolve  to  abide  hj 
her  preaeot  engagements,  it  were  surely  kind  to  save 
Leonard  the  pain  of  learning  that  you  had  communi- 
cated to  me  that  rivalry  he  himself  had  concealed. 
Let  all  that  has  passed  between  us  be  kept  in  strict 


"  I  will  obey  yon,  my  lord,"  answend  the  Parson, 
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meekly,  startled  to  find  that  he  who  had  come  to  arro- 
gate authority,  vaa  nov  eubmitting  to  commanda;  and 
all  at  fanlt  what  judgment  he  could  venture  to  pass  upon 
the  man  whom  he  had  regarded  as  a  criminal,  who  had 
not  even  denied  the  crime  impnted  to  him,  yet  who  now 
impresaed  the  accusing  priest  with  eomething  of  that 
respect  which  Mr.  Dale  had  never  before  conceded  but 
to  Virtue.  Could  he  have  tjien  bnt  looked  into  the  dark 
and  stormy  heart,  which  he  twice  misread  1 

*  It  is  well,  —  very  well,"  mattered  Harley,  when  the 
door  had  closed  upon  the  Parson.  "  The  viper  and  ^e 
viper's  broodi  So  it  was  this  man's  son  that  I  led  from 
the  dire  Slough  of  Despond;  and  the  son  unconsciously 
imitates  the  father's  gratitude  and  honor —  Hal  — 
hal"  Suddenly  the  bitt«i  laugh  was  arrested;  a  flash 
of  almost  celestial  joy  darted  through  the  warring  ele- 
ments of  etorm  and  darkness.  If  Helen  returned 
Ijeonard's  affection,  Harley  L'Estrange  was  &eel  And 
through  that  flash  the  face  of  Violante  shone  upon  hint 
as  an  angel's.  But  the  heavenly  light  and  the  angel 
face  vanished  abruptly,  swallowed  up  in  Uie  black  abyss 
of  the  rent  and  tortuied  soul. 

"Fool!"  said  the  unhappy  man,  aloud,  in  hi* 
anguish,  — "  fool  I  what  then  I  Were  I  free,  would 
it  be  to  tnist  my  fate  again  to  falsehood)  If,  in  all 
the  bloom  and  glory  of  my  youth,  I  failed  to  win  the 
heart  of  a  village  girl;  if,  once  more  deluding  myself,  it 
is  in  vain  that  I  have  tended,  reared,  cherished,  some 
germ  of  woman's  human  affection  in  the  orphan  I  saved 
from  penoty,  —  how  look  for  love  in  the  Iffilliant  prin- 
cess, whom  all  the  sleek  Lotharios  of  oat  gaudy  world 
will  surround  with  their  homage  when  once  she  olighte 
<Hk  their  q>herel    If  perfidy  be  my  fate — what  hell  of 
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faellB  in  the  thoughtl  —  that  a  wife  might  la;  her  heat 
in  my  booom,  and  —  oh,  horror!  horror)  —  Nol  —  I 
woold  not  accept  her  hand  wete  it  offered,  nor  believe 
in  her  love  were  it  pledged  to  me  I  Stem  sool  of  mine, 
— wise  at  lut,  love  never  more;  never  more  believe  in 
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Afl  Harley  quitted  the  room,  Helen's  pale,  sweet  face 
looked  forth  from  a  door  ia  the  same  corridoT.  She 
advanced  towaida  him  timidly. 

"May  I  speak  with  yout"  she  said,  in  almost  in. 
audible  accents.  "  I  have  been  listening  for  your  foot- 
stop." 

Harley  looked  at  hei  steadfastly.  Then,  withoat  a 
wotd,  he  followed  her  into  the  room  she  had  left,  and 
closed  the  door. 

"I,  too,"  said  he,  "  meant  to  seek  an  interview  with 
yourself, —  bnt  later.  You  would  speak  to  me,  Helen, 
—  Bay  on, —  Ahl  child,  what  mean  you)  Why  thist" 
— for  Helen  was  kneeling  at  hie  feet. 

"Let  me  kneel,"  she  said,  resisting  the  hand  that 
sought  to  raise  her.  "  Let  me  kneel  till  I  have  ex* 
plained  all,  and  perhaps  won  youi  pardon.  You  aaid 
sometbing  the  other  evening.  It  has  weighed  on  my 
heart  and  my  conscience  ever  since.  You  said, '  that  I 
should  have  no  secret  from  youi  for  thai,  in  our  relation 
to  each  other,  would  be  deceit.'  I  have  had  a  secret; 
bnt,  oh,  believe  me  I  it  was  long  eie  it  was  clearly  visible 
to  myself.  You  honored  me  with  a  suit  so  far  beyond 
my  birth,  my  merita.  You  said  that  I  might  console 
and  comfort  you.  At  those  woids,  what  answer  could  I 
give  i  —  I ,  who  owe  you  so  much  more  than  a  daughter's 
dutyt  And  I  thought  that  my  affections  were  free, — 
that  tbey  would  obey  that  duty.  But  —  but — but — " 
continued  Helen,  bowing  her  head  still  lowlier,  and  in 
a  voice  far  fainter —  "I  deceived  myself.     I  again  saw 
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him  vlio  had  been  all  in  the  world  to  me,  when  the 
world  was  bo  terrible,  and  then  —  and  then  —  I  trem- 
bled. I  was  terrifiBd  at  my  own  memorieB, —  m;  own 
thoughts.  Still  I  struggled  to  banish  the  past, —  reso* 
lutely,  firmly.  Oh,  you  believe  me,  do  you  noti  And 
I  hoped  to  conquer.  Yet  ever  since  those  words  of 
yours,  I  felt  that  I  ought  to  tell  yen  even  of  the  strag- 
gle. This  is  the  first  time  we  hare  met  since  you  spoke 
them.  And  now — now  —  I  have  seen  him  again,  and 
— and — though  not  by  a  word  could  she  you  had  deigned 
to  woo  aa  your  bride  encourage  hope  in  another,  though 
there — there  where  you  now  stand  —  he  bade  me  fare- 
well, and  we  parted  as  if  forever;  yet — yet  —  0  Lord 
L'Estrangel  in  retom  for  your  rank,  wealth,  your  still 
nobler  gifts  of  nature,  what  ahoiild  I  bring  }  —  something 
more  than  gratitude,  esteem,  reverence, — at  least  an  un- 
divided heart,  filled  with  your  image,  and  youie  alone. 
And  this  I  cannot  give.  Pardon  me, — not  for  what  T 
■ay  now,  but  for  not  saying  it  before.  Pardon  me,— 
0  my  benefactor,  pardon  me ! " 

"  Rise,  Helen,"  said  Harley,  with  relaxing  Imow, 
though  still  unwilling  to  yield  to  one  softer  and  holier 
emotion.  "Kisel"  And  he  lifted  her  up,  and  drew 
her  towaida  the  light.  "  Let  me  look  at  your  face. 
There  seems  no  guile  here.  These  tears  are  surely 
honest.  If  I  oannot  be  loved,  it  is  my  fate,  and  not 
your  crime.  Now,  listen  to  me.  If  yon  giant  me  noth* 
ing  elee,  will  you  give  me  the  obedience  which  the  ward 
owes  to  the  guardian, — 'the  child  to  the  parautl  " 

*  Yea — oh,  yesi  "  murmured  Helen. 

'  Then  while  I  release  yon  from  all  troth  to  me,  I 
cUim  the  right  to  refuse,  if  I  so  please  it,  my  assent  to 
the  suit  of — of  the  person  you  prefer.  I  acquit  you  of 
deceit,  but  I  reserve  to  myself  the  judgment  I  shall  pass 
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OB  him.  Until  I  myself  Bonction  ttutt  suit,  Till  70D 
promise  not  to  mcall  in  any  way  the  rejection  which,  if 
X  nndetEtand  you  rightly,  you  hare  given  to  itt " 

'  I  promise." 

*  And  if  I  say  to  yon, '  Helen,  this  man  is  not  worthy 
of  yon — '" 

"  Ko,  no  I  do  not  say  that,—  I  conld  not  beliere  yon." 

Harley  frowned,  but  reanmed  calmly  —  "If,  then,  I 
say,  'Ask  me  not  wherefoie,  bat  I  forbid  you  to  be  the 
wife  of  Leonard  Fairfield,'  what  would  be  your  answer  t " 

"  Ah,  my  lord,  if  you  can  but  comfort  him,  do  with 
me  as  you  will;  but  do  not  command  me  to  break  his 
heart" 

'  Oh,  silly  child,"  cried  Harley,  laughing  scornfully, 
"  hearts  am  not  found  in  the  race  from  which  that  man 
sprang.  But  I  take  your  promise,  with  its  orednlous 
condition.  Helen,  I  pity  you.  I  have  been  as  weak  as 
you,  bearded  man  though  I  be.  Some  day  or  oiber,  you 
and  I  may  live  to  laugh  at  the  follies  at  which  you  waep 
now.  I  can  give  you  no  other  comfort,  for  I  know  of 
none." 

He  moved  to  the  door,  and  paused  at  the  threshold. 
"  I  shall  not  see  you  again  for  some  days,  Helen.  Per- 
haps I  may  request  my  mother  to  join  me  at  Lansmere ; 
if  so,  I  shall  pray  you  to  accompany  her.  For  the 
present,  let  all  believe  that  our  position  is  unchanged. 
The  time  will  eoon  come  when  I  may  —  " 

Helen  looked  up  wistfully  through  her  tears. 

"I  may  release  you  from  alt  duties  to  me,"  continued 
Harley,  with  grave  and  severe  coldness;  "  or  I  may  claim 
your  promise  in  spite  of  the  condition ;  for  your  lover's 
heart  will  not  be  broken.     Adieul " 
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CHAPTER  XVIL 

As  Harlej  enterad  London,  he  came  suddenly  upon 
Randal  Jjeelie,  who  vae  hurrying  from  Eaton  Square, 
having  not  only  accompanied  Mr.  Avenel  in  hie  walk, 
but  gone  home  with  him,  and  spent  half  the  day  in  that 
gentleman's  society.  He  was  now  on  his  way  to  the 
House  of  Commons,  at  which  some  disclosure  as  to  the 
day  for  the  dissolution  of  Parliament  was  expected. 

"  Lord  L'Estrange,"  said  Bandal,  "  I  must  stop  yoo. 
I  have  been  to  Norwood ,  and  seen  our  noble  friend.  He 
has  confided  to  me,  of  course,  all  that  passed.  How  can 
I  express  my  gratitude  to  youl  By  what  rare  talent, 
with  what  signal  courage  you  have  saved  the  happiness 
-^perhape  even  the  honor — of  my  plighted  bridel " 

"Your  bridet  The  Duke,  then,  still  holds  to  the 
promise  you  were  fortunate  enough  to  obtain  bom  Dr. 
Riocaboccat" 

"  He  confirms  that  promise  more  solemnly  than  ever. 
You  may  well  be  surprised  at  his  m^nanimity." 

"  No ;  he  is  a  philosopher, —  nothing  in  him  can  sur- 
prise me:  But  he  seemed  to  think,  when  I  saw  him, 
that  there  were  ciicumstancea  you  might  find  it  haid  to 
explain." 

"Hardl  nothing  so  easy.  Allow  me  to  tender  to  you 
the  same  explanations  which  satisfied  one  whom  phil- 
osophy itself  has  made  as  open  to  truth  as  he  is  clear- 
sighted to  imposture." 

"  Another  time,  Mr.  Leslie.  If  your  bride's  father 
be  satisfied,  what  right  have  I  to  doubtl    By  the  way, 
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you  stand  for  Lansnere.  Do  me  Uie  favor  to  fix  yoni 
quartets  at  the  Park  during  tiie  election.  Yon  will,  of 
course,  accompany  Mr.  Egerton." 

"You  are  most  kind,"  answered  Bandal,  greatly 
surprised. 

"  You  accept  t  That  is  well.  We  shall  then  have 
ample  opportani^  for  t^ose  explanations  which  yon 
honor  me  I^  offering;  and,  to  make  your  visit  still 
more  agreeable,  I  may,  perhaps,  induce  our  friends  at 
Norwood  to  meet  you.     Good-day." 

Harley  walked  on,  leaving  Kandal  motionless  in 
amaze,  but  tormented  with  suapicion.  What  could 
such  courtesies  in  Lord  L'Estrange  portend  t  Surely 
no  good. 

"I  am  about  te  hold  the  balance  of  justice,"  said 
Harley  te  himself.  "I  will  cast  the  light-weight  of 
that  knave  into  the  scale.  Yiolante  never  can  be  mine ; 
but  I  did  not  save  her  from  a  Feschiera  to  leave  her  to  a 
Bandal  Leslie.  Ha,  bal  Audley  Egerton  baa  soma 
human  feeling, —  tenderness  for  that  youth  whom  he 
has  selected  from  the  world,  in  which  he  left  Nora's 
child  to  the  jaws  of  Famine.  Through  that  side  I  can 
reach  at  hie  heart,  and  prove  him  a  fool  like  myself, 
where  he  esteemed  and  confided!     Good." 

Thus  soliloquizing,  Lord  L'Sstrange  gained  the  corner 
of  Bruton  Street,  when  he  vas  again  somewhat  abruptly 
accosted. 

"My  dear  Lord  L'Estninge,  let  me  shake  yon  by  the 
band ;  for  Heaven  knows  when  I  may  see  you  again ;  and 
you  have  suffered  me  to  assist  in  one  good  action." 

"frank  Hazeldean,  I  am  pleased  indeed  to  meet  yon. 
Why  do  you  indulge  in  that  melancholy  doubt  as  to  the 
time  when  I  may  see  you  again  I " 

"  I  have  just  got  leave  of  absenoe.    I  am  not  well,  and 
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I  un  lather  Mpped,  eo  I  shall  go  abroad  for  a  few 
weeks." 

In  spite  of  himself,  the  sombre,  brooding  man  felt 
interest  and  sympathy  in  the  dejection  that  was  evident 
in  Frank's  voice  and  countenance.  "Ano^er  dupe  to 
affection,"  thought  he,  as  if  in  apolt^  to  himself;  —  "of 
oonise,  a  dupe;  he  is  honest  and  artless, — at  present." 
He  pressed  kindly  on  the  arm  which  he  had  involun- 
tarily twined  within  his  own.  "I  couceive  how  you 
now  grieve,  my  young  friend,"  said  he;  "but  you  will 
congratuKte  yourself  heieoftei  on  what  this  day  seems 
to  you  an  afSiction." 

"My  dear  lord  —  " 

"I  am  much  older  than  you,  but  not  old  enough  fot 
such  formal  ceremony.     Pray,  call  me  L'Estrange." 

"Thank  you;  and  I  should  indeed  like  to  speak  to 
you  as  a  &iend.  There  is  a  thot^ht  on  my  mind  which 
haunts  me.  I  daresay  it  ia  foolish  enough,  but  I  am 
sura  ytm  will  not  laugh  at  me.  You  heard  what  Madame 
di  Kegts  said  to  mo  last  night.  I  hare  been  trifled  with 
and  misled,  but  I  cannot  forget  so  soon  how  dear  to  me 
Uiat  woman  was.  I  am  not  going  to  bore  you  with  such 
nonsense ;  hut  from  what  I  con  understand,  her  brother 
is  likely  to  lose  all  his  fortune;  and,  even  if  not,  he  is 
a  sod  scoundrel.  I  caiuiot  bear  the  thought  that  she 
should  be  so  dependent  on  him;  that  ahe  mi^  come  to 
want.  After  all  there  must  be  good  in  her, — good  in 
her  to  refuse  my  hand  if  she  did  not  love  me.  A  mer- 
cenary woman  go  circumstanced  would  not  have  done 
that." 

"  You  are  quite  right.  But  do  not  torment  yourself 
with  Buch  generous  fears.  Madame  di  Negra  shall  not 
come  to  want,  — shall  not  be  dependent  on  her  infamous 
brother.     The  first  act  of  the  Doke  di  Serrano,  on  re- 
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gaining  his  estates,  will  be  a  sniteble  piovirion  for  his 
kinswoman.     I  will  answer  for  this." 

"  You  take  a  load  off  my  mind.  I  did  mean  to  ask  you 
to  intercede  with  Biccabooca, —  that  is,  the  Ihike  (it  is 
so  hard  to  think  he  can  heal>ukel).  I,  slasi  harenoth- 
ing  in  my  power  to  bestow  upon  Madame  di  Negra.  I 
may,  indeed,  aell  my  commisBion;  but  then  I  hare  a 
debt  which  I  long  to  pay  off,  and  the  sale  of  the  commis- 
sion would  not  suffice  even  for  that;  and  perhaps  my 
father  might  be  still  more  angry  if  I  do  sell  it.  Well, 
good-by.  I  shall  now  go  away  happy, —  that  is,  com- 
paratively.    One  must  bear  things  like  —  a  man  1 " 

"I  should  like,  however,  to  see  you  again  before  you 
go  abroad.  I  will  call  on  you.  Meanwhile,  can  you  tell 
me  the  number  of  one  Baron  Levy  T  He  lives  in  this 
street  I  know." 

"  Levyt  Oh,  have  no  dealings  with  him,  I  advise, — ■ 
I  entreat  you  I  He  is  the  moat  plansible,  dangerous 
rascal;  and,  for  Heaven's  sakel  pray  be  warned  1^  me, 
and  let  nothii^  entangle  you  into — a  post-obit  I " 

"Be  reassaied,  I  am  more  accustomed  to  lend  money 
than  borrow  it;  and,  as  to  a  post-obit,  I  have  a  foolish 
prejudice  against  such  ttsnsactions.'' 

"  Don't  call  it  foolish,  L'Estrange ;  I  honor  yon  for  it. 
How  I  wish  I  had  known  you  earlier,— ao  few  men  of 
the  world  are  like  yon.  Even  Bandol  Leslie,  who  is  so 
faultless  in  most  things,  and  never  gets  into  a  scrape 
himself,  called  my  own  scruples  foolish.     However — " 

"Stay  —  Eandal  lieslie!  What  I  He  advised  you  to 
borrow  ou  a  poet-obit,  and  probably  shared  the  loan  with 
youT" 

"Oh,  no;  note  shilling." 

"Tell  me  all  about  it,  Frank.  Perhaps,  as  I  see  that 
Levy  is  mixed  up  in  the  affoii,  your  information  may  be 
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aaefnl  to  myself,  and  pot  me  on  my  gnard  in  dealing  vith 
that  popular  gentleman." 

Frank,  who  eomehow  oi  other  felt  himself  qoite  at 
home  with  Horley,  and  who,  with  all  his  leepect  fot 
Randal  Leslie's  talents,  had  a  vagne  notion  that  Lord 
L'Eatiange  vaa  quite  as  clever,  and  from  hia  yeara  and 
experience,  likely  to  be  a  safer  and  more  judicious  coun- 
sellor, was  noways  loath  to  impart  tike  confidence  thns 
pressed  for. 

He  told  Harley  of  his  debU, — his  first  dealings  with 
Levy ;  the  unhappy  post-obit  into  which  he  had  been 
hurried  by  the  distress  of  Madame  di  Negra;  his  father's 
anger;  his  mother'a  letter;  his  own  feelings  of  mingled 
shame  and  pride,  whioh  made  him  fear  that  repentance 
would  but  seem  8elf-int«rest ;  his  desire  to  sell  his  com- 
mission, and  let  its  sale  redeem  in  part  the  post-obit; 
in  short,  he  made  what  Is  called  a  clean  Imtat  of  it. 
Bandal  Leslie  was  necessarily  mixed  up  irith  this  recital ; 
and  the  subtle  oross-questloninga  of  Hailey  exttaoted  fat 
more  as  to  that  youi^  diplomatist's  agency  in  all  these 
melancholy  concerns,  than  the  ingenuous  namtor  him- 
self was  aware  of. 

"So  then,"  said  Harley,  "Mr.  Leslie  assured  you  of 
Madame  di  Negia's  affection,  when  yon  youiBelf  doubted 
of  it  I" 

"Yes:  she  took  him  in,  even  more  than  she  did 
me." 

"Simple Mr.  Leeliel  And  the  same  kind  friend,— 
who  is  related  to  you,  did  yon  say ! " 

"  Hia  grandmother  was  a  Hozeldean." 

"  Humph.  The  same  kind  relation  led  yon  to  believe 
that  you  Dould  pay  off  this  bond  with  the  Marchesa's 
portion,  and  that  he  could  obtain  the  consent  of  youz 
puents  to  your  marriage  with  that  lady ! " 
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"I  ought  to  have  known  bettor;  my  &ther's  pi«ja- 
dicAB  against  foreigners  and  FapUta  are  bo  strong." 

"And  now  Mr.  Leslie  concurs  with  you,  that  it  is  beat 
for  yoa  to  go  abroad,  and  trust  to  his  interceasion  with 
youi  fatiier.  He  haa  «videntl7,  then,  gained  &  great 
iafluence  orer  Hr.  Hazeldean." 

"  My  father  natuntlly  compares  me  with  him, —  he  so 
clever,  bo  promising,  ao  regular  in  his  habits,  and  I  such 
a  reclcless  scapegrace." 

"  And  the  bulk  of  your  father's  property  is  unentailed, 
— Mr.  Hazeldean  might  disinherit  youT" 

"I  deserve  It,     I  hope  he  will." 

"You  have  no  brothers  nor  aiBters, —  no  relation,  per* 
hape,  aft«r  your  parents,  nearer  to  you  than  your  excellent 
friend  Mr.  Randal  Leslie  I " 

"No;  that  is  the  reason  he  is  so  kind  to  me,  otherwise 
I  am  the  Uet  paraon  to  suit  him.  You  have  no  idea  bow 
well-informed  and  clever  he  Is,"  added  Frank,  in  a  tone 
between  admiration  and  awe, 

"My  dear  Haieldean,  you  will  take  my  advice, — will 
you  noti" 

"Certainly,     Yon  are  too  good." 

"Let  all  your  family,  Mr,  Leslie  included,  suppoee 
yoa  to  be  gone  abroad ;  but  stay  quietly  in  England,  and 
within  a  day's  Journey  of  Lansmere  Park.  I  am  obliged 
to  go  thither  for  the  approaohing  election.  I  may  ask 
yon  to  come  over.  I  think  I  aee  a  way  to  serve  you;  and 
if  so,  you  will  soon  hear  from  me.  Now,  Boron  Levy's 
number  I " 

"  That  is  the  house  with  the  cabriolet  at  the  door. 
How  such  a  fellow  can  bave  such  a  horse  1  —  'tis  01^  of 
all  keeping ! " 

"Not  at  all;  horses  ore  high-apirited,  generous,  un- 
suspicious animals.     They  never  know  if  it  is  a  rogos 


Digitized  ty  Google 


TASIETISB  IH  KVOUSH  Ufl.  337 

who  drivea  them.  I  have  7our  promiae,  then,  and  7011 
will  send  me  jour  addiesB  I " 

"  I  vilL  Stnnge  Uiat  I  feel  more  confidence  in  70a 
tiian  I  do  even  in  Randall    Do  take  care  of  Levy." 

Lotd  Ij'Esbacge  and  Frank  heie  shook  hands,  and 
Frank,  with  an  aoxioas  groan,  saw  L'Eetrtuige  disappeai 
within  the  poitaU  of  the  sleek  deato>7ai. 
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CHAPTER  XVm. 


LoBD  L'EsTBANOE  followed  the  apruce  Beirant  into 
Baion  Levy's  luxurious  study. 

The  Baron  looked  greatly  amazed  at  his  unexpected 
visitor;  but  be  got  up,  —  handed  a  chair  to  m;  lord 
with  a  low  bow,     "  This  is  an  honor,"  aaid  he. 

"  You  have  a  charming  abode  here,"  said  Lord 
L'Estrange,  looking  round.  "Yeiy  fine  bronzes,— 7 
excellent  taste.  Your  receptioD-roome  above  aie, 
doubtless,  a  model  to  all  decoratorel " 

"Would  jour  lordship  condescend  to  see  theml" 
said  Levj,  wondering,  but  flattered. 

"  With  tBe  greatest  pleasure." 

'  Lights! "  cried  Levy,  to  the  seirant  who  answered 
his  bell.  "  Lights  in  the  drawing-rooms,  —  it  la  gtow* 
ing  dark." 

Lord  L'Estruige  followed  the  usurer  up  staiTs;  ad- 
mired everything,  —  pictures,  draperies,  Sfivres  china, 
to  the  very  shape  of  the  downy  fauteitiU,  to  the  very 
pattern  of  the  Toumay  carpets.  Keclinii^  then  on  one 
of  the  voluptuous  sofas,  Lard  L'Estrange  said,  smil- 
ingly, "  You  are  a  wise  man;  there  is  no  advantage  in 
beii^  rich,  unless  one  enjoys  one's  riches." 

"  My  own  maxim,  Lord  L'EBtrange." 

"  And  it  is  something,  too,  to  have  a  taste  for  good 
society.  Small  pride  would  you  have,  my  dear  Baron, 
in  these  rooms,  luxurious  though  they  are,  if  filled  with 
guests  of  vulgar  exterior  and  plebeian  tnanneis.  It  is 
otAj  in  the  world  in  which  we  move  titat  we  find  per* 
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sons  who  bannonise,  aa  it  weie,  with  the  ponelAm  of 
S^TTeg,  and  these  eofas  that  might  have  come  from 
V«nailleB." 

*  I  own,"  said  Levy,  *  that  T  have  wliat  some  may 
call  a  weakness  in  a  parvenu  like  myself.  I  have  a 
love  for  the  beau  mottde.  It  is  indeed  a  pleasure  to  me 
when  I  receive  men  like  yoor  lordship." 

"  But  why  call  yourself  a  parvenu  ?  Though  you  are 
contented  to  honor  the  name  of  Levy,  we,  in  society,  all 
know  that  you  are  the  son  of  a  long-descended  English 
peer.  Child  of  love,  it  is  troe;  but  the  Graces  smile 
on  those  over  whose  birth  Venus  presided.  Pardon  my 
old-fashioned  mythological  similes;  they  go  so  well  with 
these  rooms,  —  Lortia  Quinxe." 

'  Since  you  touch  on  my  birth,"  said  Levy,  his  color 
rather  heightening,  not  with  shame,  but  with  pride,  "  I 
don't  deny  that  it  has  had  some  effect  on  my  habits  and 
tastoe  in  life.     In  fact — " 

*  In  foot,  ami  that  you  would  he  a  miserable  man,  in 
spite  of  all  your  wealth,  if  the  young  dandies,  who  throng 
to  your  banquets,  were  to  out  you  dead  in  the  streets; 
if,  when  your  high-stepping  horse  stopped  at  your  club, 
the  porter  shut  the  door  in  your  fcioe;  if,  when  you 
lounged  into  the  opeia-pit,  handsome  dog  that  you  are, 
each  spendthrift  rake  in  '  Fop's  Alley,'  who  now  waits 
but  the  scratch  of  your  pen  to  endorse  biUeU'doWB  with 
the  charm  that  can  chain  to  himself  for  a  month  some 
nymph  of  the  ballet,  spinning  round  in  a  whirlwind 
of  tuUe,  —  would  shrink  from  the  tonch  of  your  conde- 
scending forefinger  with  more  dread  of  its  contact  than 
a  bailiff's  tap  in  the  thick  of  Pall  Mall  could  inspire; 
if,  tedoced  to  the  company  of  city  clerks,  parasite  led- 
captains — " 

"  Oh,  don't  go  on,  my  dear  lord,"  cried  Levy,  laugh' 
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lag  affectedly.  "  Tmpoesible  though  the  pictun  be,  it  ia 
really  appalling.  Cut  me  o£^  from  May  Fair  and  St. 
Jamea'a,  and  I  should  go  into  my  strong  closet  and  hang 
myself." 

"  And  yet,  my  dear  Baron,  all  thie  may  happen  if  I 
have  the  vhim  just  to  tiy;  all  this  wtU  happen,  unleaa, 
ere  I  leave  your  house,  you  conoede  the  conditions  I 
come  here  to  impose. " 

"  My  lordl "  exclaimed  Levy,  starting  up,  and  pull- 
ing down  his  waistcoat  with  nervous  pasaionato  fingers, 
"  il  you  were  not  under  my  own  roof,  I  would —  " 

"Truce,  with  mock  heroics.  Sit  down,  sir, — ait 
down.  I  will  briefly  state  my  threat,  —  more  l»iefly 
my  conditions.  You  will  be  scarcely  more  prolix  id 
your  reply.  Your  fortune  1  cannot  touch,  — your 
epjoyment  of  it  I  can  destroy.  Eefuse  my  condi- 
tions; make  me  your  enemy,  —  and  war  to  the  knifel 
I  will  intenogato  all  the  young  dupes  you  hare  ruined. 
I  will  learn  the  history  of  all  the  transactians  by  which 
yon  have  gained  the  wealth  that  it  pleases  yon  to  spend 
in  courting  the  socie^  and  sharing  the  vices  of  men  who 
—  go  with  these  rooms,  Loui*  Quituel  Not  a  roguery 
of  yours  shall  escape  me,  down  even  to  your  last  notable 
oonnivance  with  an  Italian  reprobsto  for  the  criminal 
abdnction  of  an  heiress.  All  these  particulars  I  will 
proclaim  in  the  clube  to  which  you  have  gained  admit- 
tance,—  in  every  club  in  London  which  you  yet  hope 
to  creep  into.  All  these  I  will  impart  to  some  such 
authority  in  the  press  as  Ur.  Henry  Korreys;  all  these 
I  will,  upon  the  voucher  of  my  own  name,  have  so  pub- 
lished in  some  joomalB  of  repute,  that  you  must  either 
tacitly  submit  to  the  Tcvelations  that  blast  you,  or  bring 
before  a  court  of  law  actions  that  will  convert  aocusa- 
tions  into  evidence.     It  is  but  by  sufibnuioe  that  you 
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are  hot  in  society;  jom  us  excluded  when  one  man 
like  me  comes  forth  to  denounce  you.  You  try  in  vain 
to  sneer  at  m;  menace ;  your  white  lips  show  yoor  ter- 
ror. I  have  rarely  in  life  drawn  any  advantage  bom 
my  lank  and  position;  but  I  am  thankful  that  they  give 
me  the  power  to  make  my  voice  respected  and  my  e^Ktt- 
nie  triumphant.  Now,  Baron  Levy,  will  yon  go  into 
your  strong  cloeet  and  hang  yonreelf ,  or  will  yon  grant 
me  my  very  moderate  oonditionst  Ton  are  silent,  I 
will  relieve  you,  and  state  thoee  oonditiona.  Until  the 
general  election,  about  to  take  place,  is  concluded,  you 
will  obey  me  to  the  letter  in  all  that  I  enjoin, —  no 
demur,  and  no  scruple.  And  tiie  first  proof  of  obedi- 
ence I  demand  ia,  your  candid  diseloBure  of  aU  Mr. 
Audley  Egerton's  pecuniary  afbire." 

"  Has  my  client,  Mr.  Egerton,  authorized  you  to 
request  of  me  that  disclosure  t " 

"  On  the  contrary,  all  that  passes  between  us  yoo  will 
conceal  from  your  client." 

"  You  would  save  him  from  rain  t  Your  trus^  friend^ 
Mr.  Egerton  I  "  said  the  Baron,  with  a  livid  sneer. 

"Wrong  again,  Baron  Levy.  If  I  would  save  him 
from  ruin,  you  are  scarcely  the  man  I  should  ask  to 
assist  me." 

"  Ah,  I  guess.     You  have  leamed  how  he  —  " 

"  Ouesa  nothing,  but  obey  in  all  things.  Let  UB 
descend  to  your  bueinesa-room." 

Levy  said  not  a  word  until  he  had  reconducted  hli 
visitor  into  his  den  of  destruction,  — all  gleaming  with 
^toliaria  in  rosewood.  Then  he  said  this:  "  If,  Lord 
L'Estrange,  you  seek  but  revenge  on  Andley  Egerhm, 
you  need  not  have  uttered  those  threats.  I,  too,— 
hate  the  man." 

Harley  looked  at  him  wiatfulljr,  and  the  nobleman 
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felt  A  pang  that  he  had  dehased  himself  into  a  mn^ 
feeling  which  the  nBurei  could  share.  Nevertheless, 
tiie  intorriew  appeared  to  cloee  with  aatiafactciy  anange- 
ments,  and  to  produce  amicable  uudeistanding.  For  aa 
the  Baron  ceremoniously  followed  Ijord  L'Estmnge 
through  the  hall,  his  noble  visitor  said,  with  marked 
afiabilitf , — 

"  Then  I  shall  see  you  at  Xjanemere  with  Ur.  Egerton, 
to  assist  in  conducting  hie  election.  It  is  a  sacrifice  of 
your  time  worthy  of  your  friendship;  not  a  step  farther, 
I  beg.  Baron,  I  have  the  honor  to  wish  you  good 
evening. " 

As  the  street-door  opened  on  Lord  L'Estmnge,  he 
■gain  found  himself  face  to  face  with  Bandal  Leslie, 
whose  hand  was  already  lifted  to  the  knocker. 

"  Ha,  Mi.  Leslie  I — you  too  a  client  of  Baron  Levy's; 
a  veiy  useful,  accommodating  man." 

Bandal  stared  and  stammered,  "  I  come  In  haste  from 
the  House  of  Oonunons  on  Ifr.  Egerton's  business. 
Don't  you  hear  the  newspaper  venders  crying  out, 
'  Great  news  —  Dissolution  of  Parliament  T ' " 

"  We  are  prepared.  Levy  himself  oonsents  to  give 
OS  the  aid  of  his  talents.  Kindly,  obliging, — clever 
person!" 

Bandal  hurried  into  Levy's  study,  to  which  the  usurer 
had  shrank  bock,  and  was  now  wiping  his  brow  with  his 
scented  handkerchief,  looking  heated  and  haggard,  and 
very  indifferent  to  Bandal  Leslie. 

"  How  is  thist "  cried  Bandal.  "  I  come  to  tell  you 
first  of  Peschiera's  utter  failure,  the  ridiculous  coxcomb, 
and  I  meet  at  your  door  the  last  man  I  thought  to  find 
there,— the  man  who  foiled  us  all,  Lord  L'Estrange. 
What  brought  Mm  to  you  I  Ah,  perhaps  Ms  interest  in 
Egerton's  election!" 
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"Yei,"  iaid  Levy,  sulkily.  *I  know  all  aboat 
Pewhisra.  I  cannot  talk  to  yoa  now;  I  most  mak» 
BTraDgemeota  for  going  to  LansmBre," 

"  But  don't  foiget  my  purchase  from  Thomhill.  I 
shall  liare  tlia  money  sliortly  from  a  surer  source  than 
Peschiera. " 

"The  Squire  I" 

"  Or  a  rich  father-in-law." 

In  the  mean  while,  as  Lord  L'Bstrange  entered  Bond 
Street,  his  ears  were  stunned  hj  vociferous  cries  ftom 
the  StaotoTS  employed  l>y  "  Standard,"  "  Sun,"  and 
'Globe"  —  "Great  news  —  Dissolution  of  Parliament 
—  Great  newsl"  The  gsa-lamps  were  lighted, — a 
taowQ  fog  was  gathering  orer  tiie  streets,  blending 
itself  with  the  falling  shades  of  night.  The  forms  id 
men  loomed  large  tiuough  the  mist.  The  lights  from 
the  shops  looked  red  and  lurid.  Loungers  usually  care- 
less aa  to  politics,  were  talking  eagerly  and  anxiously  of 
King,  Lords,  Commons;  "  Constitution  at  stake ;  "  "  Tri- 
umph of  liberal  opinions, "  — according  to  their  seveial 
biases.  Hearing  and  scorning;  unsocial,  ieolated; 
walked  on  Hsrley  L'Bstrange.  With  bis  direr  pas- 
sions had  been  roused  up  all  the  natlTe  powers  that 
made  them  doubly  dangerous.  He  became  proudly  con- 
scious of  his  own  great  faculties,  but  exulted  in  them 
only  BO  far  as  they  could  minister  to  the  purpoee  which 
bad  invoked  them. 

"  I  have  oonetituted  myself  a  Fate,"  he  said,  inly; 
"let  the  gods  be  but  neutral  —  while  I  weave  the 
meshes.  Then,  as  Fate  iteelf  when  it  has  fulfilled 
ita  mission,  let  me  pass  away  into  shadow,  with  the 
still  and  lonely  stride  that  none  may  follow, 

<  Oh  for  a  lodge  iu  some  vast  wilderness.' 
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How  weary  I  am  of  this  world  of  meni "  And  again 
the  cry  "Great  newa  —  National  criBia  —  Dissolution  of 
Parliament — Great  news!"  rang  through  the  jostling 
throng.  Three  men,  aim-In-arm,  brushed  by  Harley, 
and  were  stopped  at  the  crossing  by  a  file  of  carriages. 
The  man  in  the  centre  was  Audley  Egerton.  Hie  com- 
panions were  an  ex-minister  like  himself,  and  one  of 
those  great  proprietors  who  are  proud  of  being  above 
office,  and  vain  of  the  power  to  make  and  nnmake 
Govemmento. 

"You  are  the  only  Tnun  to  lead  ue,  Sgerton,"  said 
this  last  personage.  "Do  but  eecure  your  seat,  and  as 
soon  as  this  popular  fever  has  passed  away,  you  must 
be  something  more  than  the  leader  of  Opposition,  —  yon 
must  be  the  first  man  in  England." 

"Not  a  doubt  of  that,"  chimed  in  the  fellow  ex-min- 
ister, a  worthy  man,  —  perfect  red-tapist,  but  inaudible 
in  the  leporteie'  gallery.  "And  your  election  is  quite 
safe,  ehl  All  (Spends  on  that.  You  must  not  be 
thrown  out  at  sudi  a  time,  even  for  a  month  or  two. 
I  hear  that  you  will  have  a  contest,  —  some  townsman 
of  the  borough,  I  think.  But  the  Lansmere  interest 
must  be  all-powerful;  and  I  suppose  L'Estrange  will 
come  out  and  canvass  for  you.  You  are  not  the  man  to 
have  lukewarm  friends  I  " 

"  Don't  be  alarmed  about  my  election.  I  am  as  sure 
of  that  as  of  L'Estrange's  friendship." 

Harley  heard,  with  a  grim  smile,  and  passing  his  hand 
within  his  vest,  laid  it  upon  Nora's  memoir. 

"What  could  we  do  in  Parliament  without  yonl"  said 
the  great  proprietor,  almost  piteonsly. 

"  Bather  what  could  I  do  without  Farliameut )  Pub- 
lic life  ia  the  only  existence  I  own.  Parliament  is  all 
in  all  to  me.     But  we  may  cross  now." 
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Harlej'fl  eye  glittered  cold  aa  it  folloved  the  tidl 
fonn  of  th«  stateaman,  towering  high  above  all  other 
poBBere-by. 

"Ay,"  he  muttered,  — "ay,  rest  as  son  of  mj  friend- 
ship as  I  was  of  tiiinel  And  be  Lanemere  our  field  of 
Philippil  There,  where  thy  first  step  was  made  in  the 
only  life  that  thou  own'st  as  exietence,  sball  the  ladder 
iteelf  rot  from  under  thy  footing.  There,  where  thy 
softer  victim  slunlc  to  death  from  the  deceit  of  thy  love, 
shall  deceit  like  thine  own  dig  a  grave  for  thy  frigid 
ambition.  I  borrow  thy  quiver  of  fraud:  its  still  arrows 
shall  strike  tiiee ;  and  thou  too  shalt  say,  when  the  barb 
pierces  home  — '  This  comes  from  the  hand  Of  a  friend.' 
Ay,  at  I«nsmere,  at  Lansmere  shall  the  end  crown  the 
whole!  Oo,  and  dot  on  the  canvas  the  lines  for  a 
lengthened  perspective,  where  my  eyes  note  already  the 
vanishing-point  of  the  picture." 

Then  through  the  dull  fog,  and  under  the  pale  gas- 
lighte,  Harley  L'Estrange  pursued  his  noiseless  way, 
soon  distinguished  no  more  amongst  the  various,  mot- 
ley, quick'sucoeeding  group«,  with  their  infinite  sub- 
divisions of  thought,  care,  and  passion;  while  load 
over  all  their  low  murmurs,  or  silent  hearts,  were 
heard  the  tramp  of  horses  and  din  of  wheels,  and  the 
vociferous  discordant  cry  that  had  ceased  to  attract  an 
interest  in  the  ears  it  vexed,  "Oreat  news.  Great  nem 
—Dissolution  of  Parliament  —  Great  newsl" 
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The  Boene  ie  at  Lanemere  Park, — a  spacione  [ole, 
commenced  in  the  reign  of  Charles  II. ;  enlarged  and 
altered  in  ttke  reign  of  Anne.  Brilliant  interral  in  the 
History  of  our  National  Manners,  when  even  the  courtiBr 
dreaded  to  be  dull,  and  Sir  Fopling  laised  himaelf  on 
tip-toe  to  catch  the  ear  of  a  wit;  when  the  names  of 
DoTooehire  and  Corset,  Hali&x  and  Carteret,  Oxford 
and  Bolingbroke,  unite  Uiemselves,  brother-like,  with 
those  of  Hobbes  and  of  Dryden,  of  Prior  and  Bentley, 
of  Arbuthnot,  Gay,  Pope,  and  Swift;  and  still,  wher- 
ever we  turn,  to  recognize  some  ideal  of  great  lord  or 
fine  gentleman, — the  immortals  of  literature  stand  l^ 
bis  side. 

The  walls  of  the  rooms  at  Lansmere  were  covered  with 
the  portraits  of  those  who  iUustrate  that  time  which 
Europe  calls  the  age  of  Louis  XIV.  A  L'Estnnge, 
who  had  lived  through  the  reigns  of  four  English  princes 
(and  with  no  mean  importance  through  all),  had  col- 
lected those  likeneeaes  of  noble  contemporaries.  As 
you  passed  through  the  chambers,  —  opening  caie  on  the 
other  in  that  pomp  of  parade  introduced  with  Charles  II. 
from  the  palaces  of  France ,  and  retaining  ite  mode  till 
Versailles  and  the  Trianon  passed,  themselyee,  out  of 
date,  —  you  felt  you  were  in  excellent  company.  What 
saloons  of  our  day,  demeaned  to  tailed  coate  and  white 
waistcoats,  have  that  charm  of  high  breeding  which 
speaka  out  from  the  canvas  of  I^neUer  and  Jervis,  Vivien 
and  Bigaudt  And  withal,  notwithstanding  lace  and 
brocade,  —  the  fripperies  of    artificial  costume, —  still 
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those  vho  giye  interest  or  charm  to  that  6aj,  look  from 
their  portnits  like  men  (raking  oi  dibonnaire,  if  yon 
will) ;  never  minting  nor  feminine.  Can  we  eay  as  much 
of  the  portraits  of  Lawrence  1  Gaze  there  on  fair  Marl- 
borough,—  what  delicate  perfection  of  featnreB,yet  how 
easy  in  boldness,  how  serene  in  the  conriction  of  power! 
So  fair  and  so  tranquil  he  might  have  looked  ttirough  the 
cannon-reek  at  Ramilies  and  Blenheim,  suggesting  to 
Addison  the  image  of  an  angel  of  war.  Ah,  there.  Sir 
Charles  Sedley ,  the  Lovelace  of  wits  I  Note  that  strong 
jaw  and  marked  brow ,  —  do  yon  not  rec(^;nise  the  courtier 
who  scorned  to  ask  one  favor  of  the  king  with  whom  he 
lived  as  an  equal,  and  who  stretched  forth  the  right  hand 
of  man  to  hurl  from  a  throne  the  king  who  had  made 
his  daughter — a  countess ) ' 

Perhaps,  from  his  childhood  thus  surrounded  by  the 
haunting  faces,  —  that  spoke  of  their  age  as  they  looked 
from  the  walls,  —  that  age  and  those  portraits  were  not 
witlkout  influence  on  the  character  of  Harley  L'Estrangc. 
The  whim  and  the  daring;  the  passion  for  letters  and 
reverence  for  genius;  the  mixture  of  levity  and  strength; 
the  polished  sauntering  indolence,  or  the  elastic  readiness 
of  energies  once  called  into  action,^  all  might  have 
found  their  prototypes  in  the  lives  which  those  portraits 
rekindled.  The  deeper  sentiment,  the  more  earnest 
nature,  which  in  Harley  L'Estrauge  were  commingled 
with  the  attributes  common  to  a  former  age, —  these, 

1  Sedlef  wsB  BO  teuadoiu  of  hia  independence,  that  when  Mi 
affaJTB  were  moet  embarrassed,  he  refused  all  pecnniaiy  ^d  from 
Charles  II.  Hia  bitter  sarcasm,  in  vindication  of  the  part  he  took 
tn  the  deposition  of  James  II.,  who  had  compted  his  danghter, 
and  made  her  Connteae  of  Dorchester,  ii  well  known.  "As  the 
King  has  made  my  daaghter  a  conntees,  the  least  I  can  do,  in 
common  gratiCnde,  is  to  assist  in  making  his  majeetj^s  daaghtei  — 
a  qaeea  I " 
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indeed,  were  of  his  own.  Our  age  bo  little  eomia*- 
bended,  while  it  colore  ub  from  its  atmoepheie;  bo  full 
of  mjBterious  and  profound  emotions,  which  our  ances- 
toiB  neyer  knew  I  Will  thoee  emotioiu  be  undentood 
by  OUT  deBcendantBl 

In  this  Btatelf  bouse  were  now  asaembled,  as  Hailey'a 
gueets,  many  of  iha  more  important  personages  whom 
the  slow  length  of  this  story  has  made  famjlijn-  to  the 
reader.  The  two  candidates  for  the  boiou^  in  the  Tnie 
Blue  iuteiest,  — Audley  Egertoa  and  Bandal  Leslie;  and 
Levy ,  chief  among  the  barons  to  whom  modem  sooielry 
giants  a  seignory  of  pillage,  which,  had  a  boron  of  old 
ever  ventured  to  arrogate,  burgess  and  oitdzen,  socman 
and  bocman,  villein  and  churl^  would  have  burned  b™ 
alive  in  his  caatUj  the  I>uke  di  Serrano,  still  fondly 
dipging  to  his  tiUe  of  doctor  and  pet  name  of  Riccabocxa ; 
Jemima,  not  yet  with  the  airs  of  a  duchess,  but  robed 
in  very  thick  silks,  as  the  chrysalis  8tat«  of  a  duchess; 
Violante,  too,  was  there,  sadly  against  her  will,  and 
■hrinVing  aa  much  as  poasiUe  into  the  retirement  of  her 
own  chamber.  The  Countess  of  Lansmere  had  desertMl 
her  lord,  in  order  to  reoeive  the  goeste  of  her  son;  my 
lord  himself,  ever  bent  on  being  of  use  in  some  part  of 
his  countiy,  and  striving  hard  to  distract  his  interest  from 
his  plague  of  a  borough,  had  gone  down  into  Cotnwall  to 
inquire  into  the  social  condition  of  certain  trc^lodytes 
who  worked  in  some  mines  which  the  Xarl  had  late^  had 
the  misfortune  to  wring  from  the  Court  of  Chancery, 
after  a  lawsuit  commenced  by  his  grandfather;  and  a 
Blue  Book,  iaaued  in  the  past  session  by  order  of  Fai> 
liament,  had  especially  quot«d  the  troglodytes  thus  de- 
volved on  the  Earl  aa  bipeds  who  were  in  consideraUe 
ignorance  of  the  sun,  and  had  never  been  known  to 
wash  their  feet  since  the  day  that  they  came  into  the 
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world, — their  worid  undeignnind,  ohipped  off  from  the 
Bottomlem  PitI 

With  the  CoonteflB  came  Helen  Digby ,  of  course ;  and 
Lad;  LaoBmere,  who  had  hitherto  been  so  civilly  cold 
to  the  wife  elect  of  her  son,  had,  ever  since  her  intox>- 
view  with  Harlej  at  Enightebridge,  clung  to  Helen  with 
almost  a  caieesuig  fondness.  The  stem  countess  was 
tamed  by  fear;  she  felt  that  her  own  ioflucDce  over 
Harley  was  gone;  she  trusted  to  the  influence  of  Helen, 
—  in  case  of  whatt  ay,  whatt  It  was  because  the  dan- 
ger wsB  not  clear  to  her,  that  her  bold  spirit  tremUed: 
superstitions,  like  soBpicions,  are  "  as  bats  among  Uida, 
and  fly  by  twilight."  Harley  had  ridiculed  the  idea  of 
challenge  and  strife  between  Audley  and  himself;  but 
still  Lady  Lansmeie  dreaded  the  fieiy  emotions  of  thfi 
last,  and  the  high  spirit  and  austere  self-respect  which 
were  proverbial  to  the  first.  InTolontarily  she  sttengtb- 
ened  her  intimacy  with  Helen.  In  case  her  alarm  should 
appear  justified,  what  mediator  could  be  so  pereuasiTe  in 
appeadng  the  ai^er  pasmons,  as  one  whom  courtship 
and  betrothal  sanctified  to  the  gentteati 

On  arriving  at  Lanamere,  the  Countess,  however, 
felt  somewhat  relieved.  Harley  had  received  her,  if 
with  a  manner  lees  cordial  and  tender  than  had  hitlierto 
distinguished  it,  still  with  easy  kindness  and  calm  self- 
possession.  His  bearing  towards  Audley  Egerton  still 
more  reassured  her:  it  was  not  marked  by  an  ezaggsia- 
tion  of  familiarity  or  Mendship,  which  would  at  once 
have  excited  her  apprehensions  of  some  sinister  design; 
nor,  on  the  other  hand,  did  it  betray,  by  covert  sar- 
casms, an  ill-suppressed  resentment.  It  was  exactly 
what,  under  the  circumstances,  would  have  been  natural 
to  a  man  who  had  received  an  iigory  from  an  intimate 
friend,  which,  in  generosity  or  discretion,  he  resolved 
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to  overlook,  but  wMch  those  aware  of  it  could  just 
perceive  had  cooled  or  alienated  the  former  affection. 
Indefatigahlj  occupying  himself  with  all  the  detoile  of 
the  election,  Harley  had  fair  pretest  for  abfleoting 
hhnaelf  from  Audley,  who,  really  looking  very  ill,  and 
almost  worn  oat,  pleaded  indisposition  as  an  excuse 
for  dispensing  with  the  fatigues  of  a  personal  canvass, 
and,  passing  much  of  his  time  in  his  own  apartments, 
left  all  the  preparations  for  contest  to  hie  more  active 
friends.  It  was  not  till  he  had  actually  arrivwi  at 
Lansmere  that  Andley  became  acquainted  with  tiw 
name  of  his  principal  opponent.  Bichard  Avenell  the 
brother  of  yoral  rinng  up  from  obscurity,  tiiue  to 
stand  front  to  front  against  him  in  a  contest  on  which 
all  his  fates  were  cast.  Egerton  qntuled  as  before  an 
appointed  avenger.  He  would  fain  have  retired  from 
the  field ;  —  he  spoke  to  Harley  I 

"  How  can  yim  support  all  the  painful  lemembrances 
which  the  very  name  ot  my  antagonist  must  conjure  upt  " 

*'  Did  you  not  tell  me,"  answered  Harley,  "  to  strive 
agunst  such  remembrances;  to  look  on  them  as  sickly 
dreams  1  I  am  prepared  to  brave  them.  Can  you  be 
more  Benritive  than  II  " 

f^erton  duret  not  say  more.  He  avoided  all  further 
reference  to  the  subject.  The  strife  raged  around  him, 
and  he  shut  himself  out  from  it,  —  shut  himself  up  in 
sohtude  with  his  own  heart.  Strife  enough  there! 
Once,  late  at  night,  he  stole  forth  and  repaired  to  Nora's 
grave.  He  stood  there,  amidst  the  rank  grass,  and 
under  the  frosty  starlight,  long,  and  in  profound  silence. 
His  whole  post  life  memed  to  rise  before  him;  a&d, 
when  he  regained  his  lonely  room,  and  strove  to  surrey 
the  future,  stilt  he  could  behold  only  that  past  and 
that  grave. 
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In  thtiB  detdining  all  utiTe  care  for  an  election,  to 
his  pToepecta  ao  important,  Audley  Egerton  waa  con- 
sidered to  have  excuse,  not  onl;  in  the  ^te  of  his 
health,  but  in  his  sense  of  dignity.  A  statesman  so 
eminent,  of  opinions  so  well  known,  of  public  seryicea 
so  inconteHtable,  might  well  be  spared  the  personal 
bonble  that  falls  upon  obacnnr  candidates.  And  be- 
ddea,  Bccording  to  current  report,  and  the  judgment  of 
the  Blue  Committee,  the  return  of  Mr.  Egerton  was 
secure.  But,  though  Audley  himself  was  ttius  indul- 
gently treated,  Harley  and  the  Blue  Committee  took 
care  to  inflict  doable  work  upon  Bandal.  That  active 
young  spirit  found  ample  materials  for  all  ita  reatleaa 
eneigiea.  Bandal  Lealie  was  kept  on  bis  legs  from 
Bunrise  to  etarligbt.  Tbeie  does  not  exist  in  the  Three 
Kingdoms  a  constituency  more  fatiguing  to  a  candidate 
than  that  borough  of  Lansmere.  As  soon  as  you  leave 
the  High  Street,  wherein,  according  to  immemorial 
Qsage,  the  Blue  canvaaeer  is  first  led,  in  order  to  pnt 
him  into  spirits  for  the  toils  that  await  him  (delectaUe, 
propitious,  constitutional  High  Street,  in  which  at  least 
twothirdsof  the  electors — opulent  tradesmen  employed 
at  the  Park  —  always  vote  for  "  my  lord's  man,"  and 
hospitably  prepare  wine  and  cakes  in  th^  tidy  back- 
parlors  [);  as  soon  as  yen  quit  this  stronghold  of  the 
party,  labyrinthB  of  lanes  and  defiles  stretoh  away  into 
the  farthest  horizon;  level  ground  is  found  nowhere; 
a  is  all  up-hill  and  down-hill,  —  now  rough  craggy  pave- 
ments that  blister  the  feet,  and  at  the  very  first  tiead 
upon  which  all  latent  corns  shook  prophetically;  now 
deep  muddy  rate,  into  which  you  sink  ankle-deep, 
oozing  slush  creeping  into  the  pores,  and  moistening  the 
way  for  caterrh,  rheum,  cough,  sore  throat,  bronchitis, 
and  phthisis.     Black  aewera,  and   drains  Acherontian, 
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numing  befoK  the  thieeholds,  and  so  filling  tlie  homes 
behind  vith  effluvia,  that,  while  one  hand  daspe  the 
grimy  paw  of  the  voter,  the  other  instinctively  gnards 
from  typhus  and  cholera  your  abhorrent  nose.  Kot  in 
those  days  bad  mankind  ever  heaid  of  a  sanitary  re- 
form; and,  to  judge  of  the  slow  progiese  which  that 
reform  seems  to  make,  sewer  and  drain  would  have  been 
much  the  same  if  they  had  I  Scot-and-lot  voters  were 
the  independent  electors  of  I^nsmere,  with  the  addi- 
tional franchise  of  freemen.  Universal  suf&age  could 
scarcely  more  efficiently  swamp  the  franchises  of  men 
who  care  a  straw  what  becomes  of  Great  Britain  I  With 
all  Randal  Leslie's  profound  diplomacy,  all  his  art  in 
talking  over,  deceiving,  and  (to  borrow  Dick  Avanel's 
Temacular  phrase)  "humbugging"  educated  men,  his 
eloquence  fell  flat  upon  minds  invulnerable  to  appeals 
whether  to  State  or  to  Church,  to  Keform  or  to  Free- 
dom. To  catch  a  Scotland-lot  voter  by  such  frivolous 
arguments,  Bandal  Leslie  might  as  well  have  tried  to 
bring  down  a  rhinoceros  by  a  popgun  cha^^  with  split 
peast  The  young  man  who  bo  firmly  believed  that 
'*  knowledge  was  power,"  was  greatly  disgusted.  It 
was  here  the  ignorance  t^t  foiled  him.  When  he  got 
hold  of  a  man  with  some  knowledge,  Bandal  was  pret^ 
sure  to  trick  him  out  of  a  veto. 

ITeverthelees,  Bandal  Leslie  walked  and  talked  on, 
with  most  creditable  perseverance.  The  Blue  Com- 
mittee allowed  that  he  was  an  excellent  canvasser. 
They  conceived  a  liking  for  him,  mingled  with  pity. 
For,  though  sure  of  Egerton's  return,  they  regarded 
Randal's  as  out  of  the  question.  He  was  merely  there 
to  keep  split  votes  from  going  to  the  oppoato  dde ;  to 
serve  his  patron,  the  ex-ministor;  shake  the  paws  and 
mell  the  smells  which  the  ex-ministor  was  too  great  a 
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man  to  shake  and  to  emelL  But,  in  point  t^  ^t,  nous 
of  that  Blue  Committee  knew  anything  of  the  pioepecta 
of  the  election.  Harley  Teceired  all  the  rcporta  of  each 
canvaes-day.  Harley  kept  Uie  canrass-book,  locked  np 
ftom  all  ejee  bnt  hia  own,  or  it  might  be  Baron  Levy's, 
as  AudJey  Egerton'e  confidential,  if  not  strictly  pio- 
feseional  adviser.  Baron  Zievy,  the  millionnain,  had 
loi^  since  retired  from  all  acknawledged  profenions. 
Bandal,  however,  —  doae,  obeerrant,  shrewd,  —  per- 
ceived that  he  himself  was  much  stronger  than  the  Blue 
Committee  believed.  And,  to  his  infinite  sarprise,  he 
owed  that  sttength  to  Lord  L'Estrange's  exartiona  on  hia 
behalf.  For  though  Harley,  after  the  first  day  on  which 
he  oBtentatioQBly  showed  himself  in  the  High  Street, 
did  not  openly  canvass  with  Randal,  yet  when  the  to> 
ports  were  brought  in  to  him,  and  he  saw  the  names  of 
the  voters  who  gave  one  vote  to  Audley,  and  withheld 
the  other  from  Bandal,  he  would  say  to  Randal,  dead 
beat  as  that  yoong  genUeman  was,  '*  Slip  out  with  me, 
the  moment  dinner  is  over,  and  before  yoo  go  the  round 
of  the  publio-honses;  there  are  some  voters  we  most 
get  for  you  tonight. ' '  And  sure  enough  a  few  kindly 
words  from  the  popular  heir  of  the  Luismere  baronies 
nsoally  gained  over  the  electors,  from  whom,  though 
Randal  had  proved  that  all  England  depended  on  their 
votes  in  hia  favor,  Randal  wonld  never  have  extracted 
more  than  a  "Wu'll,  I  shall  waute  gin  the  Dany 
GoomesI  "  Kor  was  this  all  that  Harley  did  for  the 
younger  candidate.  If  it  was  quite  clear  that  only  one 
vote  could  be  won  for  the  Blues,  and  the  other  was 
ple,dged  to  the  Tellowe,  Harley  would  say,  "  Then  pnt 
it  down  to  Mr.  Leslie;  "  — a  request  the  more  readily 
conceded,  since  Audley  Egerton  was  considered  so  aafs 
1^  the  Blues,  and  alone  worth  a  fear  by  tiie  Yellowa. 
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Thus  Bandal,  who  kept  a  aniig  little  canvass-book  ol 
hu  own,  became  more  and  more  convioc^d  that  he  had 
a  better  chance  thaa  Egerton,  even  without  the  furtive 
aid  be  expected  from  Aveoel ;  and  he  could  only  account 
for  Harley's  peculiar  exertianB  in  his  favoi,  by  euppoaing 
that  Harley,  tinpnctieed  in  elections,  and  deceived  by 
the  Slue  Committee,  believed  Egerton  to  be  perfectly 
safe,  and  sought,  for  the  honor  of  the  family  iuteieet,  to 
secure  both  the  eeata. 

Randal's  puWc  cares  thoa  deprived  him  of  aU  oppOi> 
tunity  of  pressing  his  courtship  on  Violante;  and,  in- 
deed, if  ever  he  did  find  a  moment  in  which  be  could 
steal  to  her  reluctant  side,  Harley  waa  sure  to  seize  that 
very  moment  to  send  him  off  to  canvass  an  hesitating 
freeman,  or  harangue  in  some  public-bouse. 

Leslie  was  too  acute  not  to  detect  some  motive  hostile 
to  his  wooing,  however  planably  veiled  in  the  guise  of 
zeal  for  bis  election,  in  thia  ofGciousnesa  irf  EUiFley's. 
But  Loid  L'Eetrange's  manner  to  Violante  was  so  little 
like  that  of  a  jealous  lover,  and  he  was  so  well  aware  of 
her  engs^tnent  to  Bandal,  that  the  latter  abandoned  the 
suspicion  he  had  before  conceived,  that  Harley  was  his 
rival.  And  he  was  soon  led  to  believe  that  Lord 
L'Eatiange  had  another,  more  disinterested,  and  leas 
formidable  motive  for  thns  stinting  his  opportunities  to 
woo  the  beiresa. 

"  Mr.  Leslie,"  said  Lotd  L'Eetrange,  one  day,  "  the 
Duke  baa  confided  to  me  his  r^ret  at  his  daughter's  reluc- 
tance to  ratify  his  own  promise;  and,  knowing  the  warm 
Interest  I  teke  in  bei  welfare,  —  for  his  sake  and  her 
own;  believing  also,  that  some  services  to  herself,  as 
well  aa  to  the  father  she  so  loves,  give  me  a  certain 
influence  over  her  inexperienced  judgment,  he  has  even 
ceqnested  me  to  speak  a  word  to  her  in  your  behalf." 
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"  Ahl  if  you  wooMI  "  said  Randal,  surprised. 

"  You  must  give  me  the  power  to  do  bo.  You  were 
obliging  enough  to  volunteer  to  me  t&«  same  explana- 
tions which  you  gave  to  the  Duke,  his  satlsfactioD  with 
which  induced  hint  to  renew  or  confirm  the  promise  of 
hiB  daughter's  hand.  Should  thoee  explanations  content 
me,  OS  they  did  him,  I  hold  the  Duke  bound  to  fulfil  his 
engagement,  and  I  am  convinced  that  his  daughter 
would,  in  that  case,  not  be  inflexible  to  your  suit.  But, 
till  such  explanations  be  given,  my  friendship  for  the 
father,  and  my  interest  in  the  chOd,  do  not  a11ow_me  to 
assist  a  cause  which,  however,  at  present,  suffers  little 
by  delay." 

"  Pray,  listen  at  once  to  those  explanations." 

"  Nay,  Mr.  Leslie,  I  can  only  think  of  the  election. 
As  soon  as  that  is  over,  rely  on  it  you  shall  have  the 
amplest  opportunity  to  dispel  any  doubts  which  your 
intimacy  with  Count  di  Peschiera  and  Madame  di  Kegra 
may  have  suggested.  Apropos  of  the  election,— here 
is  a  list  of  voters  yon  must  see  at  once  in  Fish  Lane. 
Don't  lose  a  moment." 

In  the  mean  while,  Richard  Avenel  and  Leonard  had 
taken  up  their  quarters  in  the  hotel  appropriated  to  the 
candidates  for  the  Yellows;  and  the  canvass  on  that 
side  was  prosecuted  with  all  the  vigor  which  might  be 
expected  from  operations  conducted  by  Richard  Avenel, 
and  backed  by  the  popular  feeling. 

The  rival  parties  met  from  time  to  time,  in  the  streets 
and  lanes,  in  all  the  pomp  of  war,  —  banners  streaming, 
fifes  resounding  (for  bands  and  colors  were  essential 
proofs  of  public  spirit,  and  indispensable  items  in  a  can- 
didate's bills,  in  those  good  old  days).  When  they  thus 
encountered,  very  distant  bows  were  exchanged  between 
the  respective  chiefs.     Bat  Randal,  contriving  ever  to 
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pass  dose  to  Arensl,  had  ever  the  satisfactioii  of  peic^v- 
ing  that  gentleman's  countcnaDce  contracted  into  a  know- 
ing wink,  as  much  aa  to  say,  "  All  right,  in  spite  of  this 
tarnation  humbug. ' ' 

But  nov  that  both  parties  were  fairlj'  in  the  field,  to 
the  ptlTate  arts  of  canvaBsing  were  added  the  public  arte 
of  oratory.  The  candidates  had  to  speak  —  at  the  close 
of  each  day's  canvass  —  out  from  wooden  boxes,  sus- 
pMided  from  t^e  windows  of  their  respective  hotels,  and 
which  looked  like  dens  for  the  exhibition  of  wild  beasts. 
They  had  to  speak  at  meetings  of  Committees,  —  meet- 
ings of  electors  i  go  the  nightly  round  of  enthusiastic 
public-houses,  and  appeal  to  the  sense  of  on  enlightened 
people  through  wreaths  of  smoke  and  odors  of  beer. 

The  alleged  indisposition  of  Audley  Egerton  had 
spared  him  the  excitement  of  oratory,  as  well  as  the 
fotigue  of  canvassing.  The  practised  debater  had  limited 
the  display  of  his  talents  to  a  concise,  but  dear  and 
masterly  exposition  of  his  own  views  on  the  leading 
public  questions  of  the  day,  and  the  etat«  of  parties, 
which,  on  the  day  after  his  arrival  at  Lanamere,  was 
delivered  at  a  meeting  of  his  general  Committee  in  the 
great  room  of  their  hotel,  and  which  was  then  printed 
and  circulated  amongst  the  voters. 

Bandal,  though  he  expressed  himself  witli  more  flo' 
ency  and  self-possession  than  are  usually  found  in  the 
first  attempts  of  a  public  speaker,  was  not  effective  in 
addressing  an  unlettered  crowd ;  for  a  crowd  of  this  kind 
is  all  heart,  and  we  know  that  Kandal  Leshe's  heart  was 
ae  small  as  heart  could  be.  If  he  att«mpted  to  speak  at 
his  own  intellectual  level,  he  was  so  subtle  and  refining 
as  to  be  incomprehensible ;  if  he  fell  into  the  fatal  enoi 
—  not  uncommon  to  inexperienced  orators  —  of  trying 
to  lower  himself  to  iite  intellectual  level  of  his  audience< 
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he  wu  only  elaborately  stapid.  No  man  can  speak  too 
well  for  a  crowd,  as  no  man  can  write  too  well  for  the 
atage;  but  in  nei^er  case  should  he  be  rhetorical,  or 
case  in  periods  the  dry  bones  of  reasoning.  It  is  to 
tlie  emotions,  or  to  the  htuuors,  that  the  speaker  of  a 
crowd  must  addnas  himaelf ;  his  eye  must  Idghton  with 
generous  sentiment,  or  his  lip  must  expand  in  the  play 
of  auimatod  fancy  or  genial  wit.  Bandal'a  voice,  too, 
though  pliant  and  persuasive  in  private  conversation, 
was  thin  and  poor  when  strained  to  catch  the  ear  of  a 
numerous  assembly.  The  &lsehood  of  hie  nature  seemed 
to  come  out  when  he  raised  the  tones  which  bad  been 
drilled  into  deceit.  Men  like  Bandal  Leslie  may  be- 
come sharp  debaters,  admirable  special  pleaders;  they 
con  no  more  become  orators  than  they  can  become  poete. 
Educated  audiences  are  essential  to  them,  and  the  smaller 
the  andienoe  (thai  is,  the  more  the  brain  supersedes  the 
action  of  the  heart)  the  better  they  can  speak. 

l>ick  Avenel  was  generally  very  short  and  very  pithy 
in  his  addreaaes.  He  had  two  or  three  favorite  topics, 
which  always  told.  He  was  a  fellow-townsman ;  a  man 
who  had  made  hie  own  way  in  life ;  he  wanted  to  free 
his  native  place  from  aristocratic  usurpation ;  it  was  the 
battle  of  the  electors,  not  his  private  cause,  eto.  He 
said  little  against  Randal:  "  Pity  a  clever  jonng  man 
should  pin  his  future  to  two  yards  of  worn-out  red  tape ; ' ' 
"^e  had  better  lay  hold  of  the  strong  rope,  which 
the  people,  in  compassion  to  his  youth,  were  willing 
yet  to  throw  out  to  save  him  from  sinking,"  etc.  But 
as  for  Audley  Egerton,  "  the  gentleman  who  would  not 
show,  who  was  afraid  to  meet  the  electors,  who  could 
only  find  his  voice  in  a  hole-and-corner  meeting,  accus- 
tomed all  his  venal  life  to  dark  and  nefarious  jobs,"  — 
Dick,  upon  that  subject,  delivered  philippics  truly  D» 
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modtheukiL.  Leonard,  on  Uie  contmy,  never  attacked 
Harley's  friend,  Mr.  £^rton;  but  he  was  mendleee 
against  the  youth  who  had  filched  reputation  from  John 
Burlej,  and  whom  he  knew  that  Harle;  desptsed  aa 
heartily  as  bimaelf.  And  Randal  did  not  dare  to  re- 
taliate (though  boiling  over  with  ind^;nant  nge),  for 
fear  of  ofTending  Leonard's  uncle.  Leonard  was  un- 
queationabl;  the  popular  speaker  of  the  three.  Thou^ 
his  temperament  was  a  writer's,  not  an  orator's;  thoi^h 
he  abhorred  what  he  considered  tiie  theatrical  ezhibitiim 
of  self,  which  makes  what  ifi  called  "  delivery  "  more 
efiective  than  ideas;  Ukough  he  had  little  interest,  at 
any  time,  in  party  politics;  though  at  this  time  his 
heart  was  far  away  from  the  Blues  and  Yellows  of  - 
Lanamere,  sad  and  forlcan, — yet,  forced  into  action, 
the  eloquence  that  was  natural  to  his  conversation 
poured  itself  forth.  He  had  warm  blood  in  his  veins; 
and  hifl  dislike  to  Bandal  gave  poignancy  to  his  wit, 
and  barbed  his  argumento  with  impassioned  invective. 
In  iact,  Leonard  could  conceive  no  other  motive  for 
Lord  L'Estrange's  request  to  take  part  in  the  election, 
than  that  nobleman's  desire  to  defeat  the  man  whom 
they  both  regarded  as  an  impostor.  And  this  notion 
was  confirmed  by  some  inadvertent  expressions  which 
Avenel  let  fall,  and  which  made  Leonard  suspect  that, 
if  he  were  not  in  the  field,  Avenel  would  have  exerted 
all  his  interest  to  return  Bandal  instead  of  Egeri^n. 
With  Dick's  dislike  to  that  statesman,  Leonard  found 
it  impossible  to  reaaon;  nor,  on  the  other  hand,  could 
all  Dick's  scoldings  or  coaxings  induce  Leonard  to  divert 
his  ai^^  on  Randal  to  an  assault  upon  the  man  who, 
Harley  had  oft«n  said,  was  dear  to  him  as  a  btother. 

In  the  mean  while ,  Dick  kept  the  canvaas-book  of  the 
Y^ellows  as  closely  as  Harley  kept  that  of  tiie  Blues  i 
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and,  in  despte  of  many  ponting  fits  and  gusts  of  dis- 
pleasore,  took  precisely  the  same  pains  for  Leonard  as 
Barley  took  for  Randal.  There  remained,  however, 
apparently  unshaken  by  the  efforts  on  either  aide,  a 
compact  body  of  about  a  hundred  and  fifty  roteis,  chiefly 
freemen.  Would  they  vote  Yellow  I  Would  they  vote 
Bluet  So  one  could  ventuie  to  decide;  but  they  de- 
clared that  they  would  all  vot«  the  same  way.  Dick 
kept  his  secrat  "  cauouses,"  as  he  called  diem,  con- 
stantly nibbling  at  tbia  phalanx.  A.  bundled  and  fif^ 
Toterel  —  they  had  the  election  in  their  bands  I  INever 
were  hands  so  coidially  shaken ;  so  caresaingly  clung  to ; 
so  fondly  lii^ered  upon!  But  the  votes  still  stuck  as 
firm  to  tiie  bands  as  if  a  part  of  the  skin,  oi  of  the  dirt, 
which  was  much  the  same  Qnag\ 


Digitized  ty  Google 


HT  NOTBL;  OB, 


CHAPTER  XX. 


WHENvyEB  Aadley  joined  &e  other  gueets  of  an  OTeit 
ing ,  —  while  Harley  inw  perhaps  closeted  with  Levy  and 
conuDittee-men,  and  Randal  was  going  the  ronud  of  the 
public-houBes,  —  the  one  with  whom  he  chiefly  canversed 
was  Yiolaote.  He  had  been  stnick  at  fiiet,  despite  hia 
gloom,  less,  perhaps,  by  her  extxaoidinaty  beauty,  than 
by  something  in  the  expression  of  bet  countenance  which, 
despite  differences  in  feature  and  complexion,  reminded 
him  of  Nora;  and  when,  by  bis  praises  of  Harley,  he 
drew  her  attention,  and  won  into  her  liking,  he  dis- 
covered, perhaps,  that  the  likeness  which  had  thus  im- 
pressed him  came  from  some  similarities  in  character 
between  the  living  and  the  lost  one ;  the  same  charming 
combination  of  lofty  thought  and  childlike  innocence ;  the 
same  enthusiasm ;  the  same  rich  exuberance  of  imagina- 
tion and  feeling.  Two  souls  that  resemble  each  other 
will  give  theii  likeness  to  the  looks  from  which  they 
beam.  On  the  other  band,  the  person  with  whom  Har- 
ley most  familiarly  associated,  in  hia  lare  intervals  of 
leisure,  was  Helen  Digby.  One  day,  Audley  I^erton, 
standing  mournfully  by  the  window  of  the  sitting-room 
appropriated  to  his  private  use,  saw  the  two,  whom  he 
believed  still  betrothed,  take  their  way  across  the  Park, 
aide  by  aide.  "  Fray  Heaven,  that  she  may  atone  to 
bim  for  all!  "  murmured  Audley.  "  But  ah,  that  it  had 
been  Violante  I  Then  I  might  have  felt  assured  that  tlie 
future  would  efface  the  past  —  and  found  the  coui^e  to 
tell  him  all.  And  when  last  night  I  spoke  of  what 
Harley  ought  to  be  to  England,  how  like  were  Yiolante's 
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eyes  and  Bmila  to  Kora's,  when  Nora  listened  in  delighted 
Bfmpathy  to  the  hopes  of  my  own  yooug  ambition." 
Wi&  a  eigfa  he  turned  away,  and  rasolntely  sat  down  to 
lead  and  reply  to  the  voluminoua  correspondence  which 
covered  the  table  of  the  biuy  public  man.  For,Andley'B 
letnm  to  Parliament  being  considered  by  his  politick 
party  as  secure,  to  liim  were  transmitted  all  the  hopes 
and  fears  of  the  large  and  influential  section  of  it  whose 
raembera  looked  up  to  him  as  theii  future  chief,  and  who 
in  that  general  election  (unprecedeated  for  the  number 
of  eminent  men  it  was  fated  to  expel  from  Parliament, 
and  the  number  of  new  politidans  it  was  &ted  to  send 
into  it) ,  drew  their  only  hopes  of  refining  their  lost 
power  from  Audley'e  sanguine  confldence  in  the  reaction 
of  that  Public  Opinion  which  he  had  hitherto  ao  pro- 
foundly comprehended;  and  it  was  too  clearly  seen,  that 
the  seasonable  adoption  of  his  coanflels  would  have  saved 
the  existence  and  popularity  of  the  late  administration, 
whose  moat  distinguished  members  could  now  scarcely 
show  themselves  on  the  hustings. 

Meanwhile,  Lord  L'Eatrange  led  his  young  companion 
towards  a  green  hill  in  the  centre  of  the  Park,  on  which 
stood  a  circular  temple,  that  commanded  a  view  of  the 
country  round  for  miles.  They  had  walked  in  silsnce 
till  they  gained  the  summit  of  the  sloped  and  gradual 
ascent;  and  then,  as  they  stood  stall,  ride  by  side, 
Harley  thus  spoke,  — 

"  Helen,  you  know  that  Leonard  is  in  the  town, 
though  I  cannot  receive  him  at  tite  Park,  since  he  is 
standing  in  oppodtlon  to  my  guests,  Egerton  and 
Leslie. " 

Helen.  —  "  But  that  seems  to  me  so  strange.  How 
—  how  could  Leonard  do  anything  that  seems  hostile 
to  yon 1  " 
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Haslet.  — "  Would  his  hoetilitf  to  me  lower  him 
in  your  opiniont  If  he  know  that  I  am  his  rlTcd,  does 
not  rivalry  include  hatel " 

Helsk.  —  "  Oh,  Lord  L'Estrange,  how  can  you  epeak 
ttiUB? — how  so  wrong  yourself  1  Hate  —  hate  to  youl 
and  from  Leonard  Fairfield ! ' ' 

Harley "You  evade  my  question.     Would  his 

hate  or  hoetility  to  me  affect  youi  eentimente  towaids 
himi" 

Helbit  (looking  down).  — "  I  could  not  force  myself 
to  believe  in  it." 

Haelbt.  — "  Whyt" 

Helen. — "Because  it  would   be    so  unworthy  of 

Hablet.  — "  Poor  child!  You  have  tiie  delusion  of 
your  years.  You  deck  a  cloud  in  the  hues  of  the  tain- 
bow,  and  will  not  believe  that  its  gloiy  is  borrowed  from 
the  aim  of  your  own  fancy.  But  hero,  at  leaat,  yon  aro 
not  deceived.  Leonard  obeys  but  my  wishes,  and,  I 
believe,  against  his  own  will.  He  has  none  of  man's 
noblest  attribute,  ambition." 

Helbk.  — "  No  ambitioni " 

Habley.  —  "  It  is  vanity  that  stirs  the  poet  to  toil, 
—  if  toil  tiie  wayward  chase  of  his  own  chimeras  can 
be  called.     Ambition  is  a  more  masculine  passion." 

Helen  shook  her  head  gently,  but  made  no  answer. 

Habley.  — "  If  I  utter  a  word  that  profanes  one  of 
your  delufflons,  yon  shake  your  head,  and  aro  incredu- 
lous. Pause:  listen  one  moment  to  my  counsels, ^ — . 
perhaps  the  last  I  may  ever  obtrude  upon  you.  Lift 
your  eyes;  look  around.  Far  as  your  eye  can  reach, 
nay,  far  beyond  the  line  which  the  horizon  forms  in  the 
landscape,  stretch  the  lands  of  my  inheritance.  Yonder 
you  see  thd  home  in  which  my  forefathers  for  many 
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geneiatiotu  liTod  vith  honor,  and  died  Umented.  All 
thue,  in  the  course  of  nature,  might  one  day  have  been 
yooF  own,  had  you  not  rejected  my  piopoBals.  I  offered 
you,  it  is  true,  not  what  is  commonly  called  love;  I 
offered  you  sincere  esteem,  and  affections  the  mora  dur- 
able for  their  calm.  You  have  not  been  reared  by  the 
world  in  the  low  idolatry  of  rank  and  wealth.  But 
even  romance  cannot  despise  the  power  of  serving 
others,  which  rank  and  wealth  bestow.  For  myself, 
hitherto  indolence,  and  lately  disdain,  rob  fortune  of 
these  nobler  attributes.  But  she  who  will  share  my 
fortune  may  dispense  it  so  as  to  atone  for  my  eins  of 
omission.  On  the  other  side,  grant  that  there  is  no  bar 
to  your  preference  for  Leonard  lUrfield,  what  does  your 
choice  present  to  yout — Those  of  bis  kindred  wiUi 
whom  you  will  associate  are  unrefined  and  mean.  His 
sole  income  is  derived  from  precarious  lahore;  the  moat 
vulgar  of  all  anxieties  —  the  fear  of  bread  itself  far  the 
morrow  —  must  mingle  with  all  your  romance,  and  soon 
steal  frem  love  all  its  poetry.  You  think  his  affection 
will  console  you  for  every  sacrifice.  Follyl — the  love 
of  poets  is  for  a  mist,  —  a  moonbeam,  a  denizen  of  air, 
a  phantom  that  they  call  an  ideal.  They  suppose  for 
a  moment  that  they  have  found  that  Ideal  in  Chloe  or 
Phyllis,  Helen  or  a  milkmaid.  Bah!  —  the  first  time 
you  come  to  the  poet  witii  the. baker's  bill,  where  Bies 
the  ideal  1  I  knew  one  more  brilliant  than  Leonard; 
more  exquisitely  gifted  by  nature,  —  that  one  was  a 
woman :  she  saw  a  man  hard  and  cold  as  that  stone  at 
your  feet,  —  a  false,  hollow,  sordid  worldling;  she  made 
him  her  idol ;  beheld  in  him  all  that  history  would  not 
recogniee  in  a,  Caesar;  that  mytholc^  would  scarcely 
grant  to  an  Apollo.  To  him  ehe  was  the  plaything  of 
an  hour,  —  ehe  died,  and  before  the  year  was  <rat  he 
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had  manied  for  moneyl  I  knew  anotiier  instanoe*  —  I 
apeak  of  myself.  I  loved  before  I  wae  youi  age.  Had 
an  angel  warned  me  then,  I  would  have  been  in- 
credulous  as  you.  How  that  ended,  no  matter:  but  had 
it  not  been  for  that  dteam  of  maudlin  delirium,  I  had 
lived  and  acted  as  otben  of  my  kind  and  my  sphere; 
married  from  reason  and  judgment;  been  now  a  useful 
snd  happy  man.  Pause,  then.  Will  you  still  reject 
me  for  Leonard  Fairfield  1  For  the  last  time  you  have 
the  option,  —  me  and  all  the  subetonce  of  waking  life; 
Leonard  Fairfield  and  the  shadows  of  a  fleeting  dream. 
Speak  I    You  hesitate.     Nay,  take  time  to  decide." 

HsLEif.  — "  Ah,  Lord  L'Estiange,  you  who  have  felt 
what  it  is  to  love,  how  can  yon  doubt  my  answer t  — 
how  tiiink  tiiat  I  could  be  so  base,  so  ungrateful  aa 
take  from  yourself  what  yon  call  the  aubel&nce  of  wak- 
ing life ,  while  my  heart  was  far  away ,  —  faithful  to  what 
you  call  a  dreamt" 

Hablby.  — "  But,  can  you  not  dispel  the  dream  I" 

Hblsn  (her  whole  face  one  flush).  — "  It  was  wrong 
to  call  it  dreoml  It  is  the  reality  of  life  to  me.  All 
things  else  are  as  dreams." 

Harlet  (taking  her  hand  and  kissing  it  with  respect). 
— "  Helen,  you  have  a  noble  heart,  and  I  have  tempted 
yon  in  vain.  I  regret  your  choice,  though  I  will  no 
more  oppose  it.  I  regtet  it,  though  I  shall  nevei  wit- 
ness your  disappointment.  As  the  wife  of  that  man,  I 
shall  see  and  know  you  no  more." 

Hblbh.  —  "  Oh,  not  — do  not  say  that.  Why  I  — 
wherefore  t '' 

Hablet  (his  brows  meeting).  — "  He  is  the  child  of 
fraud  and  of  shame.  His  father  is  my  foe,  and  n^ 
hate  descends  to  the  eon.  He,  too,  the  son,  filohea 
from   me  —  but   complaints  are   idle.     When  the  next 
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few  days  ate  over,  think  of  me  but  as  cme  who  abandons 
all  right  ov«r  jour  aoUons,  and  U  a  atnu^er  to  your 
future  fate.  Foohl — dry  jroni  tears:  eo  long  aa  you 
love  Leonard  or  esteem  me,  rejoice  that  our  paUta  do 
not  oross." 

He  waUced  on  impatiently]  but  Helen,  alarmed  and 
wondering,  followed  dose,  took  his  arm  timidly,  and 
sought  to  soothe  him.  She  felt  that  he  wrtmged  Leo- 
nard; that  he  knew  not  how  Leonard  had  yielded  all 
hope  when  he  learned  to  whom  she  was  affianced.  Far 
Leonard's  sake  she  conquered  her  baahfulneea,  and 
sought  to  explain.  But  at  her  first  hesitating  faltered 
words,  Harley,  who  with  great  effort  suppressed  the 
emotions  which  swelled  within  him,  abruptly  left  her 
nde,  and  plunged  into  the  lecesaes  of  thick  far-spread- 
ing groves,  that  soon  wrapped  him  from  her  eye. 

While  this  conversation  occurred  between  Lord  L'Ee- 
trange  and  his  ward,  the  aoi-dUant  Riccabocca  and 
Violanto  weie  walking  slowly  through  the  gardens.  The 
philosopher,  unchanged  by  his  l«ightoning  prospects, 
—  so  far  as  the  outer  man  was  concerned,  —  still  chaiaty 
torized  by  the  red  umbrella  and  the  accnstomed  pipe, 
took  the  way  mechanically  towards  the  sunniest  quar- 
ter of  the  grounds,  now  and  tJien  glancing  tenderly  at 
Viokute's  downcast  melancholy  face,  but  not  speaking; 
only,  at  each  glance,  there  came  a  brisker  cloud  from 
the  pipe,  as  if  obedient  to  a  fuller  heave  of  the  heart. 

At  length,  in  a  spot  which  lay  open  towatda  the 
south,  and  seemed  to  collect  all  the  gentlest  beams  of 
the  November  sun,  screened  from  the  piercing  east  by 
denae  evergreens,  and  flanked  from  the  bleak  north  by 
lofty  walls,  Biccabocca  paused  and  seated  himself. 
Flowers  still  bloomed  on  the  sward  in  front,  over  which 
still  fluttered  the  wings  of  those  later  and  more  brilliant 
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batterflies,  that,  unaeen  in  the  geuial  days  of  our  Eng- 
lish Bommer,  come  with  autumnal  sUea,  and  sport  round 
Uie  mournful  steps  of  the  coming  winter,  —  types  of 
those  thoughts  which  vinit  and  delight  the  contempla- 
tion of  age,  while  the  current  yet  glides  free  from  the 
iron  ice,  and  the  leaves  yet  linger  on  the  bonghs; 
thooghte  that  associate  the  memorieB  of  the  departed 
summer  with  messages  from  suns  that  shall  succeed  the 
winter,  and  expand  colon  the  most  steeped  in  l^ht 
and  glory,  just  as  the  akies  through  which  they  gleam 
are  darkening,  and  the  flowers  on  which  they  horei 
fads  from  the  surface  of  the  earth,  —  dropping  still 
seeds,  that  sink  deep  out  of  sight  below. 

"Dalighter,"  said  Biccabocca,  drawing  Viohmte  to 
his  side,  with  caressing  arm,  —  "  daughter!  Mark,  how 
they  who  turn  towoida  the  south  can  still  find  the 
sunny  side  of  the  landeca^I  In  all  the  seasons  of  life, 
how  much  of  chill  or  of  warmth  depends  on  our  dioice 
of  t^e  aspect!     Sit  down,  — let  us  reason." 

Violante  sat  down  passively,  clasping  her  taXbfu'a 
hand  in  both  her  own.  Beason !  —  harsh  word  to  the 
eaia  of  Feeling  I 

"  Vou  shrink,"  resumed  BiccafaoGca,  "  from  even  the 
courtship,  even  the  presence  of  the  suitor  in  whom  my 
honor  binds  rae  to  recognize  your  future  bridegroom." 

Violante  drew  away  her  hands,  and  placed  them  before 
her  eyes,  shndderingly. 

"  But,"  continued  Biccaboccs,  rather  peevishly,  "  this 
is  not  listening  to  reason.  I  may  object  to  Mr.  Leshe 
because  he  has  not  an  adequate  rank  or  fortune  to  pre- 
tend to  a  daughter  of  my  house  j  that  would  be  what 
every  one  would  allow  to  be  reasonable  in  a  father; 
except,  indeed,"  added  the  poor  sage,  trying  hard  to  be 
uprightly,  and  catching  hold  of  a  proverb  to  help  him, 
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"  except,  indeed,  those  vise  enough  to  recollect  that 
adfflonjtoiy  saying,  '  Casa  il  figlio  quando  Tuoi,  e  la 
figlia  qnando  puoi.'*  Serioualy,  if  I  overlook  those 
objections  to  Hr.  Leelte,  it  is  not  natural  for  a  yoong 
girl  to  enforce  them.  What  ia  reason  in  you  ia  quite 
another  thing  from  reason  in  me.  Mr.  Leslie  ia  young, 
not  iU-lookii^,  haa  the  air  of  a  gentleman,  is  paaaion- 
ately  enamoured  of  you,  and  has  proved  his  affection  by 
risking  his  life  against  that  villanons  Peschiera,  —  that 
IB,  he  tronld  have  naked  it  had  Peschiera  not  been 
shipped  out  of  the  way.  If,  then,  you  will  listen  to 
reason,  pray  what  can  reason  say  against  Mr.  Leslie!  " 

"  Father,  I  detest  him!  " 

"  Cospetto  !  "  peraiated  Biccabocca,  testily,  "  yoa 
have  no  reason  to  detest  him.  If  you  had  any  reason, 
child,  I  am  sure  that  I  should  be  the  last  person  to  dis- 
pute it.  How  can  you  know  your  own  mind  in  sncb  a 
matter )  It  is  not  as  if  you  bad  seen  any  one  else  you 
could  prefer.  ITot  another  man  of  your  own  years  do 
you  even  know,  —  except,  indeed,  Leonard  Fairfield, 
whom,  though  I  grant  he  is  handsome,  and  with  more 
imagination  and  genius  than  Mr.  Leslie,  you  still  must 
remember  as  the  boy  vho  worked  in  my  garden.  Ah! 
to  be  sure ,  there  is  Frank  Hazeldean ;  fine  lad ,  - —  but  his 
afibctions  are  pre-engaged.  In  short,"  continued  the 
sage,  dogmatically,  "  there  is  no  one  else  you  can,  by 
any  possible  caprice,  prefer  to  Mr.  Leslie;  and  for  a  girl, 
who  has  no  one  else  in  her  head,  to  talk  of  deteating  a 
well-looking,  well-dressed,  clever  young  man,  is  a  non- 
sense, '  chi  lascia  il  poco  per  haver  -rassai  ah  I'uno,  nk 
I'altro  aveia  mai ; '  —  which  may  be  thus  paraphrased  — 
'  The  youi^  lady  who  refuses  a  mortal  in  the  hope  of  ob- 

1  "  MMtrj  jooi  ton  when  yon  will,  your  daughter  when  yon 
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iainii^  an  angel,  loees  the  one,  and  ^rill  never  fiiU  in 
with  the  other.'  So  now,  having  thus  shown  that  the 
darker  side  of  tiie  qaestion  is  contrary  to  reason  —  let  na 
look  to  the  brighter.     In  the  first  place —  " 

"  Oh,  father,  father!  "  cried  Yiolante,  paasianately, 
"  you  to  whom  I  once  came  for  comfort  in  every  childish 
sorrow!  Do  not  talk  to  me  with  this  cutting  levity. 
See,  I  lay  my  head  upon  your  breast;  I  put  my  arms 
around  you,  —  and  now,  can  you  reason  me  into 
misery  1  " 

■'  Child,  child,  do  not  be  so  wayward.  Strive,  at 
least,  Bgainst  a  prejudice  that  you  cannot  defend.  My 
Yiolante,  niy  darling,  this  is  no  trifle.  Here  I  must 
cease  to  be  the  fond,  foolish  father  whom  you  can  do 
what  you  will  with.  Here  I  am,  Alphonao,  Duke  di 
Serrano;  for  here  my  honor  as  noble,  and  my  word  as 
man,  are  involved.  I,  then,  but  a  helpless  exile;  no 
hope  of  fairer  prospects  before  me;  trembling  like  a 
coward  at  the  wiles  of  my  unscrupulous  kinsman ;  grasp- 
ing at  all  chances  to  save  you  from  his  snares ,  —  I  myself 
offered  your  hand  to  Kandal  Leslie;  offered,  promised, 
pledged  it;  and  now  that  my  fortunes  seem  assured,  my 
rank  in  all  likelihood  restored,  my  foe  crushed,  my  feara 
at  rest,  —  now,  does  it  become  me  to  retract  what  I 
myaelf  had  urged  1  It  is  not  the  noble,  it  is  the  par- 
venu, who  has  only  to  grow  rich,  in  order  to  forget  those 
whom  in  poverty  he  hailed  as  his  friends.'  Is  it  for  me 
to  make  the  poor  excuse,  never  heard  on  the  lips  of  an 
Italian  prince,  '  that  I  cannot  command  the  obedience  of 
my  child,'  subject  myself  to  the  galling  answer — '  Duke 
di  Serrano,  you  could  once  command  th&t  obedience, 

1  "  Qnudo  1  Tillano  ^  diTennto  ricco, 

JSon  ha  {i.e.,  riconoice)  parent'  ok  amico." 
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when,  in  exile,  penniy,  and  terroi,  you  offend  me  s 
bride  without  a  dower.'  Child,  VioUnte,  —  daughter 
of  ancestors  on  whose  honoi  nerer  slander  set  a  sbun,  I 
tall  on  jaa  to  redeem  your  father's  plighted  word. " 

"  Father,  most  it  be  eof  Is  not  even  the  convent 
open  to  met  Nay,  look  not  so  coldly  oa  me.  It  yon 
could  but  read  my  hearti  And,  ohi  I  feel  so  assored 
of  your  own  repentance  hereafter;  so  assored  that  tida 
man  is  not  what  yon  believe  him.  I  bo  suspect  that  he 
has  been  playing  throughout  some  secret  and  perfidious 
part." 

"  Hal  "  interrupted  Biocabocca, "  Harley  baa  perhaps 
infected  you  with  that  notion." 

"Ko,  no.  But  is  not  Harley  —  isnot  LordL'Estrange 
one  whose  opinion  you  have  cause  to  esteem  t  And  if 
he  difltniBt  Mr.  Leslie —  " 

'•  Let  him  make  good  his  disbnat  1^  such  ptoct  as 
will  abeolve  my  word,  and  I  shall  share  your  own  i<^. 
I  have  told  him  this.  I  have  invited  him  to  make  good 
his  suspicions, — he  pate  me  off.  He  cannot  do  bo," 
added  Riccabocca,  in  a  dejected  tone;  "  Randal  has 
already  so  well  explained  all  that  Harley  deemed  equivo- 
caL  Violante,  my  name  and  my  honor  rest  in  your 
hands.  Cast  them  away  if  you  will ;  I  cannot  constrain 
yon,  and  I  cannot  stoop  to  implore.  NobUtse  oblige, -^ 
with  your  birth  you  took  ite  duties.  Let  them  decide 
between  your  vain  caprice  and  your  father's  eolenm 
temouBtronce. " 

Assuming  a  sternness  that  he  was  far  from  feeling, 
and  putting  aside  his  daughter's  arms,  the  exile  walked 
away. 

Violante  paused  a  moment,  shivered,  looked  round  as 
if  taking  a  last  farewell  of  joy,  and  peace,  and  hope  on 
earth,  and  then,  approaching  her  father  with  a  firm  step, 
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she  said,  "  I  neyer  rebeUed,  father;  I  did  but  entreat. 
What  70U  Bay  is  mj  law  now,  as  it  has  ever  been;  and 
come  what  may,  never  shall  you  hear  complaint  or  mur- 
mur from  me.  Poor  father,  yoa  will  suffer  more  than  I 
shall.     Kiss  me!  " 

About  an  hour  afterwards,  as  the  short  day  doaed  is, 
Harley,  returning  from  his  solitary  wanderings,  after  he 
had  parted  from  Helen,  encountered  on  the  terrace,  be- 
fore the  house,  Lady  Lonsmere  and  Audley  Egerton  onn- 

Harley  had  drawn  his  hat  over  bis  brows,  and  his  eyes 
were  fixed  on  the  ground,  so  tiiat  he  did  not  see  the 
group  upon  which  he  came  tmawaree,  nntii  Audley'i 
voice  started  him  from  hie  reverie. 

'■  My  dear  Harley,"  said  the  ex-minister,  with  a  faint 
smile,  "  you  must  not  pass  us  by,  now  that  you  have  a 
moment  of  leisure  from  the  cares  of  the  election.  And, 
Harley,  though  we  are  under  the  same  roof,  I  see  yoa 
so  little."  Lord  L'Eetrsnge  darted  a  quick  glance  to- 
wards his  mother, — a  glance  that  seemed  to  say,  *<  Yua 
leaning  on  Audley'a  arml  Have  you  kept  your  prom- 
ise T  "     And  the  eye  that  met  his  own  reassured  him. 

"It  is  true,"  said  Harley:  "but  you,  who  know 
that,  once  engaged  in  public  a&oirs,  one  has  no  heart 
left  for  the  ties  of  private  life,  will  excuse  me.  And 
this  election  is  bo  important  I ' ' 

"  And  you,  Mr.  I^rton,"  sold  Lady  Lanameie, 
"  whom  the  election  most  concerns,  seem  privileged  to 
be  the  only  one  who  appears  indifferent  to  success." 

"Ay,  —  but  you  are  not  iudifferentt"  said  Lord 
L'Estrange,  abruptly. 

"  No.  How  con  I  be  80,  when  my  whole  future 
career  may  depend  on  iti " 

Harley  drew  Egerton  aside.     "  There  in  one  voter  you 
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ought  at  least  to  call  apon  and  thank.  He  csimot  be 
made  to  compiehend  that,  for  the  sake  of  any  relation, 
even  for  the  sake  of  his  own  son,  he  is  to  vote  against 
the  Blues, — against  you;  I  mean,  of  cooise,  Nora's 
fiither,  John  Avenel.  His  vote  and  his  aon-in-law's 
gained  your  majority  at  your  first  election." 

Egebton. — "Gall  on  John  A.Teoel!  Have  you 
called  I" 

Ha-Rlbt  (calmly).  — "  Tes.  Poor  old  man,  his  mind 
baa  been  affected  ever  since  Nora's  death.  But  youi 
name  as  the  candidate  for  the  borough  at  that  time, — > 
the  successful  candidate  for  whose  triumph  the  joy-bells 
chimed  with  her  funeral  knell;  your  name  brings  up 
her  memory,  and  he  talks  in  a  breath  of  her  and  of  you. 
Come,  let  us  walk  together  to  his  house;  it  is  close  by 
tile  Park  Lodge." 

The  drops  stood  on  Andley's  browl  He  fixed  hit 
dark,  haudsome  eyes,  in  mournful  amaze,  upon  Harley's 
banquil  fiice. 

"  Harley,  at  last,  then,  you  have  forgotten  the  past." 

"No;  but  the  present  is  more  imperious.  All  my 
eflTorta  are  needed  to  requite  your  friendship.  You  stand 
against  her  brother,  —  yet  her  father  votes  for  you. 
And  her  mother  says  to  her  eon,  '  Let  the  old  man 
alone.  Conscience  is  all  that  is  well  alive  in  him;  and 
he  thinks  if  he  were  to  vote  against  the  Bines,  he  would 
sin  against  honor. '  '  An  electioneering  prejudice,'  some 
sceptics  would  say.  But  you  must  be  touched  by  this 
trait  of  human  nature,  —  in  her  father,  too;  you,  Aud- 
ley  Egerton,  who  are  the  soul  of  honor.  What  ails 
you  J" 

EoeETOiT.  —  "  Nothing ;  a  spaam  at  the  heart,  —  my  ■ 
<dd  complaint.  Well,  I  will  c^  on  the  poor  man  lat«r, 
but  not  now,  —  not  with  you.     Nay,  nay,  I  will  not,— 
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I  cannot.  Harley,  just  ae  you  joined  us,  I  was  talking 
to  your  mother." 

Uablby.  — "Ay,  and  what  of  I" 

EoEBTox. — "  Youraelf.  I  saw  yoo  from  my  wia- 
dowa  walking  with  your  betrothed.  Afterwards,  I  ob- 
served  hei  coming  home  alone;  and  by  the  glimpse  I 
caught  ot  her  gentle  countenance,  it  seemed  sad.  Har- 
ley, do  you  deceive  uaT " 

Habley.  — "  Deceive  —  II     Howl" 

EoEBTON.  — "  Ito  you  really  feel  that  your  intended 
marriage  will  bestow  on  you  the  happiness,  which  is  my 
ptsyer,  as  it  niuat  be  your  mother's  I  " 

HiUtLBV. — "Happiness,  —  I  hoped  so.  But  per- 
haps—  " 

EoEBTOiT.  — "  Perhaps  what!  " 

Haelet. — "Perhaps  the  marriage  may,  not  take 
place.  Perhaps  I  have  a  rival,  not  an  open  one,  —  a 
secret,  stealthy  wooer;  in  one,  too,  whom  I  have  loved, 
served,  trusted.  Question  me  not  now.  Such  instances 
of  treachery  make  one  leam  more  how  to  prize  a  friend- 
ship honest,  devoted,  faithful,  as  your  own,  Audley 
I^rton.  But  here  comes  yoar  protigi ,  released  a  while 
from  hie  canvass,  and  your  confidential  adviser,  Banm 
Levy.  He  accompanied  Bandal  through  the  town  to- 
day. So  anxious  is  he  to  see  that  that  young  man  does 
not  play  false,  and  r^aid  his  own  interest  before  yours. 
Would  that  surprise  you  V 

Eo£BTOM.  — "  You  are  too  severe  upon  Bandal  Lea- 
lie.  He  is  ambitious,  worldly;  has  no  surplus  of  affeo 
tion  at  the  command  of  hie  heart  —  " 

Hablet.  — "  Is  it  Bandal  Leslie  you  describel  " 

EoEETOK  (with  a  languid  smile).  — "  Yes,  you  see  1 
do  not  flatter.  But  he  is  bom  and  reared  a  gentleman; 
as  such  he  would   scarcely   do  anything   mean.     And, 
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kfter  all,  it  is  with  me  Uiat  he  must  rise  or  fall,  Hia 
very  intellect  must  toll  him  that.  But  again  I  ask,  do 
not  strive  to  prepossees  me  against  him.  I  am  a  man 
who  could  have  loved  a  eon.  I  hare  none.  Randal,  such 
aa  he  is,  ie  a  eort  of  sou.  He  caniee  on  my  projects  and 
my  interest  in  the  world  of  men  beyond  &e  goal  at  the 
tomb." 

Audley  turned  kindly  to  BandaL 
"  Well,  Leslie,  what  report  of  the  canvasst " 
"  Levy  has  the  book,  sir.     I  think  we  have  gfuned 
ten  fresh  votra  for  you,  and  perhape  seven  for  me." 

"  Let  me  rid  you  of  your  book,  Baron  Levy,"  said 
Harley. 

Just  at  tiuB  time  Riccabocca  and  Violante  approached 
the  house,  both  silent.  The  Italian  caught  sight  of 
Bandal,  and  made  him  a  ngn  to  join  them.  The  young 
lover  glanced  fearfully  towards  Hariey,  and  then  with 
alacrity  bounded  forward,  and  was  soon  at  "Violante's 
side.  But  scarce  had  Harley,  surprised  by  Leslie's  sud- 
den disappearance,  remarked  the  cause,  than  with  equal 
abruptness  he  abandoned  the  whispered  conference  he 
had  commenced  with  Levy,  and  hastening  to  Randal, 
laid  hand  on  the  young  man's  shoulder,  exclaiming, 
"  Ten  thousand  pardons  to  all  three,  but  I  cannot  allow 
this  waste  of  time,  Mr.  Leslie.  Tou  have  yet  an  hour 
before  it  grows  dark.  There  are  three  outvoters  six 
miles  off,  influential  formers,  whom  yon  must  canrass 
in  pereon  with  my  Other's  steward.  Hasten  to  the 
stables;  choose  your  own  horse.  To  saddle,  —  to  sad- 
dle! Baron  Levy,  go  and  order  my  lord's  steward,  Mr. 
Smart,  to  join  Mr.  Leslie  at  the  stables;  thea  come 
hack  to  me  —  quick.  What!  — loitering  still.  Mi.  Lee- 
lie!  You  will  make  me  throw  up  your  whole  cause  in 
di^ust  at  your  indolence  and  apathy. " 
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Alarmed  at  tbia  threat,  Randal  lifted  his  accoaing  ajrea 
to  heaven,  and  withdrew. 

Meanwhile  Audley  had  di&wn  doee  to  Lady  Lans- 
mete,whowas  leaning  in  thought  OTer  the  baluetrade 
of  the  terrace. 

"Do  jou  note,"  said  Audley,  whispering,  "how 
Harlej  sprang  forward  when  the  fair  Italian  caioe  in 
B^htT  Trust  me,  I  wae  right.  I  know  little  of  &e 
young  lady,  bnt  I  have  conversed  witli  her.  I  have 
gazed  on  the  changes  in  her  face.  If  Harlej  ever  love 
again,  and  if  ever,  love  influence  and  exalt  hie  mind, 
wi^  with  me  that  his  choice  may  yet  fall  where  I  be- 
lieve that  his  heart  inclines  it." 

Lady  Laksmebe.  —  "  Ah!  that  it  were  so.  Helen, 
I  own,  is  charming;  but — but — Violante  ia  equal  in 
birth!  Are  you  not  aware  that  she  ia  engaged  to  your 
young  friend  Mr.  LeelieT  " 

AcDLET.  —  "  Bandal  told  roe  so;  but  I  cannot  believe 
it.  In  fact,  I  have  taken  occasion  to  sound  that  fair 
creature's  inclinations,  and  if  I  know  aught  of  women 
her  heart  is  sot  with  Bandal.  I  cannot  believe  her  to 
be  one  whose  affections  are  so  weak  as  to  be  easily  con- 
strained; nor  can  I  suppose  that  her  father  could  desire 
to  enforce  a  marriage  that  ia  almost  a  misalliance.  Ban- 
dal must  deceive  himself;  and  from  something  Harley 
just  let  fall,  in  our  painful  but  brief  conversation,  I  sus- 
pect that  his  engagement  with  Miss  Digby  is  broken  off. 
He  promiseB  to  tell  me  more,  later.  Yes,"  continued 
Audley,  mournfully;  "observe  Violante's  countenance, 
with  its  ever-varyii^  play;  listen  to  her  voice,  to  which 
feeling  seems  to  give  the  expressive  music,  and  tell  me 
whether  you  are  not  sometimes  reminded  of  —  of — in 
one  word,  there  is  one  who,  even  without  rank  or  for^ 
tune,  would  be  worthy  to  replace  the  image  of  Leonora, 
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ind  be  to  Harley  —  what  Leonon  could  not;  for  sure  I 
am  tiiat  Yiolante  lovea  him." 

HsrUf,  meanwhile,  had  lingered  with  Biocabocca  and 
Yiolante,  epeaking  but  on  indifferent  subjects,  obtaining 
short  answeis  from  the  first,  and  none  from  the  laat, 
when  the  sage  drew  him  a  Uttle  aaide,  and  wbiapeied, 
"  She  boa  consented  to  sacrifice  herself  to  my  sense  of 
honor.  But,  0  Harleyl  if  she  be  unhappy,  it  will 
break  my  heart.  Either  you  must  give  me  sufficient 
proof  of  Bandal's  unworthiness,  to  absolve  me  from  my 
promise,  or  I  must  again  entreat  you  to  try  and  conciliate 
the  poor  child  in  his  favor.  All  you  say  has  weight  with 
her;  she  respects  you  as  — a  second  father." 

Harley  did  not  seem  peculiarly  flattered  by  that  last 
assurance,  but  he  was  relieved  from  an  immediate  an- 
swer by  the  appearance  of  a  man  who  came  from  the 
direction  of  the  staUes,  and  whose  drees,  covered  with 
dust,  and  travel-stained,  seemed  like  that  of  a  foreign 
courier.  No  sooner  did  Harley  catch  right  of  this  per- 
son, than  he  sprang  forward,  and  accosted  him  briefly 
and  rapidly. 

"  You  have  been  quick ;  I  did  not  expect  you  so  soon. 
Ton  discovered  the  trace!    You  gave  my  letter! " 

"  And  have  brought  hack  the  answer,  my  lord,"  re- 
plied the  man,  taking  the  letter  &om  a  leathern  pouch 
at  his  side.  Harley  hastily  broke  open  the  seal,  and 
glanced  over  the  contents,  which  were  comprised  in  a 
few  lines. 

"  Qood.  Say  not  whence  you  came.  IXi  not  wait 
hare;  return  at  once  to  London." 

Harley's  face  seemed  so  unusually  cheerful,  as  ha 
rejoined  the  Italians,  that  the  Duke  exclaimed,— 

"  A  despatch  from  Yienna!     My  recall!  " 

"  From  Yienna,  my  dear  friend!    Not  possiUe  yet. 
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I  cannot  calculate  on  hearing  from  the  Prince  till  a  day 
ot  two  before  the  close  of  this  election.  Bnt  yon  wiah 
me  to  apeak  to  Violante.  Join  my  mother  yonder. 
What  can  she  be  saying  to  Mr.  Egerton  f  I  will  address 
a  few  worda  apart  to  yoar  fait  daughter,  that  may  at 
least  prove  the  interest  in  her  fate  taken  by  — ■  her 
second  father." 

"  Kindest  of  friends,"  said  the  nnsuspecting  pupil  of 
Machiavelli ;  end  he  walked  towards  the  terrace.  Violante 
was  about  to  follow.     Harley  detained  her. 

"  I>o  not  go  till  you  have  thanked  me;  for  you  are 
not  the  noble  Violante  for  whom  I  take  you,  unless  yon 
acknowledge  gratitude  to  any  one  who  delivers  yon  from 
the  presence  of  an  admirer  in  Mr.  Eandal  Leslie." 

VioLANTB.  — "  Ought  I  to  hear  thia  of  one  whom  — 
whom  —  " 

Harley.  —  "  One  whom  your  father  ohatinately  per- 
BiBte  in  obtruding  on  your  repugnance.  Yet,  0  dear 
child,  you  who,  when  almost  an  infant,  ere  yet  you 
knew  what  snares  and  pitfalls,  for  all  who  tmst  to 
another,  lie  under  the  sward  at  our  feet,  even  when 
decked  the  fairest  with  the  flowers  of  spring;  you  who 
put  your  small  hands  around  my  neck,  and  muimnied 
in  your  musical  voice,  '  Save  us,  —  save  my  hther; ' 
you,  at  least,  I  will  not  forsake,  in  a  peril  worse  than 
that  which  menaced  you  then, — a  peril  which  affrights 
you  more  than  that  which  tiireat«ned  you  in  the  snares 
of  Peschiera.  Bandal  Leslie  may  thrive  in  his  meaner 
objecta  of  aml&tion,  those  1  fling  to  him  in  scorn, — 
bnt  yov!  —  the  presuming  varletl  "  Harley  paused  a 
moment ,  half-stifled  with  indignation.  He  then  i«eumed , 
calmly  — "  Trust  to  me,  and  fear  not.  I  will  rescue 
this  hand  from  the  profanation  of  Bandal  Leslie's  touch; 
and  then  farewell,  for  life,  to  every  soft  emotion.     Be- 
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fore  me  expands  the  welcome  eoUtade.  The  innocent 
sared,  the  honest  r^hted,  the  perfidious  stricken  b;  s 
just  retribution,  and  then  —  what  thent  Why,  at  least 
I  ahall  have  studied  Machiavelli  with  more  effect  than 
jour  wise  father;  and  I  shall  lay  him  aside,  needing  no 
philosophy  to  teach  me  never  again  to  be  deceived." 
His  brow  darkened;  he  turned  abruptly  away,  leaving 
Tiolante  lost  in  aman,  fear,  — and  a  delight,  vague,  yet 
more  vividly  felt  than  alL 
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CHAPTER   XXI. 


That  night,  after  the  laboiB  of  the  day,  Randal  had 
gained  the  sanctuary  of  hie  own  room,  end  seated  him- 
self at  hia  table,  to  prepare  the  heads  of  the  critical 
speech  he  would  have  now  vety  soon  to  deliver  on  the 
day  of  nomination, —  critical  speech,  when,  in  the  pres- 
ence of  foes  and  firiends,  reporters  from  London,  and 
amidst  all  the  jarring  interests  that  he  sought  to  weave 
into  the  sole  self-interest  of  Randal  Leslie,  he  would 
be  called  upon  to  make  the  formal  exposition  of  his 
political  opinions.  Randal  Leslie,  indeed,  was  not  one 
of  those  speakers  whom  either  modesty,  fastidiousness, 
or  conscientiona  desire  of  truth  predisposes  towards  the 
labor  of  written  composition.  He  bad  too  much  clever- 
ness to  be  in  want  of  fluent  period,  or  ready  common- 
place,—  the  oidinary  materials  of  oratorical  impromptu; 
too  little  taste  for  the  beautiful,  to  study  what  graces  of 
diction  will  best  adorn  a  noble  sentiment;  too  obtuse  a 
conscience  to  care  if  the  popular  argument  were  purified 
from  the  dross  which  the  careless  flow  of  a  speech  wholly 
extemporaneous  rarely  fails  to  leave  around  it.  But  this 
was  no  ordinary  occasion.  Elaborate  study  here  was 
requisite,  not  for  the  orator,  but  the  hypocrite.  Hard 
task,  to  please  the  Blues,  and  not  offend  the  Yellows; 
appear  to  side  with  Audley  l^erton,  yet  insinuate  sym- 
pathy with  Dick  Avenel ;  confront,  with  polite  smile, 
the  younger  opponent,  whose  words  had  lodged  arrows 
in  his  vanity,  which  rankled  the  more  gallingly  because 
they  had  raised  the  skin  of  his  conscience. 
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He  had  dipped  his  pea  into  the  ink,  and  smoothad  tha 
paper  before  him,  when  a  knock  was  heard  at  the  door, 

"Come  in,"  said  he,  impatiently.  Lery  entered, 
Bftunteringly. 

"  I  am  come  to  talk  over  matters  with  you ,  mon  eher, " 
said  the  Baion,  throwing  himself  on  the  sofa.  "  And, 
first,  I  wish  you  joy  of  your  prospects  of  snccess." 

Randal  postponed  his  meditated  compoeitioa  with  a 
qnick  aigh,  draw  his  chair  towards  the  Bofa,  and  lowered 
hia  voice  intoawhisper.  "You  think  with  me,  that  the 
chance  of  my  success — is  good!" 

"  Chance!  — Why,  it  is  a  rubber  of  whist,  in  which 
your  partner  gives  you  all  the  winnii^,  and  in  which 
the  adversary  is  almost  anie  to  revoke.  Either  A.veiiel 
or  his  nephew,  it  is  true,  must  come  in;  but  not  both. 
Two  parvenus  aspiring  to  make  a  family  seat  of  an  Earl'a 
borough  I    Bah!  too  absurd." 

"I  hear  from  Riccabocca  (or  rather  the  Duke  dl 
Serrano)  that  this  same  young  Fairfield  is  greatly  in- 
debted to  the  kindness  of  Loid  L'Eeteange.  Very  odd 
that  he  should  stand  against  the  Lansmere  interest." 

"  Ambition,  man  eher.  You  yourself  are  under  some 
obligations  to  Mr.  Egerton,  Yet,  in  reality,  he  has 
more  to  apprehend  from  you  than  from  Mr.  Fairfield. " 

"  I  disown  obligations  to  Mr.  Egerton.  And  if  the 
electors  prefer  me  to  him  (whom,  by  the  by,  they  once 
burned  in  effigy),  it  is  no  fault  of  mine:  the  fault,  if 
any,  wilt  rest  with  bis  own  dearest  friend,  L'Estrange. 
I  do  not  understand  how  a  man  of  such  clear  sense  as 
L'Estrange  undoubtedly  possesses,  should  be  risking 
Egerton's  election  in  his  seal  for  mine.  'Sot  do  his 
formal  courtesies  to  myself  deceive  me.  He  has  even 
implied  that  he  suspects  me  of  connivance  with  Pes- 
chieia's  schemes  on  Violante.     But  those  suspicions  he 
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cumot  support.  For  of  cotirae.  Levy,  yoo  would  not 
betxay  me ) " 

"  1 1     What  posBible  intereat  oould  1  oerva  in  Uiat  t " 

"None  that  I  can  discover,  oertainly,"  asiii  Bandttl, 
relaxing  into  a  smile,  "  And  whoa  I  get  into  Parlia- 
ment, aided  by  the  social  position  which  my  marriage 
will  give  me,  I  shall  haye  so  many  ways  to  serve  you. 
So,  it  is  certainly  your  interest  not  to  betray  me.  And 
I  shall  count  on  you  as  a  witness,  if  a  witness  can  be 
required. " 

"  Count  on  me,  certainly,  my  dear  fellow,"  said  the 
BaioD.  "  And  I  suppose  there  will  be  no  witness  the 
other  way.  Done  for  eternally  is  my  poor  friend  Pes- 
chieis,  whose  cigars,  by  the  by,  were  matchless;  —  I 
wonder  if  there  will  be  any  for  sole.  And  if  he  were 
not  so  done  for,  it  is  not  you,  it  is  L'Estrange,  that  he 
would  be  tempted  to  do  for. " 

"  We  may  blot  Peschiera  out  of  the  map  of  the  futtue^" 
rejoined  Kandal.  '  Men  from  whom  henceforth  we  have 
nothing  to  hope  or  to  fear,  are  to  us  as  the  races  before 
the  Deluge," 

'  Fine  remark,"  quoth  the  Baron,  admiringly,  "Pee- 
ohiera,  though  not  without  brains,  was  a  complete  failure. 
And  when  the  failure  of  one  I  have  tried  to  serve  is 
complete,  the  rule  I  have  adopted  through  life  is  to  give 
him  up  a]t<^ther." 

"  Of  course,"  said  Randal. 

"  Of  course,"  echoed  the  Baron.  "  On  the  other  hand, 
you  know  that  I  like  pushing  forward  young  men  of 
ma^  and  promise.  You  really  are  amaiiingly  clever; 
but  how  comes  it  you  don't  speak  betterl  Do  you  know 
I  doubt  whe&er  you  will  do  in  the  House  of  Commons 
all  that  I  expected  from  your  address  and  readiness  in 
pxivate  life," 
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"BecauBe  I  cannot  talk  trash  vu^sc  enough  for  a  mob  I 
Pooh  I  I  ehal)  succeed  wherever  knowledge  is  leall; 
power.  Besides,  you  must  allow  for  my  iuferuAl  posi- 
tion. You  know,  after  all,  that  Avenel,  if  he  can  only 
letum  himself  or  his  nephew,  still  holds  in  his  hands 
the  choice  of  the  candidate  upon  our  side.  I  cannot 
attack  him, —  I  cannot  attack  his  insolent  nephew." 

"Insolent  I  —  notihat,  hut  bitterly  eloquent.  He  hits 
Tou  bard.  Tou  are  no  match  for  him,  Randal,  before  a 
popular  audience;  though  en  petite  comiti,  the  devil 
himself  were  hardly  a  match  for  y»u.  But  now  to  a 
somewhat  more  serious  point.  Tour  election  yoa  will 
win, — your  loide  ia  promised  to  you;  but  the  old  Leslie 
lands,  in  the  present  poesession  of  Squire  Thomhill,  yon 
have  not  gained,  —  and  your  chuice  of  gaining  them  is 
in  great  jeopardy.  I  did  not  like  to  tell  you  this  mom* 
ing,  —  it  would  hare  spoiled  your  temper  for  caurassiug ; 
but  I  have  received  a  letter  from  Thomhill  himself.  He 
has  had  an  offer  for  the  property,  which  is  only  £1000 
short  of  what  he  asks.  A  city  alderman,  called  Jobson, 
ia  the  bidder;  a  man  it  seems  of  Urge  means  and  few 
words.  The  alderman  has  fixed  tba  date  on  which  he 
must  have  a  definite  answer;  and  that  date  falls  on  the 
— th,  two  days  after  that  fixed  for  tlie  poll  at  Lansmere. 
The  brute  declares  he  will  close  with  another  invest- 
ment,  if  Thomhill  does  not  then  come  into  his  terms. 
Now,  as  Thomhill  will  accept  these  terms  unless  I  can 
positively  promise  him  better,  and  as  those  funds  on 
which  you  calculated  (had  the  marriage  of  Pesohiera 
with  Violante,  and  Fruik  Hazeldean  with  Madame  di 
Negrs,  token  place)  fall  yon,  I  see  no  hope  for  your 
being  in  time  with  the  money, —  and  the  old  lands  of  the 
Leslies  must  yield  their  rents  to  a  Jobson." 

"  I  caie  for  nothing  on  earth  like  those  old  lands  of 
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my  forefatJiers,"  said  Bandal,  with  uniuaal  Tehetnence; 
"I  reverence  so  little  amongst  the  livii^;, —  and  I  do 
leverence  the  dead.  And  my  marriage  will  taka  place 
BO  soon;  and  the  dower  would  so  amply  cover  the  palti? 
advance  required." 

"Yea;  but  the  mew  prospect  of  a  marrii^  to  the 
daughter  of  a  man  whose  lands  are  still  sequestered, 
would  be  no  security  to  a  money-lender." 

"  Surely,"  said  Bandal,  '  you  who  once  offered  to  assist 
me  wbeu  my  fortunee  were  more  precarious,  might  now 
accommodate  me  with  this  loan,  as  a  friend,  and  keep  the 
title-deeds  of  the  estate  as  —  " 

"As  a  money-lender,"  added  the  Baron,  laughing 
pleasantly.  "No,  mon  cher,  1  will  atill  lend  you  half 
the  sum  requited  in  advance,  but  the  other  half  is  more 
than  I  can  afford  as  friend,  or  hazard  as  money-lender; 
and  it  would  damage  my  character,  be  out  of  all  rule,— 
if,  the  eatatea  falling,  by  your  default  of  payment,  into 
my  own  hands,  I  shonld  appear  to  be  the  real  purchaser 
of  the  property  of  my  own  distressed  client.  But ,  now  I 
think  of  it,  did  not  Squire  Hazeldean  promise  you  his 
assistance  in  this  matter  1 " 

"  He  did  so,"  answered  Bandal,  "  as  soon  as  the  mar- 
rii^  between  Frank  and  Madame  di  Kegra  was  off  his 
mind.  I  meant  to  cross  over  to  Hazeldean  immediately 
after  the  election.  How  can  I  leave  the  place  till 
then!" 

"  If  you  do,  your  election  is  lost.  But  why  not  write 
to  the  Squire  T" 

"It  is  against  my  maxim  to  write  where  I  can  speak. 
However,  there  is  no  option;  I  will  write  at  onoe. 
Meanwhile,  communicate  with  Thomhill;  keep  up  his 
hopes;  and  he  sure,  at  least,  that  he  does  not  doee  with 
this  greedy  alderman  before  the  day  fixed  for  decision." 
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"I  have  done  all  that  already,  and  my  letter  ia  gone. 
Kaw,  do  youT  part:  and  if  you  write  as  cleverly  as  yon 
talk,  yon  would  coax  the  money  out  from  a  stonier  heart 
than  poor  Mr.  Hozeldean's.  I  leave  you  now.  Good- 
night." 

Levy  took  up  hlB  candleatick,  nodded,  yawned,  aod 
went. 

Randal  still  suspended  the  completion  of  hia  speech, 
and  indited  the  following  epistle:  — 

Mt  dkak  Ha.  Hazxldeak,  —  I  wtote  to  joa  s  few  bai^ 
lines  on  leaving  town,  to  inform  yon  that  the  match  yon  so 
dreaded  was  brokea  off,  and  propoaing  to  defer  particnlara  IdU 
I  coold  viait  your  kind  and  hoepitaUe  roof,  which  I  tmated 
ta  do  for  a  few  honra  during  my  stay  at  Lanamere,  since  it  ia 
not  a  day's  journey  hence  to  Hazeldean.  But  1  did  not  cal- 
culate on  finding  so  abarp  a  contest.  In  no  election  through- 
ont  the  kingdom  do  I  believe  that  a  moie  notable  triumph,  or 
a  more  atnnning  defeat  for  the  great  landed  intereat  can  occot; 
for  in  this  town  —  ao  dependent  on  agriculture  —  we  are  op- 
posed by  a  low  and  aordid  mannfactiiier,  of  the  moat  revoln* 
tionary  notiona,  who  has,  moreover,  the  aivladty  to  force  hia 
own  nephew,  —  that  veiry  boy  whom  I  chastiaed  for  imperti- 
nence on  your'  village  green,  son  of  a  common  carpenter,  — 
actually  the  andaehy,  I  aay,  to  attempt  to  force  this  peaaant 
of  a  nephew,  as  well  aa  himself,  into  the  represeiitatitm  of 
Lanamete,  against  the  Earl's  inteiest,  against  your  distiD- 
guished  brother;  of  myaelf  I  aay  nothing.  You  should  hear 
the  language  in  which  these  two  men  indulge  against  all  your 
family  I  if  we  are  beaten  by  such  peiaoua  in  a  borough  aup- 
posed  to  be  ao  loyal  as  Lansmeie,  every  one  with  a  stake  in 
the  conntiy  may  tremble  at  such  a  prognostic  of  the  ruin  that 
moat  await  not  only  our  old  English  Constitution,  bat  the 
ezistenca  of  proper^  itaell  I  need  not  aay  that  on  such  aa 
oeoaaion  I  cannot  apare  myself.  Hr.  E^rton  ia  ill  too.  All 
the  btigue  of  the  canvass  devolves  on  me.  I  feel,  my  dear 
and  revered  tiiend,  Uiat  I  am  a  genuine  Haieldeon,  lighting 
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jiiax  tattle;  knd  that  thought  carriei  me  tiuoogb  Ul  I 
eaimot,  therefore,  come  to  you  till  the  election  is  over ;  and 
meanwhile  you,  and  mj  dear  Mrs.  nszeldean,  must  be  anx- 
ioQB  to  know  more  about  the  sflair  th&t  ao  prejed  on  both 
jouT  hearts,  than  I  have  j>et  informed  you,  or  can  well  trust 
to  a  letter.  Be  assured,  however,  that  the  wont  is  over;  the 
lady  has  gone  abroad.  I  eamestly  entreated  Ftank  (who 
showed  me  iin.  Hueldean's  moat  pathetic  letter  to  him),  to 
hasten  at  once  to  the  Hall  and  relieve  your  minds.  Unfortu- 
nately he  would  not  be  ruled  by  me,  but  tailed  of  going 
abroad  too ;  not,  I  trust  (nay,  I  feel  assnred),  in  piUHuit  of 
Madame  di  Negia  ;  but  still  —  in  short,  I  should  be  so  glad 
to  see  yon,  and  talk  over  the  whole.  Conld  you  not  come 
hither? — pray  do.  And  now,  at  the  risk  of  your  thin  Hug 
tiat  m  this  1  am  only  consulting  ray  own  interest  (but  no,  — 
your  noble  Engljiih  heart  will  never  so  nusjudge  me  I),  I  will 
add  with  homely  frankness,  th&t  if  you  could  acoommodate 
me  immediately  with  the  loan  you  not  long  since  so  gener- 
ously offered,  yon  would  save  those  lands  once  in  ray  fiusily 
from  passing  away  from  us  forever.  A  city  oldenmui — one 
Joheon — is  meanly  taking  advantage  of  Thomhill's  necMcri- 
tiea,  and  driving  a  hard  bargain  for  those  lands.  He  has 
fixed  the  — th  inst.  for  Thomhill's  answer,  and  Levy  (who  is 
here  assisting  Mr.  Egerton's  election)  informs  me  that  Thorn- 
hill  will  oocept  his  offer,  unless  I  am  provided  with  ^£10,000 
beforehand  ;  the  other  ^10,000,  to  complete  the  advance  n- 
quired.  Levy  will  lend  me.  Do  not  be  surprised  at  the 
usurer's  Hbeiality  ;  he  knows  that  I  am  about  shortly  to  marry 
a  very  gnat  heiress  (you  will  be  pleased  when  you  learn 
whom,  and  will  then  be  able  to  account  for  my  indifference 
to  Miss  Sticktorigbts),  and  her  dower  will  amply  serve  to  re- 
pay his  loan  and  yonr  own,  if  1  may  trust  to  your  generous 
affection  for  the  grandson  of  a  Haieldeant  I  have  the  lew 
Bcmple  in  this  appeal  to  you,  for  I  know  how  it  would  grieve 
yon  that  a  Jobaon,  who  perhaps  never  knew  a  grandmother, 
should  foist  your  own  kinsman  from  the  lands  of  his  fathers. 
Of  one  thing  I  am  convinced,  —  we  squires,  and  sons  of 
squires,  mnst  make  common  cause  against  those  great  monied 
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oapitaliBte,  or  they  will  buy  vt  «U  out  in  m  few  geneintiona. 
The  old  race  of  conntty  gentlemen  ie  already  ranch  dimin- 
iahed  by  the  giMping  cujodity  of  ench  levuthui*;  and  if  the 
nee  be  once  extinct,  whkt  will  become  of  the  boaet  and 
etiength  of  England! 

Youn,  my  dear  Mr.  Hazeldean,  with  most  affectionate  and 
giKtef  ul  respect, 

BiSDAl  LnUB. 
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CHAPTER  XXII. 


NoTHiHQ  to  Leonard  could  as  yet  be  more  diataateful  or 
oppreBaive  th&n  hiB  share  in  tiiU  memorable  election. 
In  the  first  place,  it  chafed  the  secret  eoiea  of  his  heart 
to  be  compelled  to  resume  the  name  of  Fairfield,  which 
was  a  tacit  disavowal  of  his  birth.  It  had  been  such 
delight  to  him  that  the  same  letters  which  formed  tiie 
name  of  Ifora  should  weave  also  that  name  of  Oran,  to 
which  he  had  given  distinction,  which  he  had  associated 
with  all  hie  nobler  toils,  and  all  his  hopes  of  enduring 
fame  —  a  mystic  link  between  hie  own  career  and  his 
mother's  obscurer  genius.  It  seemed  to  him  as  if  it 
were  rendering  to  her  the  honors  accorded  to  himseb', — 
subtle  and  delicate  fancy  of  &e  affections,  of  which  only 
poeto  would  be  capable,  but  which  others  th&n  poets  may 
perhaps  comprehend  I  That  earlier  name  of  Fairfield 
was  connected  in  his  memory  with  all  the  ruder  employ- 
ments, the  meaner  trials  of  his  boyhood ;  the  name  of 
Oran,  with  poetry  and  fame.  It  was  his  title  in  the 
ideal  world,  amongst  all  fair  shapes  and  spirits.  In 
receiving  the  old  appellation,  tiie  practical  world,  with 
its  bitterness  and  strife,  returned  to  him  as  at  the  utter- 
anoe  of  a  spell.  But  in  coming  to  Lansmere  he  had  no 
choioe.  To  say  nothing  of  Dick,  and  Dick's  pannta, 
with  whom  his  secret  would  not  be  safe,  Bandal  Leslie 
knew  that  he  had  gone  by  the  name  of  Fairfield ;  knew 
his  supposed  parentage,  and  would  be  sure  to  proclaim 
them.  How  account  for  the  later  name  without  setting 
curionty  to  decipher  the  anagram  it  involved,  and  per* 
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hape  guiding  Biupicion  to  hie  birth  from  Non,  to  the 
injury  of  her  memory,  yet  preserred  from  stain  I 

His  feelinge  as  connected  with  Xora — sharpened  and 
deepened  as  they  all  had  been  by  hia  discovery  of  her  pain- 
ful narrative — were  embittered  still  more  by  coming  in 
contact  vith  her  parenta.  Old  John  was  in  the  same 
helpless  state  of  mind  and  body  as  before, — neither 
worse  nor  bett«r;  but  waking  up  at  interrala  with 
rivid  gleams  of  interest  in  the  election  at  the  wave  of 
a  blue  banner,  at  the  cry  of  "  Blue  forever !  "  It  was  the 
old  broken-down  charger,  who,  dozing  in  the  meadows, 
starts  at  the  roll  of  the  drum.  No  persuasions  Dick 
ooold  employ  would  induce  his  father  to  promise  to  vote 
even  one  Yellow.  You  might  as  well  have  expected  the 
old  Roman,  with  hia  monomaniac  ciy  against  Carthage, 
to  have  voted  for  choosing  Carthaginians  for  consuls. 
But  poor  John,  nevertheless,  was  not  only  very  civil, 
but  very  bumble  to  Dick,  —  "  very  happy  to  oblige  the 
gentleman." 

"Your  own  eon! "  bawled  Dick;  "and  here  is  yonr 
own  grandson." 

"  Very  happy  to  serve  you  both ;  but  yon  see  yon  are 
the  wroi^  color. " 

Then  as  he  gaied  at  Leonard,  the  old  man  approached 
him  with  trembling  kneea,  stroked  his  hair,  looked  into 
his  face  piteously.  *  Be  thee  my  grandson  I "  he  fal- 
tered. "Wife,  wife,  Nora  had  no  eon,  had  shel  My 
memory  begins  to  fail  me,  sir;  pray  excuse  it ;  but  you 
have  a  look  about  the  eyes  that  —  "  Old  John  began  to 
weep,  and  hie  wife  led  him  away. 

"Don't  come  again,"  she  said  to  Leonard,  harshly, 
when  she  returned.  "He  '11  not  sleep  all  night  now." 
And  then,  observing  that  the  tears  stood  in  Leonard's 
eyes,  she  added,  in  softened  tones, —  "I  am  glad  to  see 
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jou  well  and  thriTing,  and  to  hoar  that  70U  have  bean 
of  great  aerrice  to  my  eon  Bicliard,  yrho  is  a  credit  and 
an  honor  to  the  family,  though  poor  John  cannot  vote 
for  him  or  for  yon  against  hia  conacience ;  and  he  Bhoald 
not  be  asked,"  ahe  added,  firing  up;  "and  it  is  a  sin  to 
ask  it,  and  he  so  old,  and  no  one  to  defend  him  but  me. 
But  defend  him  I  will  while  I  have  life!  " 

The  poet  recognized  woman's  brnre,  loving,  wife-like 
heart  here,  and  would  have  embraced  the  stem  grand- 
mother, if  she  lutd  not  drawn  back  from  him;  and,  as 
she  turned  towards  the  room  to  which  she  had  led  her 
hneband,  she  said  over  her  shoulder, — 

"I  'm  not  so  unkind  as  I  seem,  boy;  but  it  is  better 
for  you,  and  for  all,  that  you  should  not  come  to  this 
house  again, — bettor  that  you  bad  not  come  into  the 

"Fie,  mother!  "  said  Dick,  seeing  that  Leonaid, 
bending  his  head,  silently  walked  from  the  loom. 
"You  should  be  prouder  of  your  grandson  than  you 
are  of  me." 

"Prouder  of  him  who  may  shame  us  all  yetl  " 

"  What  do  you  mean  1 " 

But  Mrs.  Avenel  shook  her  bead  and  vanished. 

"Kever  mind  her,  poor  old  soul,"  said  Dick,  as  he 
joined  Leonard  at  the  threshold;  "she  always  had  her 
tempers.  And  since  there  is  no  vote  to  be  got  in  this 
house,  and  one  can't  set  a  caucus  on  one's  own  father, — 
at  least  in  this  extraordinarily  rotten  and  prejudiced  old 
country,  which  is  quite  in  its  dotage;  we  '11  not  come 
here  to  be  snubbed  any  more.  Bless  their  old  hearts 
oeTerthelessI " 

Leonard's  acnto  sensibility  in  all  that  concerned  hia 
birth,  deeply  wounded  by  Mrs.  Avenel's  allusions, 
which  he  comprehended  bettor  than  his  uncle  did,  was 
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kIso  kept  OQ  Uie  edge  by  the  suspoDae  to  which  he  ww 
condemned  by  Harley's  contmned  silence  u  to  the  pupen 
confided  to  that  nobleman.  It  seemed  to  Leonaid  almost 
unacGountaUe  that  Harley  shonld  have  lead  those  papers, 
be  in  the  same  town  with  himself,  and  yet  volonteer  no 
communication.  At  length  he  wrote  a  few  lines  to  Lotd 
L'EBtrange,  bringii^;  the  matter  that  concerned  him  so 
deeply  before  Hailey'a  leoollection,  and  suggestiI^;  his 
own  earnest  interest  in  any  information  that  could  sap- 
ply  the  gape  and  omissions  of  the  desultory  fragments. 
Harley,  in  repljring  to  this  note,  said,  with  apparent 
leason,  "that  it  would  require  a  long  personal  interview 
to  discnss  the  subject  referred  to,  and  that  such  an  inter- 
view, in  the  thick  of  the  contest  between  himself  and  a 
candidate  opposed  to  the  Lansmeie  party  would  be  sure 
to  get  wind,  be  ascribed  to  political  intrigues,  be  impos- 
sible otiierwise  to  explain, — and  embarrass  all  the  in- 
terests confided  to  their  respective  charge.  That  for  the 
rest,  he  had  not  been  unmindful  of  Leonaid'a  anxiety, 
which  must  now  mainly  be  to  see  justice  done  to  the 
dead  parent,  and  learn  the  name,  station,  and  character 
of  the  parent  yet  surviving.  And  in  this  Harley  tmsted 
to  assist  him  as  soon  as  the  close  of  the  poll  would  pre- 
sent a  suitable  occasion. "  The  letter  was  nnlike  Bar- 
ley's former  cordial  tone-,  it  was  hard  and  dry.  Leonard 
respected  L'Eatrange  too  much  to  own  to  himself  that 
it  was  unfeeling.  With  all  his  rich  generosity  of  nature, 
he  son^t  excuses  for  what  he  declined  to  hlanxe.  Per- 
haps something  in  Helen's  manner  or  words  had  led 
Hsrley  to  suspect  that  she  etill  cherished  too  tender  an 
interest  in  the  companicm  of  her  childhood;  perhaps 
under  this  coldness  of  expression  there  Inrked  the  burn- 
ing angniah  of  jealousy.  And,  oh,  Leonard  so  well  un- 
derstood, and  could  so  nobly  compassionate,  even  in  his 
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proeperouB  riyal,  that  tortnn  of  the  most  agonising  (rf 
btunan  paaaious,  in  which  all  our  reasonings  follow  the 
distorted  writhings  of  our  pain. 

And  Leonaid  himself,  amidst  his  other  cauBes  of  dis- 
qniet,  was  at  once  so  gnawed  and  so  humbled  by  his  own 
jealousy.  Helen,  he  knew,  was  still  under  the  same 
roof  as  Harley.  They,  the  betrothed,  could  aee  each 
other  daily ,  hourly.  He  would  soon  hear  of  their  mar- 
riage. She  would  be  borne  afar  from  the  very  sphere  of 
hi«  existence;  carried  into  a  loftier  r^ion,  —  aceessible 
only  to  his  dreams.  And  yet  to  be  jealous  of  one  to 
whom  both  Helen  and  himself  were  nnder  such  oUiga- 
tiona,  debased  him  in  his  own  esteem,  — jealou^  hen 
was  BO  like  ingratitude.  But  for  Harley,  what  could 
have  become  of  Helen,  left  to  his  boyish  charge  1  —  he 
who  bad  himself  been  compelled,  in  despair,  to  think  of 
sending  her  from  his  side,  to  be  reared  into  smileleas 
youth  in  his  mother's  humble  oottage,  while  he  faced 
KimiBe  alone,  gazing  on  the  terrible  river,  from  the 
bridge  by  which  he  had  once  begged  for  veiy  alms;  — 
b^;ged  of  that  Audley  I^rton,  to  whom  he  was  now 
opposed  as  an  equal ;  —  or  flying  from  the  fiend  that 
glared  at  him  nnder  the  lids  of  the  haunting  Chatterton. 
Ko,  jealonqr  here  was  more  than  agony, —  it  was  degrada- 
tion; it  was  crime  I  But,  ahl  if  Helen  were  happy  in 
these  splendid  nuptials!  Was  he  anre  even  of  that  con- 
solation I  Bitter  was  the  thought  either  way ;  that  she 
should  wholly  forget  him,  in  happiness  from  which  he 
stood  excluded  as  a  thing  of  sin, —  or  sinfully  herself 
remember,  and  be  wietohedl 

With  that  healthful  strei^th  of  will  which  is  more 
often  proportioned  to  the  susceptibility  of  feeling  than 
the  world  suppose,  the  young  man  at  last  wrenched 
himself  for  a  while  from  the  iron  that  had  entei«d  into 
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Mb  soul,  and  foiced  his  thoughts  to  seek  relief  in  the 
Tery  objects  from  which  they  otherwise  would  have  tiie 
moflt  loaUiiiigly  recoiled.  He  aroused  hie  imagination  to 
befriend  his  reason;  he  strove  to  divine  some  motive  not 
explained  by  Haiiey,  not  t«  be  referred  to  the  mere  de- 
feat, by  oounter^cheme,  of  the  scheming  Bandal, —  nor 
even  to  be  solved,  by  any  service  to  Audley  Egeiton, 
which  Harley  might  evolve  from  the  complicated  meshes 
of  the  election;  some  motive  that  could  more  interest hia 
own  heart  in  the  contest,  and  connect  it«elf  with  Harley's 
promised  aid  in  clearing  up  the  mystery  of  his  parentage. 
Nora's  memoir  had  clearly  hinted  that  his  father  was  of 
rank  and  station  far  beyond  her  own.  She  had  thrown 
the  glow  of  her  glorious  fancies  over  the  ambition  and 
the  destined  career  of  the  lover  in  whom  she  had  merged 
her  ambition  as  poetess,  and  her  career  as  woman.  Pos- 
sibly the  &ther  might  be  more  disposed  to  own  and  to 
welcome  the  son,  if  tite  son  could  achieve  (m  opening, 
and  give  promise  of  worth, in  ihat  grand  world  of  public 
life  in  which  alone  reputation  takes  precedence  of  rank. 
Possibly,  too,  if  the  eon  thns  succeeded,  and  became  one 
whom  a  pioud  father  could  with  pride  acknowledge, 
possibly  he  might  not  only  secure  a  father's  welcome, 
hut  vindicate  a  mother's  name.  This  marriage,  which 
Nora  darkly  hinted  she  bad  been  led  to  believe  was 
fraudulent,  might,  after  all,  have  been  legal, —  the  cere- 
mony concealed,  even  till  now,  by  worldly  shame  at 
disparity  of  rank.  But  if  the  son  could  make  good  his 
own  footing,  —  there  where  rank  itself  owned  its  chiefs 
in  talent,  —  that  shame  might  vanish.  These  supposi- 
tions were  not  improbable  i  nor  were  they  uncongenial  to 
Leonard's  experience  of  Harley'e  delicate  benignity  of 
purpose.  Here,  too,  the  image  of  Helen  allied  itself 
with  those  of  hia  parents,  to  support  his  courage  and 
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inflnenoe  hie  new  ambition.  True,  Uiat  she  was  loet  to 
him  foreTOF.  No  worldly  sucoesa,  no  political  honon, 
could  now  restore  her  to  his  side.  Bat  she  might  hear 
him  named  with  respect  in  Uuwa  ciroles  in  which  alone 
she  would  hereafter  moTs,  and  in  which  parliamentaiy 
reputation  ranks  higher  than  literary  fame.  And  per- 
haps in  future  years,  when  love,  retaining  its  tenderness, 
was  purified  from  its  paseioa,  they  might  thus  meet  ai 
friends.  He  might,  without  a  pang,  take  her  children 
on  his  knees,  and  say,  perhaps  in  their  old  age,  when  he 
had  climbed  to  a  social  equality  even  with  her  high-bom 
lord  —  "It  was  the  hope  to  regain  the  privilege  bestowed 
on  OUT  childhood,  that  strengthened  me  to  seek  distinc- 
ti<Hi  when  you  and  happiness  forsook  my  youth."  Thus 
r^arded,  the  election,  which  had  before  seemed  to  him 
BO  poor  and  vulgar  an  exhibition  of  vehement  passions 
for  petty  objects,  with  its  trumpery  of  banners,  and  its 
discord  of  trumpeta, —  suddenly  grew  into  vivid  interest, 
and  assumed  dignity  and  importance.  It  is  ever  tiua 
with  all  mortal  strife.  In  proportion  as  it  possesses,  at 
is  void  of,  the  diviner  something  that  quickens  the  pulse 
of  the  heart,  and  elevates  the  wing  of  the  imagination, 
it  presents  a  mockery  to  the  philosopher,  or  an  inspiis- 
tion  to  the  bard.  Feel  that  something,  and  no  contest 
is  mean!  Feel  it  not,  and,  like  Byron,  you  may  class 
with  the  slaughter  of  Gannie  that  field  which,  at  Water- 
loo, restored  the  landmarks  of  nations;  or  may  jeer  with 
Juvenal  at  the  dust  of  Hannibal,  because  he  sought 
to  deliver  Carthage  from  ruin,  and  free  a  world  from 
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CHAPTER  XXllI. 

Once,  then,  grappling  manfully  with  the  task  h«  had 
ondartaken,  and  constraining 'himself  to  look  on  what 
Biccabooca  would  have  called  "the  southern  side  of 
things,"  whatever  there  was  really  great  in  principle 
or  honorable  to  human  nature,  deep  below  the  sordid 
details  and  pitiful  interests  apparent  on  the  face  of  the 
agitated  current,  came  clear  to  hia  vision.  The  ardor  of 
those  around  him  began  to  be  contagious;  the  generous 
devotion  to  some  cause,  apart  from  self,  which  pervades 
an  election,  and  to  which  the  poorest  voter  will  often 
render  sacrifices  that  may  be  called  sublime;  the  warm 
personal  affection  which  community  of  zeal  creates  for 
the  defender  of  beloved  opinions, — all  concurred  to  dis- 
pel that  indifference  to  party  politics,  and  counteract 
that  disgust  of  their  baser  leaven,  which  the  young  poet 
had  first  conceived.  Ue  even  began  to  look  with  com- 
placency, for  iteelf ,  on  a  career  of  toil  and  honors  strange 
to  his  habitual  labors  and  intellectual  ambition.  He 
threw  the  poetry  of  idea  within  him  (as  poets  ever  do) 
into  the  prose  of  action  to  which  ho  was  hurried  for- 
ward. He  no  longer  opposed  Dick  Avenel  when  that 
gentleman  represented  how  detrimental  it  would  be  to 
his  business  at  Screwstown  if  he  devoted  to  his  country 
the  time  and  the  acumen  required  by  his  mill  and  its 
steam-engine;  and  how  desirable  it  would  be,  on  all 
accounte,  that  Leonaid  Fairfield  should  become  the 
parliamentary  representatiTe  of  the  Avenele.  "If, 
therefore,"  said  Dick,  "two  of  us  cannot  come  in, 
and  one  must  retire,  leave  it  to  me  to  arrai^  with 
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the  committee  that  yon  shftU  be  the  one  to  peidaL 
Oh,  never  fear  but  what  all  scruples  of  honor  shall  be 
satiB&ed.  I  vould  not,  for  the  sake  of  the  Avenela, 
have  a  word  said  against  thair  i^preaentative. " 

"But,"  answered  Leonard,  "if  I  grant  this,  I  feai  that 
you  have  some  intention  of  suffering  the  votes  that  yooj 
resignation  would  release,  to  favor  Leslie  at  the  expense 
of  I^erton." 

"What  the  deuce  is  Egerton  to  joul" 

"Nothing,  except  through  my  gratitude  to  his  friend 
Lord  L' Estrange." 

"Pooh!  I  will  tell  you  a  secret.  Levy  informs  me 
privately  that  L'Estrange  will  be  well  satisfied  if  the 
choice  of  Lansmere  fall  upon  Leslie  instead  of  Egeitoa; 
and  I  think  I  convinced  my  lord — for  I  saw  him  in 
London  —  that  E^rton  would  have  no  chance,  though 
Leslie  might." 

"I  must  think  that  Lord  L'Estrange  would  resist  to 
the  utmost  any  attempt  to  prefer  Leslie  —  whom  he 
despises — to  Egerton,  whom  he  honors.  And,  Bethink- 
ing, I  too  would  resist  it,  as  you  may  judge  by  the 
speeches  which  have  so  provoked  your  displeasure." 

"Let  us  cat  short  a  yam  of  talk  which,  when  it 
comes  to  likings  and  dlslikings,  might  last  to  almighty 
ciscki  I  '11  ask  you  to  do  nothing  that  Lord  L'Estrange 
does  not  sanction.     Will  that  satisfy  you  t " 

"Certainly,  provided  I  am  assured  of  the  sanction." 

And  now,  the  important  day  preceding  the  poll,  the 
day  in  which  the  candidates  were  to  be  formally  nomi- 
nated, and  meet  each  other  in  all  the  ceremony  of  de- 
clared rivalship,  dawned  at  lant.  The  town-hall  was 
the  place  selected  for  the  occasion,'  and  before  sunrise, 
all  the  streets  were  resonant  with  music,  and  gay  witli 
banners. 
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Audley  Egerton  fait  that  he  coald  not  —  witlumt 
mcnrriag  some  jiut  saioasm  on  his  dread  to  fetce  the 
coDfitituency  he  had  fonnerly  lepresented,  and  by  the 
malcontenU  of  which  he  had  been  burned  in  effigy  — 
absent  himeelf  from  the  town-hall,  as  he  had  done  from 
balcony  and  hostel.  Fsinful  as  it  was  to  confront  Noia's 
brother,  and  wrastle  in  public  against  all  the  secret  mem- 
ories that  knit  tb«  strife  of  the  present  contest  with  the 
uignish  that  reoftlled  the  first,  —  still  the  thing  must  be 
done;  and  it  was  the  English  h&bit  of  his  life  to  fooe 
with  courage  whatever  he  had  to  do. 
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CHAPTEB   XXIV. 


The  chiefs  of  th«  Bine  party  went  in  state  from  Lans- 
mere  Park;  the  two  candidates  in  open  carri^eB,  each 
attended  with  hia  propoaer  and  eeconder.  Other  car- 
riages were  devoted  to  Harley  and  Levy,  and  the  princi- 
pal memhera  of  the  committee.  Riccabocca  was  aeiied 
with  a  fit  of  melancholy  or  cynicism,  and  declined  to 
join  the  proceseioQ.  Bnt  just  before  they  started,  as  all 
were  assembling  without  the  front  door,  the  postman 
arrived  with  his  welcome  bag.  There  were  letters  for 
Harley,  some  for  Levy,  many  for  Egerton,  one  for  'Ran- 
dal Leslie. 

Levy,  soon  hurrying  over  his  own  comspondence, 
looked,  in  the  familiar  freedom  wherewith  he  tisually 
treated  hie  particular  friends,  over  Randal's  shoulder. 

"From  the  Squire!"  said  he.  "Ah,  he  has  written 
at  last!  What  made  him  delay  so  longl  Hope  he 
relieves  your  mind  1 " 

"Yea,"  cried  Randal,  giving  way  to  a  joy  that  rarely 
lighted  up  hia  cloae  and  secret  countenance,  —  "yes,  he 
does  not  write  fiom  Hazeldean  —  not  there  when  my 
letter  arrived  —  in  London  —  could  not  rest  at  the  Hall 
—  the  place  reminded  him  too  much  of  Frank  —  went 
again  to  town,  on  the  receipt  of  my  first  letter  concern- 
ing the  rupture  of  the  marriage,  to  see  after  his  son,  and 
take  up  some  money  to  pay  off  his  post-obit.  Read  what 
he  says:  '  So,  while  I  was  about  a  mortgage  (never  did  I 
guess  that  I  should  be  the  man  to  encumber  the  Hazel- 
dean  estate),— I  thought  I  might  as  well  add  £20,000 
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M  £10,000  to  the  total.  Wliy  Bhonld  you  be  indebted 
«t  all  to  tbat  Baron  Levy!  Don't  have  dealings  witi 
moneylendere.  Your  giaDdraother  was  a  Hazeldean; 
and  from  a  Hazeldean  7011  shall  have  the  whole  Bnm 
required  in  advance  for  those  Rood  lands,  — good  light 
Boil  some  of  them.  Aa  t6  repayment  we  '11  talk  of  that 
later.  If  Frank  and  I  come  together  again,  as  we  did 
of  old,  vhj,  my  eatates  will  be  his  some  day ;  and  he  '11 
not  grudge  the  mortgage,  so  fond  aa  he  always  waa  of 
you;  and  if  we  don't  come  together,  what  do  I  care  for 
hundreds  or  thouaanda,  either  more  or  leael  So  I  shall 
be  down  at  Lanamere  the  day  after  to-morrow,  just  in 
the  thick  of  your  polling.  Beat  the  manufacturer,  my 
boy,  and  stick  up  for  the  land.  Tell  Levy  to  have  all 
ready.  I  shall  bring  the  money  down  in  good  bank- 
notes, and  a  brace  of  pistols  in  my  coat-pocket  to  take 
care  of  them,  in  case  robbers  get  scent  of  the  notes  and 
attack  me  on  the  road,  as  they  did  my  gntodfather  sixty 
years  ago  come  next  Michaelmas.  A  Lansmere  election 
puts  one  in  mind  of  pistols.  I  once  fought  a  duel  with 
an  officer  in  his  Majesty's  Rerrice,  R.N.,  and  had  a  ball 
lodged  in  my  right  shoulder,  on  account  of  an  election 
at  Lanamete ;  but  I  have  forgiven  Audley  his  share  in 
that  transaction.  Remember  me  to  him  kindly.  Don't 
get  into  a  duel  youraelf;  but  I  suppose  manufacturers 
don't  fight;  —  not  that  I  blame  them  for  that, — bit 
from  it. '  " 

The  letter  then  ran  on  to  expiess  Burtmse,  and  hazard 
conjecture,  as  to  the  wealthy  marriage  which  Randal  had 
announced  as  a  pleasing  surprise  to  the  Squire. 

"Well,"  said  Levy,  returning  the  letter,  "you  must 
have  written  as  cleverly  as  you  talk,  or  the  Squire  is  a 
booby  indeed." 

Randal  smiled,  pocketed  his  letter,  and  responding  to 
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the  impatient  call  of  his  propowr,  aprang  lightly  into 
the  carriage. 

Harley,  too,  eeemed  pleased  with  the  letters  delivered 
to  himself,  and  aav  joined  Levy,  as  the  candidates  drove 
slowly  off, 

"Has  not  Mr.  Leslie  received  from  the  Squire  an 
anaver  to  that  letter  of  vhich  you  informed  me  1 " 

"Tee,  my  lord,  the  Squire  will  be  here  to-morrow." 

"To-morrowt  Thank  yon  for  apprising  me;  his 
rooms  shall  be  prepared." 

"I  suppose  he  will  only  stay  to  see  Leslie  and  my- 
self, and  pay  the  money." 

"Ahal     Pay  tba  money.     Ib  it  so,  then! " 

"Twice  the  ram,  and,  it  seems,  as  a  gift,  which  Leslie 
only  asked  as  a  loan.  Beally,  my  lord,  Mr.  Leslie  is  a 
very  clever  man;  and  though  I  am  at  yonr  commands,  I 
ehonld  not  like  to  injure  him.  With  such  matrimonial 
prospects,  he  could  be  a  very  powerful  enemy;  and  if  he 
ancceed  in  Parliament,  still  more  sa  " 

"  Baron ,  these  gentlemen  are  waiting  for  yon.  I  will 
follow  1^  myself." 
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CHAPTEE  XXV. 

Ih  the  centre  of  the  raised  platform  in  the  town-bAll  sat 
the  Mayor.  Go  either  hand  of  that  dignitary  now  ap- 
peared the  candidates  of  the  Tespeotive  parties.  To  his 
right,  Audley  Egerton  and  Leslie;  to  his  left,  Dick 
Avenel  and  Leonard.  The  place  was  as  full  as  it  could 
hold.  Bowa  of  grimy  faces  peeped  in,  even  from  the 
npper  windows  outside  the  building.  The  contest  was 
one  that  created  intense  interest,  not  only  from  pablio 
principles,  but  local  passions.  Dick  Avenel,  the  son  of 
a  small  tradesman,  standing  against  the  Right  Honorable 
Audley  Egerton,  the  choice  of  the  powerful  Lonsmeie 
aristocratic  party, — standing,  too,  with  his  nephew  by 
his  side;  taking,  as  he  himself  was  wont  to  say,  "the 
tarnation  Blue  Bull  by  both  it«  oligarchical  horns!" 
There  was  a  pluck  and  gallantry  in  the  very  impudence 
of  the  attempt  to  convert  the  important  borough  —  for 
one  member  of  which  a  great  Earl  hod  hitJierto  striven, 
"with  labor  dire  and  weary  woe"  —  into  two  family 
seats  for  the  house  of  Avenel  and  the  triumph  of  the 
Capeloctacy. 

This  alone  would  have  excited  all  the  spare  passions 
of  «  country  borough;  but,  besides  this,  th«i9  was  the 
curiosity  Owt  attached  to  the  long-deferred  public  ap- 
pearance of  a  candidate  so  renowned  as  the  ex-minister, 
— a  man  whose  career  hod  commenced  with  his  success 
at  Laosmete,  and  who  now,  amidst  the  popular  tempest 
that  scattered  his  colleagues,  sought  to  refit  his  vessel  in 
the  same  harbor  from  which  it  hod  first  put  iortb.  New 
generations  had  grown  up  since  the  name  of  Audley 
Egerton  had  first  fluttered  the  dovecotes  in  that  Corioli. 
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The  questions  that  had  then  seemed  so  important  were 
for  the  most  part  settled  and  at  rest.  But  those  present 
who  remembered  Egerton  in  the  former  day,  were  struck 
to  see  how  the  same  characteristics  of  bearing  and  aspect 
which  had  distinguished  his  early  youth  revived  their 
interest  in  the  mature  and  celebrated  man.  As  he  stood 
up  for  a  few  momenta,  before  he  took  his  seat  beside  the 
Mayor,  glancing  over  the  assembly,  with  its  uproar  of 
cheers  and  hisses,  there  was  the  same  stately  crectness 
of  form  and  steadfastness  of  look,  —  the  same  indefina- 
ble and  mysterious  dignity  of  externals,  that  imposed 
respect,  confirmed  esteem,  oi  stilled  dislike.  The 
hisses  involuntarily  ceased. 

The  prelinuoary  proceedings  over,  the  proposeie  and 
secoDdeTs  commenced  their  office. 

Audley  was  proposed,  of  course,  by  the  crack  man  of 
the  party,  —  a  gentleman  who  lived  on  his  means  in  a 
white  house  in  the  High  Street;  had  received  a  univer- 
sity education,  and  was  a  cadet  of  a  "county  family." 
This  gentleman  spoke  much  about  the  Constitution, 
Bomethii^  about  Greece  and  Rome,  —  compared  Egerton 
with  William  Pitt,  also  with  Aristides;  and  sat  down, 
after  an  oration  esteemed  classical  by  the  few,  and  pro- 
nounced prosy  by  the  many.  Audley's  seconder,  a 
buily  and  important  maltster,  struck  a  bolder  key.  He 
dwelt  largely  upon  the  necessity  of  being  represented  by 
gentlemen  of  wealth  and  tank,  and  not  by  "  upstarts  and 
adventurers.  (Cheers  and  groans.)  Looking  at  the 
candidates  on  the  other  side,  it  was  sn  insult  to  the 
respectability  of  I<ansmere  to  suppose  its  constituentfl 
could  elect  a  man  who  had  no  pretensions  whatever  to 
their  notice,  except  that  he  had  once  been  a  little  boy 
in  the  town,  in  which  his  father  kept  a  shop,  — and  a 
Teiy  noisy,  turbolent,  dirty,  little  boy  he  wasl "    Dick 
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emoo&ed  his  spotleae  shirt-froat,  and  looked  daggers, 
while  the  Blaea  laughed  heaitily,  and  the  Yellows  cried 
"Shame,"  "Aa  for  the  o&er  candidate  on  the  aame 
side,  he  (the  maltsteT)  had  nothing  to  aay  against  htm. 
He  was,  no  doubt,  seduced  into  presumption  by  his  uncle 
and  his  own  inexperience.  It  was  said  that  that  candi- 
date, Mi.  Tairfield,  was  an  author  and  a  poet;  if  ao,  h« 
waa  unknown  to  fame,  for  no  bookeeller  in  the  town  had 
ever  even  heaid  of  Mr.  Fairfield's  woiks.  Then  it  was 
replied,  Mr.  Fairfield  had  written  under  another  name. 
What  would  that  prove  t  Either  that  he  was  ashamed 
of  his  name,  or  that  the  wiwka  did  him  no  credit. 
For  Mb  part,  he  (the  maltster)  waa  an  Englishman;  he 
did  not  like  anonTmoua  scribhlarB;  there  was  something 
not  right  in  whatever  was  concealed.  A  man  should 
never  be  afraid  to  put  his  name  to  what  he  wrote.  But, 
grant  that  Hr.  Fairfield  was  a  great  author  and  a  great 
poet,  what  de  borough  of  Lansmere  wanted  was,  not. a 
member  who  would  pass  his  time  in  writing  sonnets  to 
P^SBJ  °'  ^<>SS7>  ^"^  ^  practical  man  of  business, — a 
statesman ;  such  a  man  as  Mr.  Audley  I^erton,  —  a  gen- 
tleman of  ancient  tnrth,  high  standing,  and  princely 
fortune.  The  member  for  such  a  place  aa  Lansmere 
should  have  a  proper  degree  of  wealth."  (*'Hear, 
hear!"  from  the  Hundred  and  Fifty  Hssitotoia,  who 
all  stood  in  a  row  at  the  bottom  of  the  hall ;  and  "Gam- 
mon !  "  "  Stuff! "  from  some  revolutionary  but  incor- 
ruptible Yellows.)  Still  the  allusion  to  Egerton's 
private  fortune  had  considerable  effect  with  the  bulk 
of  the  audience,  and  Uie  maltster  was  much  cheered  on 
concluding.  Mr.  Avenel'a  proposer  and  seconder  —  the 
one  a  large  grocer;  the  other  the  proprietor  of  a  new 
shop  for  ticketed  prints,  shawls,  blankets,  and  counter- 
panes (a  man  who,  as  he  boasted,  dealt  with  the  people 
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for  ready  motiey,  and  no  mistake :  at  least  none  that  ho 
ever  rectified),  next  followed.  Both  said  much  the  same 
thing.  Mr.  Avenel  had  made  his  fortune  hy  booest 
industry ;  was  a  fellow-townsman ;  must  know  the  inter- 
ests of  the  town  better  than  strangers  i  upright  public 
principles;  neyer  fawn  on  governments ;  would  see  that 
the  people  had  their  rights,  and  cut  down  army,  navy, 
and  all  other  jobs  of  a  corrupt  aristocracy,  etc. ,  etc.,  etc 
Bandal  Leslie's  proposer,  a  captain  on  half-pay,  under- 
took B  long  defence  of  army  and  nary,  from  the  unpatri- 
otic aspersions  of  the  preceding  speakers;  which  defence 
diverted  him  from  the  doe  praise  of  Bandal,  until  cries 
of  "Cut  it  short,"  recalled  him  to  that  subject;  and  then 
the  topics  he  selected  for  enlogium  were  "amiability  of 
chfliacter,  so  conspicuous  in  the  urbane  manners  of  bit 
young  friend;"  "ooincideuce  in  the  opinions  of  that 
illustrious  etateeman  with  whom  he  was  conjoined;" 
"early  tuition  in  the  best  principles;  only  fault,  youth 

—  and  that  was  a  fault  which  would  diminish  every 
day."  Bandal's  seconder  was  a  blnff  yeoman,  an  oat- 
voter  of  weight  with  the  agricultural  electon.  He  was 
too  straightforward  by  half;  adverted  to  Audley  Eger- 
toa's  early  desertion  of  questions  espoused  by  the  lauded 
interest;  "hoped  he  had  had  enon^  of  the  large  towns; 
and  he  (the  yeoman)  was  ready  to  forgive  and  foiget, 
but  trusted  that  there  would  be  so  chance  of  burning 
their  member  again  in  effigy.  As  to  the  young  gentle- 
man, whose  nomination  he  had  the  pleasure  to  second, 

—  did  not  know  much  about  him;  but  the  Leslies  were 
an  old  family  in  the  neighboring  county,  and  Mr.  Leslie 
said  he  was  nearly  related  to  Squire  Haseldean,  —  as 
good  a  man  as  ever  stood  upon  shoe  leather.  He  (the 
yeoman)  liked  a  good  breed  in  sheep  and  bullocks ;  and 
a  good  breed  in  men  he  supposed  was  the  same  thing. 
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He  (the  yeoman)  wu  not  for  abuses,  —  lie  was  for  King 
and  Constittition.  He  should  have  no  objection-  for 
instance,  to  have  tithes  lowered,  and  the  malt-tax  re- 
pealed,—  not  the  least  objection.  Mr.  Leslie  seemed 
to  him  a  likely  young  chap  and  uncommon  well~spokea ; 
and,  on  the  whole,  for  aught  he  (the  yeoman)  could  see, 
would  do  quite  as  well  in  Parliament  aa  nine-tenths  of 
the  gentlemen  sent  there."  The  yeoman  sat  down,  lit- 
tle cheered  by  the  Bluee,  —  much  by  the  Yellows ;  and 
with  a  dim  consciousness  that  somehow  or  other  he  had 
rather  damaged  than  not  the  cause  of  the  party  he  had 
been  chosen  to  advocate.  Leonard  was  not  particularly 
fortunate  in  his  proposer,  —  a  youngish  gentleman,  who, 
having  tried  various  callings,  with  signal  unanocess,  had 
come  into  a  small  independence,  and  set  up  for  a  literaiy 
character.  This  gentleman  undertook  the  defence  of 
poets,  aa  the  half-pay  captain  had  undertaken  that  oi 
the  army  and  navy ;  and  after  a  dcseu  sentences  spoken 
through  the  nose,  about  the  "moonlight  of  existence," 
and  "  the  oasis  in  the  desert,"  suddenly  broke  down,  to 
the  satisfaction  of  his  impatient  listeners.  This  failure 
was,  however,  redeemed  by  Leonaid's  seconder,  —  a 
master  tailor,  a  practised  speaker,  and  an  earnest 
thinking  man;  sincerely  liking,  and  warmly  admir- 
ing Leonard  Fairfield.  His  opinions  were  delivered 
with  brief  simplicity,  and  accompanied  by  expressions 
of  trust  in  Leonard's  talento  and  honesty  that  were 
effective,  because  expressed  with  feeling. 

These  preparatory  orations  over,  a  dead  silsnce  suc- 
ceeded, snd  Audley  I^jerton  arose. 

At  the  first  few  sentences,  all  felt  they  were  in  the 
presence  of  one  accustomed  to  command  attention,  and 
to  give  to  opinions  the  weight  of  recognised  authority. 
The  slowness  of  the  measured  accents;  the  composure  oi 
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the  manly  aspect;  the  decomm  of  Qm  simple 
ah  beepoke  and  all  became  the  minister  of  agreat  empin, 
who  had  leas  agitated  asBemblies  by  impaasioned  elo- 
qoence,  than  compelled  their  silent  respect  to  the  views 
of  sagacity  and  experience.  But  what  might  have  been 
formal  and  didactic  in  another,  was  Telieved  in  Egerton 
by  that  air,  tone,  bearing  of  a  gentlemian,  which  have  a 
charm  for  the  most  plebeian  audience.  He  had  emi- 
nently these  attribates  in  private  life;  but  they  became 
tax  more  o(mBpicuous  whenever  he  had  to  appear  iv  pub- 
lic. The  "smatorius  decor"  seemed  a  phrase  coined 
for  him. 

Audley  commenced  with  notace  of  his  adversaries  in 
that  Jaognage  of  high  courtesy  which  is  so  beeoming  to 
superior  station,  and  which  ai^uis  better  for  victory 
tium  the  most  pointed  diatribes  of  hostile  declamation. 
Toclioing  his  head  towaids  Avenel,  he  expressed  regret 
that  he  should  be  opposed  t^  a  gentleman  whose  birth 
naturally  endeared  him  to  tha  town  of  which  he  was  a 
distinguished  native,  and  whose  honorable  ambition  was 
in  itself  a  proof  of  the  admirable  natun  of  that  Consti- 
tution, which  admitted  the  lowliest  to  rise  to  its  dis- 
tinctions, while  it  compelled  the  loftiest  to  labor  and 
compete  for  those  honors  which  were  the  most  coveted, 
because  they  were  derived  from  the  trust  of  their  coun- 
hymen,  and  dignified  l^  the  duties  which  the  sense  of 
responsibility  enteiled.  He  paid  a  passing  but  gener- 
ous compliment  to  the  reputed  abilities  of  Leonard 
Tairfield;  and,  alluding  with  appropriate  grace  to  the 
interest  he  had  ever  token  in  the  success  of  youth  striv- 
ing for  place  in  the  van  of  the  new  generation  that 
marched  on  to  replace  the  old,  he  implied  that  he  did 
not  consider  Lecmard  as  opposed  to  himself,  but  rather 
as  an  emulous  competitor  for  a  worthy  price  with  his 
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"own  7oaiig  and  Ttlned  friend,  Mr.  Bandal  Leslie." 
"The;  aie  happy  at  their  yeani  "  said  the  statesman, 
with  a  certain  pathoa.  "In  the  fntute  they  see  nothing 
to  fear;  in  the  past  they  have  nothing  to  defend.  It  is 
not  80  with  me."  And  then  passing  on  to  the  ragoe 
inBiDoatiooB  or  bolder  charges  against  himself  and  his 
policy  proffered  \fy  the  preceding  speakers,  Audley  gath- 
ered himself  up,  and  paused;  for  his  eye  here  rested  on 
the  reporters  seated  round  &«  table  just  below  him ;  and 
he  recognised  faces  not  unfamiliar  to  his  recollection 
when  metropolitan  assemblies  had  hnng  on  the  words 
which  fell  ftvm  lips  then  privileged  to  advise  a  King. 
And  involuntarily  it  occurred  to  the  ex-minister  to  escape 
altogether  from  this  contract«d  audience,  this  ulectioa, 
with  all  its  asaocialiona  of  pain,  —  and  address  himself 
wholly  to  that  vast  and  invisible  public,  to  which  those 
leporters  would  transmit  his  ideas.  At  this  thought  his 
whole  manner  gradually  changed.  His  eye  became  fized 
on  the  farthest  verge  of  the  crowd;  his  tones  grew  more 
solemn  in  their  deep  and  sonorous  swell.  He  began  to 
review  and  to  vindicate  his  whole  political  life.  He 
spoke  of  the  measures  he  had  aided  to  pass;  of  his  part 
in  the  laws  which  now  ruled  the  land.  He  touched 
lightly,  but  with  pride,  on  the  services  he  had  rendered 
to  the  opinions  he  had  represented.  He  alluded  to  his 
neglect  of  his  own  private  fortunes;  but  in  what  detail, 
however  minute,  in  the  public  business  committed  to 
his  cha^e,  could  even  an  enemy  accuse  him  of  negleott 
The  allusion  was  no  doubt  intended  to  prepare  the  pub- 
lic for  t^e  news  that  the  wealth  of  Audley  Egerton  was 
gone.  Finally .  he  came  to  the  questions  that  then  agi- 
tated the  day ;  and  made  a  general  but  masterly  exposi- 
tion of  the  policy  which,  under  the  changes  he  foresaw, 
he  should  recommend  bis  party  to  adopt. 
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Spoken  to  the  motley  afisembly  in  that  town-hall, 
Audley's  Bpeech  extended  to  k  ciide  of  mteiesta  too 
Tids  for  their  sympathy.  But  that  assembly  he  heeded 
not,  —  he  forgot  it.  The  reportere  understood  him,  as 
their  flying  pens  followed  words  which  they  presumed 
neither  to  correct  nor  to  abridge.  Audley's  speech  was 
addressed  to  the  nation ,  —  the  speech  of  a  man  in  whom 
the  nation  yet  rect^ized  a  chief;  desiring  to  clear  all 
misrepresentation  from  his  past  career;  calculating,  if 
life  were  spared  to  him,  on  destinies  higher  than  he  had 
yet  fulfilled;  issuing  a  manifesto  of  principles  to  be 
carried  later  into  power;  and  planting  a  banner  round 
which  the  divided  seotions  of  a  broken  host  might  yet 
rally  for  battle  and  for  conquest.  Or  perhaps,  in  the 
deeps  of  his  heart  (not  even  comprehended  by  reporters, 
noi  to  be  divined  hy  the  public) ,  the  uncertainty  of  life 
was  more  felt  than  the  hope  of  ambition;  and  the  states- 
man desired  to  leave  behind  him  one  full  vindication  of 
that  public  integrity  and  honor,  on  which,  at  least,  his 
conscience  acknowledged  not  a  stain.  "  For  more  than 
twenty  years,"  eaid  Audley,  in  conclusion,  "I  have 
known  no  day  in  which  I  have  not  lived  for  my  coun- 
try. 1  may  at  times  have  opposed  the  wish  of  the  peo- 
ple, ■ —  I  may  oppose  it  now,  —  but,  so  far  as  I  can  form 
a  judgment,  only  because  I  prefer  their  welfare  to  their 
wish.  And  if  —  as  I  believe  —  there  have  been  ooca- 
eioha  on  which,  as  one  amongst  men  more  renowned,  I 
have  amended  the  laws  of  England,  confirmed  her  safety, 
extended  her  commerce,  upheld  her  honor,  —  I  leave  the 
rest  to  the  censure  of  my  enemies,  and  (his  voice  ttem* 
Ued)  to  the  charity  of  my  friends. " 

Before  the  cheers  that  greeted  the  close  of  this  speech 
were  over,  Richard  Avenel  arose.  What  is  called  "  the 
more  respectable  part "  of  an  audience  —  viz. ,  the  bettet 
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educated  and  better  clad,  eveo  on  the  Y«ilow  side  of  the 
queation  —  winced  a  little  for  the  credit  of  their  native 
borough,  when  they  contemplated  the  candidate  pitted 
against  tiie  Great  Commoner,  whose  lofty  presence  fitill 
filled  the  eye,  and  whose  majestic  tones  yet  sounded  in 
the  ear.  But  the  vast  majority  on  both  sides.  Blue  and 
Yellow,  hailed  the  rise  of  Dick  Avencl  as  z  relief  to 
what,  while  it  had  awed  their  attention,  had  rathet 
Btnuned  tiieir  beulties.  The  Yellowa  cheered  and  the 
Blues  groaned;  there  was  a  tumultuous  din  of  voices, 
and  a  reel  to  and  fro  of  the  whole  excited  mass  of  un- 
washed &ces  and  brawny  shoulders.  But  Dick  had  aa 
much  pluck  as  Audley  himself;  and,  by  degrees,  his 
pluck  and  his  handsome  features,  and  the  curiosity  to 
hear  what  he  had  to  say,  obtained  him  a  hearing;  and 
that  hearing,  Dick  having  onoe  got,  he  contrived  to 
keep.  His  self-confidence  was  backed  t^  a  grudge 
Bgainat  Egerton,  that  attained  to  the  elevation  of  ma- 
lignity. He  had  armed  himaelf  for  this  occasion  with 
an  Bisenal  of  quotations  from  Audley's  speeches,  taken 
out  of  Hansard's  Debates;  and,  garbling  these  texta  in 
the  unfairest  and  most  ingenious  manner,  he  contrived 
to  split  consistency  into  aoch  fragments  of  inconsistency ; 
to  cut  so  many  harmless  sentences  into  such  unpopular, 
arbitrary,  tyrannical  s^mente  of  doctrine,  —  that  he 
made  a  very  pretty  case  against  the  enlightened  and 
incorruptible  Egerton,  as  shuffler  and  trimmer,  defender 
of  jobs,  and  eulogist  of  Manchester  massacres,  etc ,  etc. 
And  all  told  the  more  because  it  seemed  courted  and 
provoked  by  the  ex-minister's  elaborate  vindication  of 
himself.  Having  thus,  as  he  declared,  "triumphantly 
convicted  the  Bight  Honorable  Gentleman  out  of  his 
own  mouth,"  Dick  considered  himself  at  liberty  to 
diverge  into  what  he  termed  "the  just  indignation  of  a 
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tree-bom  Briton;"  in  otber  woidB,  into  eveiy  varie^ 
of  abuse  which  bad  taate  could  supply  to  acrimomooa 
feeling.  Bat  he  did  it  so  loondly  and  dauntlessly ,  in 
■nch  tnte  hustings  style,  that,  for  the  moment  at  leaat, 
he  carried  the  bulk  of  the  crowd  along  with  him  suffi- 
ciently to  bear  down  all  the  naentful  murmuTS  of  tlie 
Blue  Conuuittee-men,  and  the  abashed  shakes  of  the 
head  with  which  the  moie  aristocratic  and  well-lM«d 
among  the  Tellows  signified  to  each  other  that  they  were 
heartily  ashamed  of  their  candidate.  Dick  concluded 
with  an  emphatic  declaration  that  the  Bight  Honorable 
Qentleman's  day  was  gone  by;  that  the  people  had  been 
pillaged  and  plundered  enough  by  pompoua  led-tapista, 
who  only  thought  of  their  aalariee.and  never  went  to 
their  offices  except  to  waste  the  pen,  ink,  and  paper, 
which  they  did  not  pay  forj  that  the  Bight  Honorable 
Gentleman  had  boasted  he  had  served  his  country  for 
twenty  years.  Served  his  country  I  —  he  should  have 
said,  served  her  oiit!  (Much  laughter.)  Pretty  mess 
this  country  was  in  now.  In  short,  for  twenty  yean 
the  Bight  Honorable  Gentleman  had  put  his  hands  into 
his  country's  pockets.  "And  I  ask  you,"  bawled  Dick, 
"whether  any  of  you  are  a  bit  the  better  for  all  that  he 
has  taken  out  of  them  I "  The  Hundred  and  Fifty  Hesi- 
tatora  shook  their  heads.  "14'aa,  that  we  ben'tl "  cried 
the  Hundred  and  Fifty  dolorously.  "  You  hear  The 
PsopleI"  said  Dick,  turning  m^estically  to  Egertan, 
who,  with  hie  arms  folded  on  hie  breast,  and  his  upper 
lip  slightly  curved,  sat  like  "Atlas  onremoved" — "You 
hear  The  PeopleI  They  condemn  you,  and  the 
whole  set  of  you.  I  repeat  here  what  I  once  vowed  tm 
a  less  puUic  occasion  —  'As  sure  as  my  name  is  Bichaid 
Avenel,  you  shall  smart  for' — (Dick  heaitated)— smart 
for  your  contempt  of  the  just  ri^^te,  honest  claims,  and 
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enlightened  aspirationa  of  your  indignant  countrymen. 
The  Bchoolmaster  is  abroad,  and  the  British  Lion  is 
arouaedl" 

Dick  eat  down.  The  curve  of  contempt  had  passed 
from  Egerton's  lip;  at  the  name  of  Avenel,  thus  harshly 
spoken,  he  had  suddenly  shaded  his  face  with  his  hand. 

But  Randal  Leslie  next  arose,  and  Audley  slowly 
raised  his  eyes,  and  looked  towards  his  protSgi  witii 
an  expression  of  kindly  interest.  What  better  dibut 
could  there  be  for  a  young  man  warmly  attached  to  an 
eminent  patron,  who  had  been  coarsely  assailed ;  for  a 
political  aspirant  vindicating  the  principles  which  that 
patron  represented!  The  Blues,  palpitating  with  indig- 
nant excitement,  all  prepared  to  cheer  every  sentence 
that  could  embody  their  sense  of  outrage;  even  the 
meanest  among  the  Yellows,  now  that  Dick  had  con- 
cluded, dimly  aware  that  their  orator  had  laid  himself 
terribly  open,  and  nchly  deserved  (more  especially  from 
the  friend  of  Audley  Egerton),  whatever  punishing 
retort  could  Tihrat«  from  the  heart  of  a  man  to  the 
tongue  of  an  orator.  A  better  opportunity  for  an  hon- 
est youi^  d^Uant  could  not  exist;  a  more  disagree- 
able, annoying,  perplexing,  imman^eahle  opportunity 
for  Randal  Leelie,  the  malice  of  the  Fates  could  not 
have  contrived.  How  could  he  attack  Dick  Avenel!  — 
he  who  counted  upon  Dick  Avenel  to  win  his  election  1 
How  could  he  ::xaBperate  the  Yellows,  when  Dick's 
solemn  injunction  had  been,  "Say  nothing  to  make  the 
Yellows  not  vote  for  you  I"  How  could  he  identify 
himself  with  Egerton's  policy,  when  it  was  his  own 
policy  to  make  his  opponents  believe  him  on  unpreju- 
diced sensible  you^  who  would  come  all  right  and  all 
Yellow  one  of  these  days)  Demosthenes  himself  would 
have  had  a  sore  throat,  worse  than  when  he  swallowed 
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the  golden  cap  of  Harpalue,  had  Demosthenee  been 
placed  in  bo  cursed  a  fix.  Therefore  Bandal  Lealie 
may  well  be  excused  if  he  atommered  and  boggled;  if 
he  was  appalled  by  a  cheer  when  he  Baid  a  word  in 
vindication  of  Egerton;  and  looked  cringing  and  piti- 
ful when  he  sneaked  out  a  counter  civility  to  Diok. 
The  Blues  were  sadly  disappointed  —  damped;  the 
Yellows  smirked  and  took  heart.  Audley  Egerton's 
biowa  darkened.  Harley,  who  was  on  the  platform, 
half  seen  behind  the  front  row,  a  quiet  listener,  brat 
over  and  whispeied  dryly  to  Audley,  "Tou  should  have 
giTen  a  lesson  beforehand'  to  your  clever  young  friend. 
His  affection  for  you  oTerpowers  him.!  " 

Audley  made  no  rejoinder,  but  tore  a  leaf  ont  of  hia 
pocket-book,  and  wrot«,  in  pencil,  these  words  —  "Say 
that  you  may  well  feel  embarrassed  how  to  reply  to  Hi. 
Aveoel,  becanse  I  had  especially  requested  you  not  to 
be  proTOked  to  one  angry  expression  against  a  gentleman 
whose  father  and  brother-in-law  gave  the  majority  of 
two  by  which  I  gained  my  first  seat  in  Parliament;— 
then  plunge  at  once  into  general  polities."  He  placed 
this  paper  in  Randal's  hand,  just  as  that  unhappy  young 
man  was  on  the  point  of  a  thorough  breakdown.  Ran- 
dal paused,  took  bieath,  read  the  words  attentively,  and 
amidst  a  general  titter;  his  presence  of  mind  letumed 
to  him ;  he  saw  a  way  out  of  the  scrape ;  collected  him- 
self; suddenly  raised  his  head;  and  in  tones  unexpect- 
edly firm  and  fluent,  enlaiged  on  the  text  afforded  to 
him,  —  enlarged  so  well  that  he  took  the  audience  by 
surprise ;  pleased  the  Blues  by  an  evidence  of  Audley's 
generosity,  and  touched  the  Yellows  by  so  affectionate  a 
deference  to  the  family  of  their  two  candidates.  Then 
the  speaker  was  enabled  to  come  at  once  to  the  topics  on 
which  he  had  elaborately  prepared  himself,  and  deliv 
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Brad  ■  set  harangue,  —  ybtj  utfullj  pat  t<^ther,  ^ 
temporiiiiig,  It  ie  true,  and  trimmiiig,  but  full  of  what 
would  h^Te  been  called  admirable  tact  and  discietion 
in  an  old  stager  who  did  not  want  to  commit  himaelf  to 
anybody  or  to  anything.  On  the  whole,  the  display 
became  creditable,  at  least  as  an  evidence  of  thought- 
ful reserve,  lare  in  a  man  eo  yoang  i  too  rafining  and 
scholastic  for  oratory,  but  a  very  good  essay  —  upon  both 
sides  of  the  question.  Eandal  wiped  his  pale  forehead, 
and  sat  down,  cheered,  especially  by  the  lawyers  pres- 
ent, and  self-contented.  It  was  now  Leonard's  turn  to 
speak.  Keenly  nervous,  as  men  of  the  literary  tempera- 
ment are;  constitutionally  shy,  his  voice  tiembled  as  he 
b^an.  But  he  trusted,  unconsciously,  less  to  his  intel- 
lect than  his  warm  heart  and  noble  temper,  —  and  the 
warm  heart  prompted  his  words,  and  the  noble  temper 
gradually  dignified  his  manner.  He  took  advantage  of 
the  sentences  which  Audley  had  put  into  Kand&l's 
month,  in  order  to  ef&ce  the  impression  made  by  his 
ancle's  rude  assault.  "Woald  that  the  Right  Honor- 
able gentleman  had  himself  made  that  generous  and 
affiicting  allusion  to  the  services  which  he  had  deigned 
to  Tomember,  for,  in  that  esse,  he  (Leonard)  was  confi- 
dent that  Mr.  Avenel  wonld  have  lost  all  the  bitterness 
which  political  contest  was  apt  to  engender  in  propor- 
tion to  the  eamestneBB  with  which  political  opinions 
were  entertained.  Happy  it  was  when  some  such 
milder  sentiment  as  that  which  Mr.  Egerton  had 
instructed  Mr.  Leslie  to  convey,  preceded  the  sharp 
encounter,  and  reminded  antagonists,  as  Mr.  Leslie  had. 
so  emphatically  done,  that  every  shield  had  two  sides, 
and  that  it  was  possible  to  maintain  the  one  side  to  be 
golden,  without  denying  the  truth  of  die  champion  who 
asserted  the  other  side  to  be  silver."    Then,  without 
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appearing  to  thzow  over  his  uncle,  the  fotmg  epeaktt 
contrived  to  insinuate  an  apology  on  his  uncle's  belialf, 
with  Buch  ezquieite  grace  and  good  feeling,  that  he  was 
loudly  cheered  by  both  parties ;  and  evei)  Dick  did  not 
Tentme  to  utter  the  diaaent  which  struggled  to  hit 
lips. 

But  if  Leonard  dealt  thus  respectfullf  with  Egerttm, 
he  had  no  such  inducements  to  space  Bandal  Leslie, 
With  the  intuitive  penetration  of  minds  accustomed  to 
analyze  character  and  investigate  human  nature,  he 
detected  the  varnished  Insincerity  of  Baodal's  artful 
address.  His  color  rose,  his  voice  swelled,  his  fancy 
began  to  play,  and  hia  wit  to  sparkle  when  he  came  to 
take  to  pieces  his  younger  antagonist's  rhetorical  mosaic. 
He  exposed  the  falsehood  of  its  affected  moderation;  he 
tore  into  shreds  the  veil  of  words,  with  their  motley 
woof  of  yellow  and  blue,  — and  showed  that  not  a  single 
conviction  could  be  discovered  behind  it.  "  Ur.  Leslie's 
speech,"  said  be,  "puts  me  in  mind  of  a  ferry-boat;  it 
seems  made  for  no  purpose  but  to  go  from  one  side  to 
the  other."  The  simile  hit  the  truth  so  exactly,  that 
it  was  received  with  a  roar  of  laughter:  even  Egerton 
smiled.  "For  myself,"  concluded  Leonard,  as  he 
summed  up  hia  unsparing  analysis,  "I  am  new  to 
party  warfare;  yet,  if  I  were  not  opposing  Mr.  Leslie  as 
a  candidate  for  your  suffrages;  if  I  were  but  an  elector, 
—  belonging,  as  I  do,  to  the  people  by  my  condition  and 
my  labors,  —  I  should  feel  that  he  is  one  of  those  poli- 
ticians in  whom  the  welfare,  the  honor,  the  moral  ele- 
vation of  the  people,  find  no  fitting  representative." 

Leonard  sat  down  amidst  great  applause,  and  after  a 
speech  that  raised  the  Yellows  in  their  own  estimation 
and  materially  damaged  Randal  Leslie  in  the  eyes  of 
the   Blues.     Bandal  felt   this  with  a  writhing  of  the 
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heart,  though  a  sneer  on  the  lips.  He  glanced  furtively 
towards  Dick  Avenel,  on  whom,  after  all,  his  election, 
in  apite  of  the  Bluee,  might  depend.  Dick  answered 
the  furtive  glance  by  an  encouraging  wink.  Bandal 
turned  to  "Eigfiiton,  and  whispered  to  him,  "  How  I  wish 
I  had  had  more  practice  in  speaking,  so  that  I  could 
have  done  yon  more  justice !  " 

"Thank  you,  Leslie;  Mr,  Fairfield  has  supplied  any 
omission  of  youts,  so  far  as  1  am  concerned.  And  you 
should  excuse  him  for  his  attack  on  yourself,  because  it 
may  serve  to  convince  you  where  your  fault  as  a  speaker 
lies. " 

"  Whetfl  1 "  asked  Leslie,  with  jealous  sullennesa. 

"  In  not  believing  a  single  word  that  you  say," 
answered  Egerton,  very  dryly;  and  then  taming  away, 
he  said  aloud  to  his  proposer,  and  with  a  slight  sigh, 
"  Mr.  Avenel  may  be  proud  of  his  nephew !  I  wish 
tiiat  young  man  were  on  our  side;  I  could  train  him 
into  a  great  debater." 

And  now  the  proceedings  wen  about  to  terminate 
with  a  show  of  hands,  when  a  tall  brawny  elector  in 
the  middle  of  the  hall  suddenly  arose,  and  said  he  hod 
some  qnestions  to  put.  A  thrill  ran  through  the  assem- 
bly, for  this  elector  was  the  demagogue  of  the  Yellows, 
s  fellow  whom  it  was  impossible  to  put  down,  a  capital 
speaker,  with  lungs  of  brass.  "  I  shall  be  very  short," 
said  the  dems^ogue.  And  therewith,  under  the  shape 
of  questions  to  the  two  Blue  candidates,  he  commenced 
s  most  furious  onslaught  on  the  Earl  of  Lansmere,  and 
the  Earl's  son,  Lord  L'Estrange,  accusing  the  last  of  the 
grossest  intimidation  and  corruption,  and  citiI^[  instances 
thereof  as  exhibited  towards  various  electors  in  Fish  Lane 
and  the  Back  Slums,  who  had  been  turned  from  Yellow 
promise!  hy  the  base  arts  of  Wa^  aristocracy,  represented 
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in  the  penoa  of  the  noble  lord  whom  he  now  Saxvd  to 
rep];.  The  oiator  paused,  and  Httrley  suddenlj  pasaed 
into  the  front  of  the  platform,  in  token  that  he  accepted 
the  ongncioiiB  invitation.  Great  as  had  been  the  curi- 
osity to  hear  Audley  Egerton,  yet  greater,  if  possible, 
WM  the  cariosity  to  hear  Lord  L'Esttange,  Absent 
from  the  place  for  bo  many  years,  heir  to  such  immense 
possessions,  with  a  vague  reputation  for  talents  that  he 
had  never  proved,  — strange,  indeed,  if  Blue  and  Yel- 
low had  not  strained  their  ears  and  hushed  their  breaths 
to  listen. 

It  is  said  that  the  poet  is  bom,  and  the  orator  made. 
—  a  saying  only  partially  true.  Some  men  have  been 
mode  poets,  and  some  men  have  been  bom  orators. 
Most  probably  Harley  L'Estrange  had  hitherto  never 
spoken  in  public,  and  he  had  not  now  spoken  five  min- 
ates  before  all  the  passions  and  humors  of  the  assembly 
were  as  much  under  his  command  as  the  keys  t^  Hm 
instrument  are  under  the  hands  of  the  musician.  He 
had  taken  from  nature  a  voice  capable  of  infinite  varie^ 
of  modulation,  a  countenance  of  the  most  flexile  play  of 
expresBion;  and  he  was  keenly  alive  (as  profound  hu- 
morists are)  equally  to  tha  ludicrous  and  the  graver  side 
of  eveiything  presented  to  his  vigorous  imdeiBtanding. 
Leonard  had  the  eloquence  of  a  poet;  Audley  Egerton 
that  of  a  parliamentary  debater.  But  Harley  had  the 
rarer  gift  of  eloquence  in  itself,  apart  from  the  matter 
it  conveys  or  adorns, — tJiat  gift  which  DemoBthenes 
meant  by  hia  triple  requisite  of  an  orator,  which  has 
been  improperly  translated  '  action,"  hut  means  in  real- 
ity the  "aetinff."  —  "the  stage-play."  Both  Leonard 
and  Audley  spoke  well,  from  the  good  sense  which  Uteii 
speeches  contained;  but  Hailey  could  have  talked  non- 
sense, end  made  it  more  efiective  than  sense,  evanaiA 
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Eemble  oi  Macready  could  produce  effects  from  the  ttiuli 
talked  by  "  The  Stranger,"  which  your  merely  accom- 
pliehed  perfonuei  would  ful  to  extract  from  the  beauties 
of  Hamlet.  Hie  art  of  oistoi?,  indeed,  is  allied  more 
closely  to  that  of  the  diama  than  to  any  other;  and 
throughout  Harley'a  whole  nature  there  ran,  as  the 
reader  may  hare  noted  (though  quit«  unconsciously  to 
Harley  himself),  a  tendent^  towards  that  concentiatioa 
of  thought,  action,  and  circumstance,  on  a  single  pur- 
pose, which  makes  the  world  form  itself  into  a  st^e, 
and  gathent  various  and  scattered  agencies  into  the  sym- 
metry and  compactness  of  a  drama.  This  tendency, 
Plough  it  often  produces  efFecte  that  appear  artificially 
theatrical,'is  not  uncommon  with  persons  the  most  gen- 
nine  and  single-minded.  It  is,  indeed,  the  natural 
inclination  of  quick  energies  springing  from  warm 
emotions.  Hence  the  very  history  of  nations  in  tiieir 
fresh,  vigorous,  half-civilized  youth,  always  shapes 
itself  into  dramatic  forms;  while,  as  the  exercise  of 
sober  reason  expands  with  civilization,  to  the  injury 
of  the  livelier  faculties  and  more  intuitive  impulses, 
people  look  to  the  dramatic  form  of  expression,  whether 
in  thought  or  in  action,  as  if  it  were  the  antidote  to 
truth,  instead  of  being  its  abstract  and  essence. 

But  to  return  from  this  long  and  somewhat  meta- 
physical digression,  whatever  might  be  the  canse  why 
Harley  L'Estrange  spoke  bo  wonderfully  well,  ihere 
could  be  no  doubt  that  wonderfully  well  he  did  speak. 
He  turned  the  dem^ogue  and  his  attack  into  the  most 
felicitous  ridicule,  and  yet  with  the  most  genial  good- 
humor;  described  that  virtuous  gentleman's  adventures 
in  search  of  corruption  through  the  pure  regions  of  Fish 
Lane  and  the  Back  Slums;  and  then  summed  up  the 
evidences  on  whidi  the  demagogue  had  founded  hia 
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charge,  with  a  bumor  so  canatio  and  original  that  tim 
andieDce  were  couvnlMd  with  laughter.  Pn>in  laughter 
Hailey  burned  hia  audience  almoet  to  the  pathoe  of 
tean,  —  for  be  spoke  of  the  insinoBtione  against  hia 
father,  eo  that  every  son  and  every  father  in  the  assem- 
bly felt  moved  as  at  the  voice  of  Naloie. 

A  turn  in  a  sentence,  and  a  new  emotion  eeiEed  the 
assembly.  Harley  ires  identifying  himself  with  the 
Lansmere  electors.  He  spoke  of  his  pride  in  being 
a  Lansmere  man,  and  all  the  Lansmere  electors  sud- 
denly felt  prood  of  him.  He  talked  with  familiar 
kindneaa  of  old  friends  remembered  in  his  sohoolboy 
holidsys,  rejoicing  to  find  so  many  alive  and  prospering. 
He  had  a  felicitous  word  to  each. 

"Dear  old  Lansmerel"  said  he,  and  the  simple  ex- 
clamation won  him  the  hearts  of  all.  In  fine,  when  be 
paused,  as  if  to  retire,  it  was  amidst  a  storm  of  acclama- 
tion. Aodley  grasped  his  hand,  and  whispered,  "  I  am 
the  only  one  here  not  surprised,  Harley.  Now  yon 
have  discovered  your  powers,  never  again  let  them 
slumber;  What  a  life  may  be  yonrs  if  you  no  longer 
waste  itl"  Harley  extricated  his  hand,  and  his  eye 
glittered.  He  made  a  sign  that  he  bad  more  to  say, 
and  the  applause  was  hashed.  "My  Right  HonoraUe 
6iend  chides  me  for  the  years  that  I  have  wasted. 
True;  my  years  have  been  wasted, — no  matter  how 
nor  wherefore!  But  hit/ — how  have  they  been  spent  1 
in  such  devotion  to  &&  public,  that  those  who  know 
bim  not  as  I  do,  have  said  that  be  bad  not  one  feeling 
left  to  spare  to  the  obscurer  duties  and  more  limited 
affections,  1^  which  men  of  ordinary  talents  and  humble 
minds  rivet  the  links  of  that  social  order  which  it  is  the 
august  destiny  of  statesmen  —  like  him  who  now  site 
beeide  me  —  to  cherish  and  defend.     But,  for  my  part,  I 
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think  that  then  is  no  being  so  dangerouB  as  th«  aolemn 
hypocrite,  who,  because  he  drills  his  cold  natoie  into 
serving  mechanically  some  conventional  abotnction, — 
whether  he  calls  it '  the  Conatitntion '  or  '  the  Public,' 
—  holds  himself  dispensed  from  whatever,  in  the  warm 
blood  of  private  life,  wins  attachment  to  goodness  and 
confidence  to  truth.  Let  others,  then,  praise  my  Right 
Honorable  friend  as  the  incorruptible  politician.  Par- 
don me  if  I  draw  his  likeness  as  the  loyal,  sincere  man, 
who  might  say  with  the  honest  priest,  '  that  he  could 
not  tell  a  lie,  to  gain  Heaven  by  it  I '  —  and  with  so  fine 
a  sense  of  honor,  that  he  would  hold  it  a  lie  merely  to 
conceal  the  truth."  Harley  then  drew  a  brilliant  pic- 
ture of  the  type  of  chivalrous  honesty ;  of  the  ideal  which 
the  English  attach  to  the  phrase  of  "  a  perfect  gentle- 
man;" applying  each  sentence  to  his  Right  Honorable 
friend  with  an  emphasis  that  seemed  to  burst  from  his 
heart.  To  all  of  the  audience,  save  two,  it  was  an 
eulogium  which  the  fervent  sincerity  of  the  eulogist 
alone  saved  from  hyperbole.  Bat  Levy  rubbed  bis 
hands,  and  chuckled  inly,  and  Egerton  hung  his  head, 
and  moved  restlessly  on  his  seat.  Every  word  that 
Harley  nttoied,  lodged  an  arrow  in  Audley's  breast. 
Amidst  the  cheers  that  followed  this  admirable  sketch 
of  the  "  loyal  man,"  Harley  recognized  Leonard's  en- 
thusiastic voice.  He  turned  sharply  towards  the  yoong 
man:  "Mr.  Fairfield  cheers  ihie  description  of  integrity » 
and  its  application ;  let  him  imitate  the  model  set  before 
him,  and  be  may  live  to  hear  praise  as  genuine  as  mine 
from  some  friend  who  has  tested  his  worth  as  I  have 
tested  Mr.  Egerton's.  Mi.  Fairfield  is  a  poet:  his 
claim  to  that  title  was  disputed  by  one  of  the  speakers 
who  preceded  me!  —  myustly  disputed!  Mr.  E^irfield 
is  every  inch  a  poet.  But,  it  has  been  asked,  'An 
Tou  UL  —  27 
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poets  fit  for  the  buBinees  of  senatoal  Will  they  not 
be  irriting  soimeta  to  Pe(^  and  Moggy,  when  yon 
want  them  to  conceul»ate  their  diirine  i  magi  nation  on 
the  details  of  a  beer  bill)'  Do  not  let  >fr.  Pairfield'a 
friends  be  alarmed.  At  the  risk  of  injnr;  to  the  two 
candidates  whose  cause  I  espouse,  truth  compels  me  to 
say,  that  poeta,  when  they  etoop  to  action,  ai«  not  less 
pioaaic  than  the  dullest  amongst  us:  they  are  swayed 
by  the  same  selfish  interests;  they  are  moved  by  the 
same  petty  pasaionfl.  It  is  a  mistake  to  suppose  that 
any  detail  in  common  life,  whethei  in  public  or  private, 
can  be  too  mean  to  seduce  the  exquisite  pliances  of  their 
fant^.  Nay,  in  public  life,  we  may  trust  tbem  better 
than  other  men;  for  vanity  is  a  kind  of  second  con- 
science, and,  as  a  poet  has  himself  said, — 

'Who  fears  not  to  do  ill,  yet  fears  the  name. 
And,  free  from  conscience,  in  a  slave  to  shame.' 

Jn  private  life  alone  we  do  well  to  be  on  our  guard 
against  these  children  of  fancy,  for  they  bo  devote  to 
tlie  Muse  all  their  treasury  of  sentiment,  that  we  can 
no  more  expect  them  to  waste  a  thought  on  the  plain 
duties  of  men,  than  we  can  expect  the  spendthrift,  who 
dazzles  the  town,  '  to  fritter  away  his  money  in  paying 
his  debts. '  But  all  the  world  are  agreed  to  be  indul- 
gent to  the  infirmities  of  those  who  are  their  own 
deceivers  and  their  own  chastisers.  Poets  have  more 
enthusiasm,  more  afiection,  more  heart  than  others;  but 
only  for  fictions  of  theit  own  creating.  It  is  in  vain  for 
na  to  attach  them  to  ourselves  by  vulgar  merit,  by  com- 
monplace obligations,  —  strive  and  sacrifice  as  we  may. 
They  are  ungrateful  to  us,  only  because  gratitude  is  so 
very  unpoetical  a  subject.  We  lose  them  the  moment 
we  attempt  to  Inud.     Their  love, 
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'  Light  aa  air,  at  sight  of  hnmaii  ties. 
Spreads  its  light  wings,  and  in  a  moment  flies.' 
They  follov  theii  own  capricea;  adoie  their  own  dela- 
sions,  —  and,  deeming  the  forms  of  humanity  too  mate- 
rial for  their  fontaatic  afFections,  conjure  up  a  ghoBt,  and 
are  chilled  to  death  hj  its  embrace  I  " 

Then ,  suddenly  aware  that  he  was  passing  beyond  the 
eomprehension  of  his  audience,  and  touching  upon  the 
bounds  of  his  bitter  secret  (for  here  he  wbs  thinking, 
not  of  Leonard,  but  of  Nora),  Harley  gave  a  new  and 
more  homely  direction  to  bis  terrible  irony ;  turned  into 
telling  ridicule  the  most  elerated  sentimenis  Leonard's 
speech  had  conveyed;  hastened  on  to  a  rapid  view  of 
political  questions  in  general ;  defended  Leslie  with  the 
same  apparent  earnestness  and  latent  satire  with  which 
he  had  eulogized  Audley ;  and  concluded  a  speech  which, 
for  popular  effect,  had  never  been  equalled  in  that  hall, 
amidst  a  diapason  of  cheers  that  threatened  to  bring 
down  the  rafters. 

In  a  few  minutes  more,  the  proceedings  were  closed, 
— a  show  of  hands  teken.  The  show  was  declared  1^ 
the  Mayor,  who  was  a  thorough  Blue,  in  favor  of  the 
Right  Hon.  Audley  Egerton  and  Kandal  Leslie,  "Eeq. 

Cries  of  "No,"  "Shame,"  'Partial,"  etc. — a  poll 
demanded  on  behalf  of  the  o&er  two  candidates,— 
and  the  crowd  began  to  pour  out  of  the  hall. 

Harley  was  the  first  who  vanished,  retreating  by  the 
private  entrance.  Egerton  followed;  Bandal,  lingering, 
Avenel  came  up  and  shook  hands  with  him  openly,  but 
whispered,  privately,  "  Ueet  me  to-night  in  Lansmere 
Park,  in  the  oak  copee,  about  three  hundred  yards  from 
the  turnstile,  at  the  town  end  of  the  Park.  We  must  see 
how  to  make  all  right.  What  a  confounded  humbug 
this  has  been!" 


Digitized  ty  Google 


CHAPTER  XXVI. 

Ip  the  vigor  of  Hailey'e  addreas  had  taken  by  suipriae 
both  friend  and  foe, not  one  ia  that  assembly  —  not  evm 
the  conscience -stricken  Egerton  —  felt  its  effect  so  deeply 
as  the  assailed  and  startled  Leonard.  He  was  at  first 
peifectly  stunned  by  Mi-Mum h  whi<^  he  so  ill  deseired; 
nor  was  it  till  after  the  assembly  had  broken  up  that 
Leonard  conld  even  conjecture  the  cause  vhich  had  pro- 
voked the  taunt  and  barbed  ite  dart.  Evidently  Harley 
bad  learned  (but  teamed  only  in  order  to  misconceive 
and  to  wrong)  Leonard's  confession  of  love  to  Helen 
Digby.  And  now  those  implied  accusations  of  disregard 
to  the  duties  of  common  life  not  only  galled  the  young 
man's  heart,  but  outraged  his  honor.  He  felt  the  gen- 
erous indignation  of  manhood.  He  must  see  Lord 
L'Estrange  at  onoe,  and  vindicate  himself, —  vindicate 
Helen ;  for  thus  to  accuse  one,  was  tacitly  to  asperse  the 
other. 

Extricating  himself  from  his  own  enthnsiastio  parti- 
sans, Leonard  went  straight  on  foot  towards  L&nsmere 
House.  The  park  palings  touched  cloee  upon  the  town, 
with  a  small  turnstile  for  foot-passengers.  And  as  Leon- 
ard, availing  himself  of  this  entrance,  had  advanced  some 
hundred  yards  or  so  through  the  Park,  suddenly,  in  ttia 
midst  of  that  very  copse  in  which  Avenel  had  appointed 
to  meet  Leslie,  he  found  himself  face  to  face  with  Helen 
Digby  herself. 

Helen  started,  with  a  faint  oiy.  But  Leonard,  ab- 
sorbed in  his  own  desire  to  justify  both,  hailed  the  sight, 
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and  did  not  pause  to  accotmt  for  his  appeanoM,  nor  to 
Booths  her  agitation. 

"  MisB  Highj  I "  he  exclaimed,  throiring  iato  hia  roice 
and  manner  that  respect  which  often  so  cruelly  diridea 
the  past  familiarity  from  the  present  alienation, — "  Mtaa 
Digby,  I  rejoice  to  see  you;  rejoice  to  ask  your  pei- 
roiseion  to  relieve  myself  from  a  choice,  that  in  truth 
wounds  even  you,  while  IsTelled  but  at  me.  Lord 
L'Eetiange  has  just  implied,  in  public,  that  I  —  I,  who 
owe  him  so  much ;  who  have  fa(»ioied  him  so  truly,  that 
even  the  just  resentment  I  now  feel,  half  seems  to  ma 
the  ingratitude  with  which  he  charges  me, —  has  implied 
that  —  aht  Uiss  Digl^,  I  eao  ecaioely  oonunond  words 
to  say  what  it  so  humiliates  me  to  have  heard.  But  you 
know  how  false  is  all  accusation  that  either  of  us  could 
deceive  our  common  benefactor.  Suffer  me  to  repeat  to 
your  guardian  what  I  presumed  to  say  to  you  when  we 
last  met;  what  yon  answered, —  and  state  how  I  left  your 
presence." 

"Oh,  Zjoonaidl  yes:  dear  yourself  in  his  eyes.  Go  I 
Unjust  that  he  is,  —  ungenerous  Lord  L'Estrangel  " 

"Helen  Digby!  "  cried  a  voice,  close  at  hand,  "of 
whom  do  you  speak  thus ) " 

At  the  sound  of  that  voice  Helen  and  Leonard  both 
turned,  and  beheld  Violanle  standing  befoie  them,  her 
young  beauty  tendered  almost  sublime  by  the  noble 
anger  that  lit  her  eyes,  glowed  in  her  cheeks,  animated 
her  stately  form. 

"  Is  it  you  who  thus  speak  of  Lord  L'Estrange  t  Ton, 
Helen  Digby, —  you  I " 

Prom  behind  Violanto  now  emerged  Hr.  Dale. 
"Softly,  children,"  he  aaid;  and  placing  one  hand  on 
Violanto's  shoulder,  he  extended  the  other  to  Leonard. 
"What  is  thisi  Gome  hither  to  me,  Leonard,  and 
explain." 
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Leonard  walked  aside  with  tlie  "Paxeoa,  and  in  a  few 
Benteuces  gave  vent  to  hia  swelling  heart. 

Tlie  Faison  shared  in  Leonard's  resentment;  and 
having  soon  drawn  from  him  all  that  had  passed  in  his 
memorahle  interview  with  Helen,  exclaimed, — 

"Enoughl  Do  not  yet  seek  Loid  L'Eabange  your- 
self;  I  am  going  to  see  him,  —  I  am  here  at  his  request 
Hia  summons,  indeed ,  was  for  to-morrow ;  but  the  Squire, 
having  written  me  a  hurried  line,  requesting  me  to  meet 
him  at  Lansmere  to-morrow,  and  proceed  with  him 
afterwards  in  search  of  poor  Frank,  T  thoi^ht  I  might 
have  little  time  for  communications  with  Lord  L'Es- 
trange,  unless  I  forestalled  his  invitation  and  came  to- 
day. Well  that  I  did  so.  1  only  arrived  an  hour  eince, 
found  he  was  gone  to  the  Town-Hall,  and  joined  the 
young  ladies  in  the  Park.  Miss  Digby,  thinking  it 
natural  that  I  might  wish  to  say  somethii^  in  private  to 
my  old  young  friend  Yiolante,  walked  a  few  paces  in 
advance.  Thus,  fortunately,  I  chanced  to  be  here,  to 
receive  your  account,  and  I  trust  to  remove  misunder- 
standii^.  Lord  L'fistrai^  must  now  be  returned.  I 
will  go  back  to  tie  house.  You,  meanwhile,  return  to 
the  town,  I  beseech  you.  I  will  come  to  you  afterwards 
at  your  inn.  Your  very  appearance  in  these  grounds  — 
even  the  brief  words  that  have  passed  between  Helen 
and  you — might  only  widen  the  breach  between  yourself 
and  your  benefactor.  I  cannot  bear  to  anticipate  this. 
Go  back,  I  entreat  you.  I  will  explain  all,  and  Lord 
L'Estrange  shall  right  yoo.  That  is, —  that  must  be  his 
intention  I" 

'Is — mvat  be  his  intention,  when  he  has  juat  so 
wronged  me ! " 

"  Yes,  yes,"  Altered  the  poor  Parson,  mindful  of  his 
promise  to  L'Esti&nge  not  to  reveal  bis  own  interview 
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with  that  nobleroan,  and  yet  not  knowing  otherwise  how 
to  expUiD  or  to  soothe.  But,  still  believing  Leonanl 
to  be  Harley's  son,  and  remembering  all  that  Harle; 
had  BO  pointedly  eaid  of  atonement,  in  apparent  lemoise 
for  crime,  Mr.  Dale  was  wholly  at  a  loee  himself  to  undeN 
stand  why  Harley  should  have  thus  prefaced  atonement 
by  an  insult.  Anxioiu,  however,  to  prevent  a  meeting 
between  Harley  and  Leonard  while  both  were  under  the 
influence  of  euch  feelings  towards  each  other,  he  made 
an  effort  over  himself,  and  so  well  argued  in  favor  of  his 
own  diplomacy,  that  Leonard  reluctantly  consented  to 
wait  for  Mr.  Dale's  report. 

"As  to  reparation  or  excuse,"  said  ha,  proudly,  "it 
most  rest  with  Lord  L'Estxanga  I  ask  it  not.  Tell 
him  only  this, —  that  if,  the  instant  I  heard  that  she 
whom  I  loved  and  held  sacred  for  so  many  years  was 
affianced  to  him,  I  resigned  even  the  very  wish  to  oall 
her  mine,  — if  that  were  desertion  of  man's  duties,  I  am 
guilty.  If  to  have  prayed  night  and  day  ^lat  she  who 
would  have  blessed  my  lonely  and  toilsome  life  may 
give  some  charm  to  his,  not  bestowed  by  his  wealth  and 
his  greatness,  —  if  that  were  ingratitude,  I  am  ungrate- 
ful ;  let  him  still  condemn  me.  I  pass  out  of  hia  sphere, 
—  a  thing  that  has  crossed  it  a  moment,  and  is  gone. 
But  Helen  he  must  not  blame  —  suspect  —  even  by  a 
thought.  One  word  more.  In  this  election — this  strife 
for  objects  wholly  foreign  to  all  my  habits;  unauited  to 
my  poverty ;  at  war  with  aspirations  so  long  devoted  to 
fairer  goals,  though  by  obscurer  paths  —  I  obeyed  but  his 
will  or  whim;  at  a  moment,  too,  when  my  whole  soul 
sickened  for  repose  and  solitude.  I  had  forced  myself 
at  last  to  take  interest  in  what  I  had  before  loathed. 
But  in  every  hope  for  the  future,  —  every  stimulant  to 
ambition, —  Lord  L'Estrange's  esteem  still  stood  befors 
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me.  Now,  what  do  I  here  longerl  All  of  his  oondnct, 
save  hie  contempt  for  myself,  ih  an  eni^a.  And  oiiIbbb 
he  repeat  a  wieh.,  which  I  would  fain  still  regaid  as  a 
law,  I  retire  from  the  contest  he  has  emhittered, — I 
reBOunce  the  ambition  he  has  poisoned;  and,  mindful  of 
those  humble  duties  which  he  implies  that  I  disdain, 
I  return  to  my  own  home." 

The  Parson  nodded  assent  to  each  of  t^ese  sentencee, 
and  Leonard,  passing  bj  Violante  and  Helen,  with  a 
salutation  equally  distant  to  both,  retraced  hia  steps 
towards  the  town. 

Meanwhile  Violanto  and  Helen  had  also  been  in  close 
conference,  and  that  conference  had  suddenly  endeared 
each  to  the  other;  for  Helen,  token  by  surprise,  agitated, 
overpowered,  had  revealed  to  Yiolante  that  confession 
of  another  attachment,  which  she  had  made  to  Lord 
L'Estronge,  —  the  ruptare  of  her  engagement  with  the 
latter.  Violanto  saw  that  Harley  waa  6ee.  Harley, 
too,  had  promised  to  free  herself.  By  a  sadden  flash  of 
conviction,  recalling  his  words,  looks,  she  felt  that  she 
was  beloved,  —  deemed  that  honor  alone  (while  either 
waa  yet  shackled)  had  forbidden  him  to  own  that  love. 
Violanto  stood  a  being  transformed,  "blushing  celestial 
rosy  red,"  —  Heaven  at  her  heart,  joy  in  her  eyes; — she 
loved  so  well,  and  she  trusted  so  implicitly!  Then  from 
out  the  overflow  of  her  own  hope  and  bliss  die  poured 
forth  such  sweet  comfort  to  Helen,  that  Helen's  arm 
stole  around  her;  cheek  touched  cheek, — they  were  as 
sisters. 

At  another  moment,  Hr.  Dale  might  have  felt  some 
amazement  at  the  sudden  affection  which  hod  sprung  np 
between  Uiese  young  persons;  for  in  his  previous  con- 
versation with  Violanto,  he  had,  aa  he  thoi^fht,  very 
artfully,  and  in  a  pleasant  vein,  sounded  Uie  young 
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Italian  as  to  h«r  opinioa  of  her  fair  friemd's  rarioas 
good  qualities,  asd  Violante  had  rather  shrank  from  th« 
title  of  "friend;"  and  thoi^h  she  had  the  magnanimity 
to  speak  with  great  praise  of  Helen,  the  praise  did  not 
sound  cordial.  But  the  good  man  waa  at  this  moment 
occupied  in  preparing  his  thoughts  for  his  interview  with 
Hatley,  —  he  joined  the  two  girls  in  silenoe,  and,  link- 
ing an  arm  of  each  within  his  own,  walked  slowly 
towards  the  house.  As  he  approached  the  terrace,  he 
observed  Biccabocca  and  Randal  pacing  the  gravel  walk 
side  by  side. 

Violante,  pressing  his  arm,  whispered,  "Let  us  go 
round  the  other  way ;  I  would  speak  with  you  a  few 
minutes  undistorbed." 

Mr.  Dale,  supposing  that  Violante  wished  to  dispense 
with  the  presence  of  Helen,  said  to  the  latter,  "My  dear 
young  lady,  perhaps  you  will  excuse  me  to  Dr.  Bicca- 
bocca, —  who  is  beckoning  to  me,  and  no  doubt  very 
much  Bnrpriaed  to  see  me  here, —  while  I  finish  what  I 
was  saying  to  Violante  when  we  were  interrupted." 

Helen  left  them,  and  Violante  led  the  Parson  round 
through  the  shrubbery,  towards  a  side-door  in  another 
wing  of  the  house. 

"What  have  you  to  say  to  met"  asked  Mr,  Dale, 
BurpriBed  that  she  remained  silent. 

"You  will  see  Lord  L'Estrange.  Be  sure  that  you 
convince  him  of  Ijeonard's  honor.  A  doubt  of  treachery 
so  grieves  his  noble  heart,  that  perhaps  it  may  disturb  his 
judgment." 

"  You  seem  to  Uiink  very  highly  of  the  heart  of  this 
Lord  L'Eetrangn,  childl"  said  the  Parson,  in  some 
surprise. 

Violante  blushed,  bnt  went  on  firmly,  and  with  serioua 
earnestnefls.      "Some  words  which  he  —  that  is.  Lord 
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L'Estmnge  —  said  to  me  very  lately,  make  m«  so  gUd 
that  you  are  here,  that  you  will  oee  him;  fot  I  know 
how  good  you  are,  and  how  wise, — dear,  dear  Mr.  Dale. 
He  Bpoke  as  one  who  had  received  some  grieTous  wrong, 
which  had  abruptly  soured  all  his  views  of  life.  He 
ipoke  of  ntiiement,  solitude;  he  on  whom  his  country 
has  so  many  claims.  I  know  not  what  he  can  mean, 
milesa  it  be  that  his — >his  marriage  with  Helen  Digl^ 

broken  off." 
Broken  off  I     Is  that  so  1 " 

"I  liave  it  from  herself.  You  may  well  be  astonished 
she  oould  even  think  of  another  after  having  known 
!" 

The  Parson  fixed  his  eyes  very  gravely  on  the  young 
enthusiast.  But  though  her  cheek  glowed,  there  was  in 
her  expression  of  face  so  much  artless,  open  innocent, 
that  Mr.  Dale  ooutented  himself  with  a  slight  shake  of 
the  head,  and  a  dry  lemark:  — 

"I  think  it  quite  natural  that  Heleu  Digby  should 
prefer  Leonard  Fairfield.  A  good  girl,  not  misled  bj 
vanity  and  ambition ;  temptations  of  which  it  behooves 
us  all  to  beware, —  nor  least,  perhaps,  young  ladies  sud- 
denly brought  in  contact  with  wealth  and  rank.  As  to 
this  nobleman's  merits,  I  know  not  yet  wheUier  to  allow 
or  to  deny  them;  I  reserve  my  jui^ment  till  after  our 
interview.     This  is  all  you  have  to  say  to  me  I " 

Violante  paused  a  moment.  "  I  cannot  think,"  she 
said,  half-smiling, —  "  I  cannot  think  that  the  change 
that  has  occurred  in  him, —  for  changed  he  is, —  that  his 
obscure  hints  as  to  injury  received,  and  justice  to  be 
done,  are  caused  merely  by  his  disappointment  with 
regard  to  Helen.  But  you  can  learn  that;  learn  if  he 
be  BO  very  much  disappointed.     Kay,  I  think  not!  " 

She  slipped  her  alight  hand  from  the  Parson's  anb. 
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and  darted  away  through  the  Bveigreens.  Half-concealed 
■midfit  the  laurela,  she  turned  back,  and  Mr.  Dale  caught 
her  eje , —  half  arch ,  half  melancholy ;  its  light  came  soft 
through  a  tear. 

"I  don't  half  like  this,"  muttered  the  Parson;  "I 
shall  give  Dr.  Riccabocca  a  caation."  So  muttering, 
he  pxtebed  open  the  eide-doar,  and,  finding  a  servant, 
begged  admittanoe  to  Lord  L'EatrangB. 

Harley  at  that  moment  was  closeted  with  Leyy,  and 
Mb  conntenance  waa  composed  and  fearfully  stem.  "  So, 
SO,  by  this  time  to-morrov,"  said  he,  "Mr.  Bgerton  will 
be  tricked  out  of  his  election  by  Mr.  Randal  Leslie, — 
good!  By  this  time  to-morrow  bis  ambition  will  be 
blasted  by  the  treachery  of  his  biends, — good!  By  this 
time  to-mortow  the  baili&  will  seize  his  person ;  ruined, 
beggared,  pauper,  and  captive, — 'all  because  he  has  trusted 
and  been  deceived, —  good!  And  il  he  blame  you,  pru- 
dent Baron  Levy ;  if  he  accuse  smooth  Mr.  Randal  Lee- 
lie, —  forget  not  to  say,  'We  were  both  but  the  blind 
agents  of  your  friend  Hartey  L'EstntQge.  Ask  Aim  why 
you  are  so  miserable  a  dupe. '  " 

"  And  might  I  now  ask  youi  lordship  for  one  word  of 
explanation  I " 

"Jfo,  sirl  —  it  is  enough  thatlhave  spared  yov.  But 
you  were  never  my  friend;  I  have  no  revenge  gainst  a 
man  whose  hand  I  never  even  tonched." 

The  Baron  scowled,  but  there  was  a  power  about  his 
tyrant  that  cowed  him  into  actual  terror.  He  resumed, 
after  a  pause, — 

"And  though  Mr.  Leslie  is  to  be  member  for  Xjsus- 
mere,  —  thanks  to  you, —  you  still  desire  that  I 
should  —  " 

"Do  exactly  as  I  have  said.  My  plans  now  never 
Tary  a  hair's-breadth." 
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The  gioom  of  the  chftmbere  entered. 

"My  lord,  the  BeTerend  Mr,  Dale  wiahes  to  know 
if  you  can  receive  him." 

"Mr.  Dale  I  he  should  hare  come  to-monow.  Say 
that  I  did  not  expect  him  to-day;  that  I  am  unfot- 
tunately  engaged  till  dinner,  which  vill  he  earlier  than 
usiml.  Show  him  into  hia  room;  he  will  have  bnt  little 
time  to  change  hie  dreae.  By  the  way,  Mr.  Egeiton 
dinea  in  hia  own  apartment. " 
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CHAPTER  XXVTL 

Thb  leading  memben  of  the  Bine  Committee  were 
invited  to  dine  at  the  Park,  and  the  horn  foT  the 
entertainment  was  indeed  eailj,  aa  there  might  be 
much  need  yet  of  active  exertion  on  the  eve  of  a  poll 
in  a  contest  expected  to  be  so  doae,  and  in  vhich  the 
inflexible  Hundred  and  Fifty  "Waiters  upon  Provi- 
dence" still  reserved  their  very  valuable  votes. 

The  party  vaa  gay  and  animated,  despite  the  absence 
of  Audley  Egerton,  who,  on  the  plea  of  increassd  indis- 
position, had  shut  himfielf  up  in  his  rooms  the  instant 
that  he  had  letumed  from  &a  Town  Hall,  and  sent  word 
to  Harley  that  he  was  too  unwell  to  join  the  party  at 
dinner. 

Bandal  wss  really  in  high  spirits,  despite  the  veiy 
equivocal  eocoess  of  his  speech.  What  did  it  signify 
if  a  speech  failed,  provided  the  election  was  aecoret 
He  was  longing  for  the  appointment  with  Dick  Avenel, 
which  was  to  make  "all  right! "  The  Squire  was  to 
bring  iha  money  for  the  porchsse  of  the  coveted  lands 
the  next  morning.  Biccabocca  had  assured  him,  again 
and  again,  of  Violante's  hand.  If  ever  Bandal  Leslie 
could  be  called  a  happy  man,  it  was  as  he  sat  at  that 
dinner  taking  wine  witti  Mr.  Mayor  and  Mr.  Alderman, 
and  looking,  across  the  gleaming  silver  plateau,  down 
the  long  vieta  into  wealth  and  power. 

The  dinner  was  scarcely  over  when  Lord  L'Eatiange, 
in  a  brief  speech,  reminded  hia  guests  of  the  work  still 
before  them ;  and  after  a  toast  to  the  health  of  the  future 
memben  for  Lansmere,  dismissed  the  Committee  to  their 
labors. 


Digitized  tyGOOJ^IC 


430  icy  HOVEL;  OB, 

Lev;  made  a  eign  to  Baadal,  wtui  followed  Uie  Baion 
to  his  own  room. 

"  Leslie,  your  election  is  in  some  jeopardy.  I  find, 
from  the  conversation  of  those  near  me  at  dinner,  that 
Egerton  has  made  such  way  amongst  the  Blues  by  his 
speech,  and  they  are  so  afraid  of  losing  a  man  who  does 
them  BO  much  credit,  that  the  Committee-men  not  only 
talk  of  withholding  from  you  their  second  votes  and  of 
plumping  Egerton,  but  of  subscribing  privately  amcmgst 
themselves  to  win  over  that  coy  body  of  a  Hundred  and 
Fifty,  upon  whom  I  know  that  Avenel  counts  in  what- 
ever  votes  he  may  be  able  to  transfer  to  you. " 

"It  would  be  very  unhandsome  in  the  Committee, 
which  pretends  to  act  for  both  of  us,  to  plump  Eger- 
ton," said  Randal,  with  consistent  anger.  "But  I  don't 
think  they  can  get  those  Hundred  and  Fifty  without  the 
most  open  and  exorbitant  bribery,  —  an  expense  which 
Egerton  will  not  pay,  and  which  it  would  be  very 
discreditable  to  Lord  L'Estrange  or  his  father  to 
oountonaace." 

"I  told  them  flatly,"  returned  Levy,  "that,  as  Mr, 
Egerton'a  ^ent,  I  would  allow  no  pro<ieedings  that 
might  vitiate  the  election;  but  that  I  would  under- 
take the  management  of  these  men  myself;  and  I  am 
going  into  the  town  in  order  to  do  so.  I  have  also 
persuaded  the  leading  Committee-men  to  reconsider 
their  determination  to  plump  Egerton:  they  have  de- 
cided to  do  as  L'Estrange  directs;  and  I  know  what  he 
will  say.  Tou  may  rely  on  me,"  continued  the  Baron, 
—  who  spoke  with  a  do^ed  seriousness,  unusual  to  his 
cynical  temper,  — "to  obtain  for  you  the  preference  over 
Audley,  if  it  be  in  my  power  to  do  bo.  Meanwhile,  yon 
should  really  see  Avenel  this  very  night." 

"I  have  Ml  appointment  with  him  at  ton  o'clo<^: 
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and,  jadging  by  Ms  epeech  against  X^rtoD,  I  caonot 
doubt  of  his  aid  to  me,  if  convinced  hj  bis  poll-books 
that  be  is  not  able  to  Tetum  botb  himself  and  hie  im- 
pertinent nepbev.  Hy  speech,  however  saicastically 
treated  h;  Mr.  Fairfield,  must  at  leaat  have  disposed 
the  Yellow  party  to  vote  rather  for  me  than  for  a  deter- 
mined  opponent  like  I^erton." 

"I  hope  so;  for  your  speech  and  Fairfleld'a  answer 
have  damped  you  terribly  witb  the  Bluea.  However, 
your  main  hope  rests  on  my  power  to  keep  those  Hun- 
dred and  Fifty  rascals  from  splitting  their  votes  on 
Egerton,  and  to  induce  them,  by  all  means  short  ol 
bringing  myself  before  a  Committee  of  the  House 
of  Commons  for  positive  bribery, — which  would  hurt 
most  seriously  my  present  social  position,  —  to  give  one 
vote  to  you.  I  shall  tell  them,  as  I  have  told  the  Com- 
mittee, that  Egerton  is  safe,  and  will  pay  nothing;  but 
that  you  want  the  votes,  and  that  I  —  in  short,  if  they 
can  be  bought  upon  tick,  I  will  buy  them.  Aveoel, 
however,  can  serve  you  best  here;  for,  as  they  are  all 
Tellowa  at  heart,  they  make  no  scruple  of  hinting  that 
they  want  twice  as  much  for  voting  Bine  as  they  will 
take  for  voting  Tellow.  And  Avenel  being  a  towns- 
man, and  knowing  their  ways,  could  contrive  to  gain 
them,  and  yet  not  bribe." 

Bandai.  (shaking  his  head  incredulously). —  "Kot 
briliel" 

Lett.  — "  Pooh!    Ifot  bribe  so  as  to  be  found  out." 

There  was  a  knock  at  the  door.  A  servant  entered 
and  presented  Mr.  Egerton's  compliments  to  Baron 
Levy,  with  a  request  that  the  Baron  would  immedi- 
ately come  to  his  rooms  for  a  few  minutes. 

"  Well,"  said  Levy,  when  the  servant  had  withdrawn, 
"I  most  go  to  Egerton,  and  the  instant  I  leave  him  I 
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Bhall  repair  to  ili«  town.  Peifaapa  I  ma;  pass  Qke  ni^it 
there."  So  saying,  he  left  fiandal,  and  took  hia  wajr  to 
Audley's  apartment. 

"Levy,"  eaid  the  statesman,  abruptly,  upon  the  en- 
trance of  the  Baron,  "have  you  bebxyed  my  secret — my 
first  marriage  —  to  Lord  L'Estrange  I " 

"No,  Egerton;  on  my  honor,  I  have  not  betrayed  it." 

"You  heard  his  speechl  Did  you  not  detect  a  feaiful 
irony  under  his  praises  I  —  or  is  it  but  —  but  —  my  con* 
science! "  added  the  proud  man,  through  his  set  teeth. 

"  Really,"  said  Levy,  "  Lord  L'Bstrai^  seemed  to 
me  to  select  for  hie  praise  precisely  those  points  in 
your  character  which  any  other  of  your  friende  would 
select  for  pan^yric. " 

"Ay,  any  other  of  my  friendsl-— what  friends?" 
muttered  Egerton,  gloomily.  Then,  rousing  himself, 
he  added,  in  a  voice  that  had  none  of  its  accustomed 
clear  firmness  of  tone,  "Your  presence  here  in  this 
house,  Levy,  surprised  me,  as  I  told  you  at  the  first; 
I  could  not  conceive  ite  neceseity.  Harley  urged  you 
to  cornel — he  with  whom  you  are  no  &Toritel  Yon 
and  he  both  said  that  your  acquaintance  with  Bichard 
Avenel  would  enable  you  to  conciliate  his  opposition. 
I  cannot  oongntulat«  you  on  your  success." 

"  My  Buccees  remains  to  be  proved.  The  vehemenoe 
of  hie  attack  to-day  may  tie  but  a  feint  to  cover  his 
alliance  to-morrow." 

Audley  went  on  without  notice  of  the  int«rmption. 
"There  is  a  change  in  Harley, — to  me  and  to  all;  a 
change,  perhaps  not  perceptible  to  others, — but  I  have 
knovru  Mm  from  a  hoy." 

"  He  is  occupied  for  the  first  time  with  the  practical 
business  of  life.  That  would  account  for  a  much  greater 
change  than  you  lemaik. " 
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"Do  jou  aee  him  familioilyl  —  coutotsb  with  him 
often  1" 

"No,  and  only  on  matteis  connacted  with  the  eleo- 
tion.  Occaaionally,  indeed,  he  conaulta  me  as  to  Bandal 
Leslie,  in  whom,  w  youi  apeciol  protigS,  he  takes  con- 
siderable intereat." 

"That,  too,  Burprisee  me.  Well,  I  am  weaiy  of  per- 
plexing myself.  This  place  is  hateful;  after  to-morrow 
I  shall  leave  it,  and  breathe  in  peace.  You  have  seen 
the  reports  of  the  canvass;  I  have  had  no  heart  to  inspect 
them.     Is  the  election  as  safe  as  they  say  f " 

"  If  Avenel  withdraws  his  nephew,  and  the  votes  tboa 
relieved  split  off  to  you,  you  are  secure. " 

"And  you  think  his  nephew  will  be  withdrawn t 
Poor  young  man!  —  defeat  at  his  age,  and  with  such 
talents,  is  hard  to  bear,"     Audley  sighed. 

"  I  m/uat  leave  you  now,  if  you  have  nothing  impor- 
tant to  say,"  said  the  Baron,  rising.  "I  have  much  to 
do,  as  the  election  ia  yet  to  be  won,  tuid — to  you  the 
loss  of  it  would  be  —  " 

"Buin,  I  know.  Well,  Levy,  it  ia,  on  the  whole,  to 
your  advantage  that  I  should  not  lose.  There  may  be 
more  to  get  from  me  yet.  And,  judging  by  the  letters 
I  received  this  morning,  my  position  is  rendered  so  safe 
by  the  abaotute  necessity  of  my  party  to  keep  me  up, 
that  t^e  news  of  my  pecuniary  difficulties  will  not  affect 
me  so  much  as  I  once  feared.  Never  was  my  career  so 
free  from  obstacle;  so  clear  towards  the  highest  summit 
of  ambition,  — never,  in  my  day  of  ostentatious  magnifi- 
cence, as  it  is  now,  when  I  am  prepared  to  shrink  into  a 
loi%ing,  with  a  single  servant." 

"I  am  glad  to  hear  it,  and  I  am  the  more  anxious  to 
secure  your  election,  upon  which  this  career  must  de- 
pend, because  —  nay,  I  hardly  like  to  tell  yoo." 
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"Speak  on." 

"I  have  been  obliged,  l^  a  sudden  rash  oa  all  my 
TesouTces,  to  consign  some  of  your  bills  and  ptomissoiy 
notes  to  another,  who,  if  your  person  should  not  be  pro- 
tected from  arrest  by  parliamentary  privilege,  might  be 
barab,  and — " 

"Traitor!  "  interrupted  Egerton,  fieroely,  all  the  com- 
posed contempt  with  which  he  usually  treated  the  nsurer 
giving  way,  "say  no  more.  How  could  I  ever  expect 
otherwise!  Tou  have  foreseen  my  defeat,  and  have 
planned  my  destruotion.  Presume  no  reply.  Sir,  be- 
gone from  my  presence !  " 

"You  will  find  that  you  have  worse  friends  than 
myself,"  aaid  the  Baron,  moving  to  the  door;  "  and  if 
you  are  defeated,  —  if  your  prospects  for  life  are  de- 
stroyed, —  I  am  the  last  man  you  will  tbinic  of  blaming. 
But  I  fo^ve  your  anger,  and  trust  that  to-morraw  you 
will  receive  those  explanations  of  my  conduct  which 
you  are  now  in  no  temper  to  bear.  I  go  to  take  can 
of  the  election." 

Left  alone,  Audley's  sudden  passion  seemed  to  for- 
sake him.  He  gathered  together,  in  that  prompt  and 
logical  precision  which  the  habit  of  transacting  public 
business  bestows,  all  his  thoi^hte,  and  sounded  all  his 
fears;  and  moat  vivid  of  every  thought,  and  most  intol- 
erable of  every  fear,  was  the  belief  that  the  Baron  had 
betrayed  him  to  L'EetTange. 

"I  cannot  bear  this  suspense,"  he  cried  aloud  and 
abruptly.  "I  will  see  Harley  myself.  Open  as  he  is, 
tiie  very  sound  of  his  voice  will  tell  me  at  once  if  I  am 
a  bankrupt,  even  of  human  friendship.  If  that  friend- 
ship be  secure,  if  Harley  yet  clasp  my  hand  with  the 
same  cordial  warmth  —  all  other  loss  shall  not  wring 
from  my  fortitude  one  complaint" 


Digitized  t,  Google 


TASISTIE8  Of  EKaUBH   LIFB.  435 

He  rang  the  bell :  his  T^et,  who  was  waiting  in  the 
ante-room,  appeared. 

"Go  and  see  if  Lord  L'Estrange  ia  engaged;  I  woTild 
apeak  with  him." 

The  eenraat  came  bock  in  leae  than  two  minutea. 

"I  find  that  my  lard  is  now  particularly  engaged, 
since  he  has  given  strict  ordera  that  be  is  not  to  be 
distoibed. " 

"Engagedl — on  whati  —  whom  withT" 

"He  is  in  hia  own  room,  air,  with  a  cleigTmau,  wh-* 
arrived,  and  dined  here  to-day,  I  am  told  that  he  was 
formerly  curate  of  Lassmere." 

"Lonameie  —  cnrat«t  His  name,  his  namel  Not 
Dalel'- 

"Tea,  air;  that  is  the  name, — the  Beverand  Mr. 
Dale." 

"Leave  me,"  said  Andley,  in  a  faint  voice.  "Dalel 
the  man  who  suspected  Harley;  who  called  on  me  in 
London;  apoke  of  a  child — my  child  —  and  eent  me 
to  find  but  another  grave.  He  closeted  with  Hailey, 
—  he!" 

Audley  aank  back  on  his  chair,  and  Iit«rally  gasped 
for  breath.  Few  men  in  the  world  had  a  more  estab- 
lished reputation  for  the  courage  that  dignifies  manhood, 
whether  the  physical  courage  or  the  moral.  But  at  that 
moment  it  was  not  grief,  not  remorse,  that  paralyzed 
Andley, — it  was  fear.  The  brave  man  saw  befora 
him,  as  a  thing  visible  and  menacing,  the  aspect  of 
his  own  treachery,  —  that  crime  of  a  coward;  and  into 
cowardice  he  was  stricken.  What  had  he  to  dread  t 
Kothing  save  the  accusing  face  of  an  injured  friend, — - 
nothing  but  that.  And  what  more  terrible  t  The  only 
being,  amidst  all  his  pomp  of  partisans,  who  survived  to 
love  him;  the  only  being  for  whom  the  cold  a 
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fait  the  happy,  living,  human  tendeniess  of  privat* 
affection,  loBt  to  him  forever.  He  covered  hie  face 
with  both  h&ude,  and  sat  in  suspense  of  Bomething 
awful,  aa  a  child  sits  in  the  dark,  — the  drops  oa  hie 

brov,  and  bia  frame  trembling. 
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Mkaitwhilb,  Harlej  had  listened  to  Hr.  Dale's  viadi- 
catioQ  of  Leonard  with  cold  attention. 

"Enongh,"  said  he  at  the  close.  "Mr.  Fairfield  (for 
so  TO  will  yet  call  him)  shall  see  me  to'night ;  and  if 
apology  be  dne  to  him,  I  will  make  it.  At  the  same 
time,  it  shall  be  decided  whether  he  continue  this  oon- 
test  or  retire.  And  now,  Mr.  Dale,  it  was  not  to  hear 
how  Hub  young  man  wooed,  or  shrunk  from  wooing  my 
afi&anced  bride,  that  I  availed  myself  of  your  promise  to 
visit  me  at  this  house.  We  ^reed  that  the  aednoer  of 
Nora  Avenel  deserved  chaatisement,  and  I  promised  that 
Kon  Avenel's  son  should  find  a  father.  Both  these 
auuranoes  shall  be  fulfilled  to-morrow.  And  you,  sir," 
continued  Harley,  rising,  hia  whole  form  gradually 
enlarged  l^  the  dignity  of  passion,  "  who  wear  the  garb 
appropriated  to  the  holiest  office  of  Christian  charity, — 
you  have  presumed  to  think  that,  before  the  beard  had 
darkened  my  cheek,  I  could  flist  betray  the  girl  who  had 
been  reared  under  this  roof,  then  abandon  her;  sneak 
like  a  dastard  from  the  pla43e  in  which  my  victim  came 
to  die;  leave  my  own  eon,  1^  the  woman  thus  wronged, 
without  thought  or  care,  through  t^  perilous  yeara  of 
tempted  youth,  till  I  found  him,  by  chance,  on  outcast 
in  a  desert  more  dread  than  Hagar's, —  you,  sir,  who 
have  for  long  yean  thus  judged  of  me,  shall  have  the 
occasion  to  direct  your  holy  anger  towards  the  rightful 
head;  and  in  me,  you  who  have  condemned  the  culprit, 
shall  respect  the  joi^el " 

Mr.  Dale  was  at  first  startled,  and  almost  awed  by  thia 
unexpected  burst.     But,  acoustomed  to  deal  with  the 
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sterneet  and  Uie  darkest  pweions,  hU  calm  aeiiBe  and  hia 
babit  of  anthority  over  thoae  whose  souls  were  bared  to 
him,  nobly  recovered  from  their  Burprise.  "My  lord," 
aaid  he,  "fitst,  with  humility  I  bow  to  your  rebake,aiid 
entreat  your  pardon  for  my  erring,  and,  aa  you  say,  my 
uncharitable  opinions.  We,  dwellere  in  a  village,  and 
obscure  pastors  of  a  humble  flock;  we,  mercifally  re- 
moved from  temptation,  are  too  apt,  perhaps,  to  exag- 
gerate its  power  over  thoee  whose  lots  sie  cast  in  that 
great  world  which  has  so  many  gates  ever  open  to  evil. 
This  is  my  sole  excuse  if  I  was  misled  by  what  appeared 
to  me  etnmg  circnmstantial  evidence.  Bat  forgive  me 
again  if  I  warn  yon  not  to  fall  into  an  error  perhaps 
little  lighter  than  my  own.  Your  paaaion,  when  yon 
cleared  yonnelf  from  reproach,  became  yon.  But  ah  I 
my  lord,  when  with  that  stem  biow  and  those  flashing 
eyes  you  laonched  your  menace  upon  another  over  whom 
yon  would  constitute  yourself  the  judge,  forgetful  of  the 
divine  precept,  'Judge  not,'  I  felt  that  I  was  listening 
no  longer  to  honest  self-vindication, —  I  felt  that  I  was 
listening  to  fierce  revenge." 

"Call  it  revenge,  or  what  you  will,"  said  Harley  with 
sullen  firmness.  "  But  I  have  been  stung  too  deeply  not 
to  sting.  Frank  with  all,  till  the  last  few  days,  I  have 
ever  been.  Frank  to  yon,  at  least,  even  now,  this  much 
I  tell  you :  I  pretend  to  no  virtne  in  what  I  still  hold  to 
be  justice;  bat  no  declanutions  nor  homilies  tending  to 
prove  that  justice  is  sinful,  will  move  my  resolves.  As 
man  I  have  been  outraged,  and  as  man  I  will  retaliate. 
The  way  and  the  mode  —  the  true  criminal  and  his  fit- 
ting sentence — you  will  soon  learn,  air.  I  have  much 
to  do  to-night:  forgive  me  if  I  adjourn  for  the  present 
all  further  conference." 

*  Jfo,  no;  do  not  dismiss  me.    There  is  something,  in 
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■pite  of  yoor  present  langnage,  vrhich  bo  commandB  my 
inteTeet,  I  see  that  there  has  been  so  much  anfierii^ 
where  there  is  now  so  much  wrath,  that  I  would  save 
yon  from  the  snSering  worse  than  all, —  remorse.  Oh, 
pause,  my  dear  lord,  pause  and  answer  me  but  two  qnea- 
tionsj  then  I  will  leave  your  after  course  to  yourself," 

"Say  on,  sir,"  said  Lord  L'Estrange,  touched,  and 
with  respect. 

"First,  then,  analyze  your  own  feelings.  Is  this 
anger  merely  to  punish  an  offender  and  to  right  the 
liring?  —  for  who  can  pret«nd  to  right  the  dead!  Or 
is  there  not  some  private  hate  that  stirs,  and  animates, 
and  confnses  allt" 

Harley  remained  silent.     Mr.  Dale  renewed. 

"  Tou  loved  this  poor  girl.  Your  language  even  now 
reveals  it.  You  speak  of  treachery:  perhaps  you  had 
a  rival  who  deceived  you;  I  know  not, —  guess  not  who. 
Bat  if  you  would  strike  the  rival,  must  you  not  wound 
the  innocent  son)  And,  in  presenting  Nora's  child  to 
his  fother,  as  you  pledge  yourself  to  do,  can  you  mean 
some  cruel  mockery  that,  under  seeming  kindness,  im- 
plies some  unnatural  vengeance  1" 

"You  read  well  the  heart  of  man,"  said  Harley;  "and 
I  have  owned  to  you  that  I  am  but  man.  Pass  on;  you 
have  another  question." 

"  And  one  more  solemn  and  important.  In  my  world 
of  a  village,  revenge  is  a  common  passion;  it  is  the  sin 
of  ttie  uninstruct«d.  The  savage  deems  it  noble;  but 
Christ's  religion,  which  is  the  sublime  Givilizer,  em- 
phatically condemns  it.  Why }  Because  religion  ever 
seeks  to  ennoble  man;  and  nothing  so  debases  him  as 
revenge.  Look  into  your  own  heart,  and  tell  me  whether, 
since  yon  have  cherished  this  passion,  you  have  not  felt 
all  sense  of  right  and  wrong  confused;  have  not  felt 
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that  whatever  would  before  have  seemed  to  yon  mean  and 
base,  appears  now  but  just  means  to  your  heated  end. 
Revenge  is  ever  a  hypocrite, —  rage,  at  least,  strikes  with 
the  naked  sword;  but  revenge,  steal&y  and  patient,  con- 
ceals the  weapon  of  the  assassin.  My  lord,  your  color 
changes.     What  ia  your  answer  to  my  question  t " 

"Oh,"  exclaimed  Harley,  with  a  voice  thrilling  in  ito 
mournful  anguish,  "it  ie  not  since  I  have  cherished  the 
revenge  that  I  am  changed ;  that  right  and  wrong  grow 
dark  to  msj  that  hypocrisy  seeme  the  atmoapheie  fit  for 
earth.  No;  it  is  since  the  discovery  that  demands  the 
vengeance.  It  is  useless,  sir,"  he  continned,  impetu- 
ously,—  "  useless  to  argue  with  me.  Were  I  to  sit  down 
patient  and  impotent  under  the  sense  of  the  wrong  which 
I  have  received,  I  should  feel,  indeed,  that  debasement 
which  you  ascribe  to  the  gratification  of  what  you  term 
ravenge.  I  should  never  regain  the  self-esteem  which 
ihe  sentiment  of  power  now  restores  to  me;  I  should 
feel  as  if  the  whole  world  could  perceive  and  jeer  at  my 
meek  humiliation.  I  know  not  why  I  have  said  so 
much, —  why  I  have  betrayed  to  you  so  much  of  my 
secret  mind,  and  stooped  to  vindicate  my  purpose.  I 
never  meant  it.  Again  I  say,  we  must  close  this 
conference."  Harley  here  walked  to  the  door,  and 
opened  it  significantly. 

"One  word  more.  Lord  L'Estrange, —  but  one.  Tou 
will  not  hear  me.  I  am  a  comparative  stranger,  but  you 
have  a  friend,  a  friend  deai  and  intimate,  now  under  the 
same  roof.  Will  you  consent,  at  least,  to  take  counsel 
of  Mr.  Audley  EgertonI  None  can  doubt  his  friendship 
for  you;  none  can  doubt,  that  whatever  he  advises  will 
be  that  which  best  becomes  your  honor.  What,  m,v 
lord,  you  hesitate  t  —  you  feel  ashamed  to  confide  to 
your  dearest  friend  a  purpose  which  hie  mind  would 
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condenuit  Then  I  will  seek  him, —  I  will  implore  him 
to  BaT«  70TI  from  what  can  but  entail  repentance." 

"Mr.  Dale,  I  must  forbid  yoa  to  see  Mr.  Egeiton. 
What  has  pawed  between  us  ought  to  be  as  sacred  to 
you  as  a  priest  of  Rome  holds  confeasion.  This  much, 
however,  I  will  say  to  content  joni  I  pnmiee  that  I  will 
do  nothing  that  shall  render  me  unworthy  of  Mr.  Audley 
Egerton's  friendship,  or  which  his  fine  sense  of  honor 
shall  justify  him  in  blaming.     Let  that  satisfy  you." 

"Ah,  my  lord,"  cried  Mr.  Dale,  pausing  irresolute  at 
the  doorway,  and  seizing  Hailey'a  hand;  "I  shonld, 
indeed,  be  satisfied  if  you  would  submit  yourself  to 
higher  counsel  than  mine, —  than  Mr.  Egerton's,  than 
man's.     Have  you  never  felt  the  efficacy  of  prayert " 

"  My  life  has  been  wasted,"  replied  Harley,  "and  I 
dare  not,  theiefore,  boast  that  I  have  found  prayer  effi- 
cacious. But,  so  &r  bach  aa  I  can  remember,  it  has  at 
least  been  my  habit  to  pray  to  Heaven,  night  and  morn- 
ing ,  nntil ,  at  least  —  until  —  "  The  natural  and  obsti- 
nate candor  of  the  man  forced  out  the  last  words,  which 
implied  reservation.     He  stopped  short. 

"TTntU  you  have  cherished  revenge  1  Yon  have  not 
dared  to  piay  sincet  Oh!  leflect  what  evil  there  is 
within  us,  when  we  dare  not  come  before  Heaven, —  dare 
not  pray  for  what  we  wish.  Yon  are  moved, —  I  leave 
yon  to  your  own  thoughts." 

Harley  inclined  his  head,  and  the  Parson  passed  him 
by,  and  left  him  alone, —  startled  indeed;  but  was  he 
softened  t 

As  Mr.  Dale  hurried  along  the  corridor,  much  agitated, 
Yiolante  stole  from  a  recees  formed  by  a  large  bay-win- 
dow, and,  linking  ber  arm  in  his,  said  anxiously,  hut 
timidly:  "Ihave  been  waiting  for  you,  dear  Mr.  Dale; 
and  BO  longl    You  have  been  with  Lord  L'Estiangel" 
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"Well." 

"Why  do  yoa  not  speak  1  Tou  hare  left  him  com- 
forted ,  —  happier )  " 

"  Happier  I    No. " 

"Whatl"  eaid  Yiolante,  with  a  look  of  Borprise,  and 
a  aadnesB  not  unmixed  with  petulance  in  her  quick  tone. 
"What!  does  he  then  so  grieve  that  Helen  prefers 
another  t " 

Despite  the  grave  emotions  that  disturbed  hie  mind, 
Mr.  Dale  was  struck  by  Violante's  queation,  and  the 
voice  in  which  it  was  said.  He  loved  her  tenderly. 
"Child,  child,"  said  he,  "I  am  glad  that  Helen  has 
escaped  Jjord  L'Estrange.  Beware,  oh  bewarel  how  he 
excite  any  gentler  interest  in  yourself.  He  ia  a  dan- 
gerous man, — more  dangerous  for  glimpaea  of  a  fine, 
original  nature.  He  may  well  move  the  heart  of  the 
innocent  and  inexperienced,  for  he  has  strangely  crept 
into  mine.  But  hit  heart  is  swollen  with  pride,  and 
ire,  and  malice." 

"You  mistake:  it  is  false!  "  cried  Violante,  impetn- 
ously.  "I  cannot  believe  one  word  that  would  aepersa 
him  who  has  saved  my  father  from  a  prison,  or  from 
death.  Tou  have  not  treated  him  gently.  He  fancies 
he  has  been  wronged  by  Leonard, —  received  ingratitude 
from  Helen.  He  has  felt  the  sting  in  proportion  to  his 
own  susceptible  and  generous  heart,  and  you  have  chided 
where  you  should  have  sooHied.  Poor  Lord  L'Estrangel 
And  you  have  left  him  still  indignant  and  unhappy! " 

"Foolish  girll  I  have  left  him  meditating  sin;  I 
have  left  him  afraid  to  pray;  I  have  left  him  on  the 
brink  of  Bome  design, —  I  know  not  what,  but  which 
involves  more  than  Leonard  in  projects  of  revenge;  T 
have  left  him  so,  that  if  his  heart  be  really  susceptible 
and  generous,  he  will  wake  from  wrath  to  be  the  victim 
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of  long  and  nna^iiliDg  remoTee.  If  your  fatlier  has 
influence  over  him,  tell  I>r.  Riccabocca  what  I  uy,  and 
bid  him  seek,  and  in  his  turn  eave  the  man  who  saved 
hinuelf.  He  has  not  listened  to  religion;  he  may  be 
more  docile  to  philosophy.  I  caimot  stay  here  longer; 
I  must  go  to  Leonard." 

Mr.  Dale  broke  from  Violante,  and  hurried  down  the 
corridor.  Violante  stood  on  the  same  spot,  stunned  and 
breathless.  Harley  on  the  brink  of  some  strange  sin; 
Harley  to  wake  the  victim  of  remorse;  Harley  to  be 
saved,  as  he  had  saved  her  father!  Her  breast  heaved; 
her  color  went  and  came;  her  eyes  were  raised;  her  lipe 
murmured.  She  advanced  with  soft  footsteps  up  the 
corridor,  ehe  saw  tiie  lighte  gleaming  from  Harley's 
room,  and  suddenly  they  were  darkened,  as  the  inmate 
of  the  room  shut  to  the  door,  with  angry  and  impatient 

An  outward  act  often  betrays  the  inward  mind.  As 
Harley  had  thus  closed  the  door,  so  had  he  sought  to  shut 
his  heart  from  the  intrusion  of  softer  and  holier  thoughts. 
He  had  turned  to  his  hearthstone,  and  stood  on  it,  re- 
solved and  haidened.  The  man  who  liad  loved  with 
such  pertinacious  fidelity  for  so  many  years,  could  not  at 
once  part  with  hate.  A  passion  once  admitted  to  his 
breast,  clung  to  it  with  such  rooted  forcel  Sut  woe, 
woe  to  thee,  Harley  L'Eetrange,  if  to-morrow  at  this 
hour  thou  stand  at  the  heartlistone,  thy  designs  accom- 
plished, knowing  that,  in  the  fulfilment  of  thy  blind 
will,  thou  hast  met  folsehood  with  falsehood,  and  decep- 
tion with  deceit  I  What  though  those  designs  now  seem 
so  consummate,  so  just,  so  appropriate,  so  exquisite  a 
revenge;  seem  to  thee  the  sole  revenge  wit  can  plan, 
and  civilized  life  allow, —  wilt  thou  ever  wash  from  thy 
memory  tiie  stain  that  will  sully  thine  honorl    Thou, 
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too,  profesaing  frieudaliip  still,  and  mimViiig  perfidy 
undeT  Bmiles!  Grant  that  the  wiong  be  great  as  thou 
deem  it,  be  ten  times  greater, —  the  sense  of  thy  mean- 
neas,  0  gentleman  and  soldier,  viU  bring  Uie  bluafa  to 
thy  cheek  in  the  depth  of  thy  solitude.  Than,  who  now 
thinkeat  others  unworthy  a  truatful  love,  wilt  feel  thy- 
self forever  unworthy  theirs.  Thy  Beclusion  will  know 
not  repose.  The  dignity  of  man  will  forsake  thee. 
Thy  proud  eye  will  quail  from  the  gaie.  Thy  step 
will  no  longer  spurn  tJie  earth  that  it  treads  on.  He 
who  has  once  done  a  base  thii^,  is  never  again  wholly 
reconciled  to  honor.  And  woe, —  thrice  woe,  if  thou 
learn  too  late  that  thoa  hast  exaggerated  thy  fancied 
wrong;  that  there  is  excuse  where  tliou  seest  none;  that 
thy  friend  may  have  errad,  but  that  his  error  ia  venial 
compared  to  thy  fancied  retribution  I 

Thus,  however,  in  the  superb  elation  of  conscious 
power,  though  lavished  on  a  miserable  object,-— a  ter- 
rible example  of  what  changes  one  evil  and  hateful 
thought,  cherished  to  the  exclusion  of  all  others,  can 
make  in  the  noblest  nature,—  stood,  on  the  hearth  of  his 
fathers,  and  on  the  abyss  of  a  sorrow  and  a  shame  from 
which  there  could  be  no  recall,  the  determined  and 
scornful  man. 

A  hand  is  on  the  door, — he  does  not  hear  it;  a  form 
passes  the  threshold, —  he  does  not  see  it;  a  light  step 
pauses;  a  soft  eye  gaies.     Deaf  and  blind  atitl  to  both. 

Violante  came  on,  gatherii^  courage,  and  stood  at  the 
hearth,  by  his  side. 
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CHAPTEB  XXIX. 

"Lord  L'EBTBAN«e,  —  noble  friendl " 

"Tout — and  hero — Violante)  Ib  it  I  whom  yon 
seekl  Forwhati  Good  heavena!  what  has  happened T 
Why  are  yon  ao  pale !  —  why  tremble ) " 

"Have  you  forgiven  Helen  1  "  aaked  Violante,  begin- 
ning with  evasive  question,  and  her  cheek  waa  pale  no 
more. 

"Helen,  —  the  poor  child!  I  have  nothing  in  her  to 
forgive;  much  to  thank  hei  for.  She  has  been  frank 
and  honest." 

"And  Leonard,  —  whom  I  lemember  in  my  childhood, 
—you  have  forgiven  him}" 

"Fait  mediator,"  aaid  Harley.aniiling,  though  coldly, 
"happy  is  the  man  who  deceives  another;  all  plead  for 
him.  And  if  the  man  deceived  cannot  foi^ve,  no  one 
will  sympathize  or  excuse." 

"But  Leonard  did  not  deceive  youl  " 

"Tes,  from  the  first.  It  is  a  long  tale,  and  not  to  be 
told  to  you.     But  I  cannot  forgive  him." 

"  Adieu!  my  lord.  Helen  most,  then,  still  be  very 
dear  to  you ! "  Violante  turned  away.  Her  emotion 
was  so  artless,  her  very  anger  so  charming,  that  the 
love,  against  which,  in  the  prevalence  of  his  later  and 
darker  paaeions,  he  had  so  sternly  stmggled,  rushed  back 
npon  Harley'a  breast;  bnt  it  came  only  in  storm. 

"  Stay,  but  talk  not  of  Helen!  "  he  exclaimed.  "  Ah! 
if  Leonard's  sole  offence  had  been  what  you  appear  to 
deem  it,  do  you  think  I  could  feel  resentment}  THo;  I 
should  have  gratefully  hailed  the  hand  that  severed  k 
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nsh  and  nngenial  tie.  I  would  have  given  my  wud 
to  her  lover  with  soch  a  dower  aa  it  euits  my  wealth  to 
bestow.  But  his  offeace  dates  from  hia  vety  birth.  To 
bless  and  to  eDiich  the  son  of  a  man  who —  Violante, 
listen  to  me.  We  may  soon  part,  and  forever.  Otbera 
may  misconstme  my  actions;  you,  at  least,  shall  know 
from  what  just  principle  they  spring.  There  waa  a  man 
whom  I  singled  out  of  the  world  aa  more  than  a  brother. 
In  the  romance  of  my  boyhood  I  saw  one  who  daoled 
my  fancy,  captivated  my  heart.  It  waa  a  dream  of 
Beauty  breathed  into  waking  life.  I  loved,  —  I  be- 
lieved myself  beloved.  I  confided  all  my  heart  to  this 
friend,  —  this  mora  than  brother;  he  undertook  to  be- 
friend and  to  aid  my  suit.  On  that  very  pretext  he  first 
saw  this  ill-fated  girl;  saw  —  betrayed  —  destroyed  her; 
—  left  me  ignorant  that  her  love,  which  I  had  thought 
mine,  had  been  lavished  so  wildly  on  another;  left  me 
to  believe  that  my  own  suit  she  had  fled,  but  in  gener- 
ous self-sacrifice,  for  she  waa  poor  and  humbly  bom; 
that — oh,  vain  idiot  that  I  wasi  —  the  self-sacrifice  had 
been  too  strong  for  a  young  human  heart,  which  had 
broken  in  the  struggle ;  left  me  to  corrode  my  eprlng 
of  life  in  remorse;  clasped  my  hand  in  mocking  com- 
fort; smiled  at  my  tears  of  agony, — not  one  tear  him- 
self for  his  own  poor  victim  1  And  suddenly,  not  long 
since,  I  learned  all  this.  And,  in  the  fother  of  Leonard 
Fairfield,  you  behold  the  man  who -has  poisoned  all  the 
well-spring  of  joy  to  me.  You  weep  I  0  Violante  I  — 
the  past  he  haa  blighted  and  embittered,  —  that  I  could 
forgive;  but  the  future  is  blasted  too.  For,  just  ere 
this  treason  was  revealed  to  me,  I  had  begun  to  awake 
from  the  torpor  of  my  dreary  penance,  to  look  with  for- 
titude towards  the  duties  I  had  slighted;  to  own  that 
the  pilgrimage  before  me  was  not  hanen.     And  Uien,  oh 
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ttien,  I  felt  that  all  love  was  not  buried  in  a  grave.  X 
felt  that  yoa,  had  fate  eo  granted,  might  have  been  all  to 
my  manhood  which  youtji  only  saw  through  the  delu- 
sion of  its  golden  mists.  True,  I  was  then  bound  to 
Helen;  true,  that  honor  to  her  might  forbid  me  all 
hope.  Bat  still,  even  to  know  that  my  heart  was  not 
all  ashes;  that  I  coald  love  again;  that  that  glorious 
power  and  privilege  of  our  being  was  still  mine,  seemed 
to  me  so  heavenly  gweet.  But  then  this  revelation  of 
&lsehood  burst  on  me,  and  all  truth  seemed  blotted  from 
the  univerae.  I  am  freed  from  Helen;  ah,  freed,  for- 
sooth, because  not  even  rank  and  wealth,  and  benefits 
and  confiding  tenderness,  could  bind  to  me  one  human 
heart!  Free  from  her;  but  between  me  and  your  fresh 
nature  stand  Suspicion  as  an  TTpae  tiee.  Not  a  hope 
that  would  pass  through  the  tainted  air,  and  fly  to  you, 
bat  falls  dead  oudsr  the  dismal  bougha.  /  love!  Ha, 
hal  I  —  /,  whom  the  past  has  taught  the  impoaaibility 
to  be  loved  again.  No:  if  those  soft  lips  murmured 
'  Tes '  to  the  burning  piayer  that,  had  I  been  free  but 
two  short  weeks  ago,  would  have  rushed  from  the  frank 
deepe  of  my  heart,  I  should  but  imagine  that  you  de- 
ceived yourself, — a  girl's  first  fleeting  delusive  fancy; 
nothing  morel  Were  you  my  bride,  Violante,  I  should 
but  debase  your  bright  nature  by  my  own  cuiee  of  dis- 
trust. At  each  word  of  tendemees,  my  heart  would  aay, 
'How  long  will  this  lastt — when  will  the  deception 
eom«1'  Your  beauty,  your  gifts,  would  hriiig  me  but 
jealous  terrin;  eternally  I  should  fly  from  the  present 
to  the  future,  and  say, '  These  hairs  will  be  gray,  while 
flattering  youth  will  surround  her  in  the  lenith  of  her 
charms. '  Why  then  do  I  hate  and  curse  my  foe )  Why 
do  I  resolve  upon  revenge!  I  comprehend  it  now.  I 
knew  that  there  was  something  moie  imperious  than  the 
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gboat  of  the  past  that  urged  me  on.  G«Emg  on  yon,  I 
feel  that  it  was  the  dim  sense  of  a  mighty  and  priceless 
loss;  it  is  not  the  dead  Tfon,  —  it  is  the  living  Vio- 
lante.  Look  not  at  me  with  those  reproachful  eyes; 
they  cannot  reveTse  my  purpose;  they  cannot  banish 
suspicion  from  my  sickened  soul;  they  cannot  create  a 
sunshine  in  the  midst  of  this  ghastly  twilight.  Go,  go; 
leave  me  to  the  sole  joy  that  bequeathes  no  disappoint- 
ment,—  the  sole  feeling  that  unites  me  to  social  man; 
leave  me  to  my  revenge. " 

'  Revenge t  Oh,  omell "  exclaimed  Yiolante,  laying 
her  hand  on  hia  arm.  "  And  in  reTenge*  it  is  your 
own  life  that  you  would  risk!" 

*My  life,  simple  childl  This  is  do  contest  of  life 
against  life.  Could  I  hear  to  all  ttie  world  my  wrongs 
for  their  ribald  laughter,  I  should  only  give  to  my  foa 
the  triumph  to  pi^  my  freniy,  —  to  shun  the  contest; 
or  grant  it,  if  I  oonld  find  a  second,  —  and  then  fire  in 
the  air.  And  all  the  world  would  say, '  Genenras  Eger- 
toni  — eoul  of  honorl ' " 

*  Egerton,  Mr.  EgertonI  He  cannot  be  Qtie  foel  It 
is  not  on  him  you  can  design  revenge  t — you  who  spend 
all  your  hours  in  serving  bis  cause;  you  to  whom  he 
trusts  BO  fondly ;  yon  who  leaned  yesterday  im  his  shoul- 
der, and  smiled  so  oheeringly  in  his  face  t " 

"Did  It  Hypocrisy  gainst  hypocrisy, —  snare  against 
snare:  that  is  my  revenge! " 

"Harley,  Harleyl     Cease,  ceaael " 

The  Harm  of  passion  rushed  on  onheeding. 

*  I  seem  to  promote  his  ambitioa,  but  to  crash  it  into 
the  mire.  I  have  delivered  him  from  the  genUer  gripe 
of  an  usurer,  so  that  ha  shall  hold  at  my  option  alma  or 
a  prison  —  " 

*  Friend,  friend  I    Hush,  hnali! " 
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"J  hare  made  the  yonth  be  luie  reared  and  fosteied 
into  treachery  like  his  own  (your  father's  precious  choice, 
—  Randal  Leslie),  mine  instrument  in  the  galling  leason 
how  ingratitude  can  sting.  His  very  son  shall  avenge 
the  mother,  and  be  led  to  his  father's  breast  as  victor, 
with  Randal  Leslie,  in  the  contest  that  deprives  nre  and 
benefactor  of  all  that  makes  life  dear  to  ambitioas  ego- 
tism. And  if,  in  the  breast  of  Audlsy  Sgerton,  there 
can  yet  lurk  one  memory  of  what  I  was  to  bim  and  to 
truth,  not  bis  least  pruntebment  will  be  the  sense  that 
his  own  perfidy  has  bo  changed  the  man  whose  very 
scorn  of  falaehood  has  taught  him  to  find  is  fraud  itself 
the  power  of  retribution." 

"If  this  be  not  a  terrible  dream!"  monnured  Vio- 
lante,  recoiling, "  it  is  not  your  foe  alone  that  yon  will 
deprive  of  all  that  makes  life  dear.  Act  thus, — and 
what,  in  tiie  future,  is  left  to  me  I " 

"  To  youl  Oh,  never  fear.  I  may  give  Randal  Leslie 
a  triumph  over  bia  patron,  but  in  the  same  hour  I  will 
unmask  his  villaDy.and  sweep  him  forever  from  yoni 
path.  What  in  the  future  is  left  to  youl — your  hirth- 
r^[ht  and  your  native  land;  hope,  joy,  love,  felici^. 
Could  it  be  poHsible  that  in  the  soft  but  sunny  fancy  which 
plays  round  the  heart  of  maiden  youth,  but  etill  sends 
no  warmth  into  its  deeps ;  could  it  be  poasible  that  you 
had  honored  me  with  a  gentler  tho1^[ht,  it  will  pass 
away,  and  yon  will  be  the  pride  and  deUght  of  one  of 
your  own  years,  to  whom  the  vista  of  Time  is  haunted 
by  no  chilling  spectres, — one  who  csn  look  upon  that 
lovely  foce,  and  not  turn  away  to  mutter,  *  Too  fair,  too 
foir  for  mel'" 

'  Ob,  agony  t "  exclaimed  Violante,  with  sudden  pas- 
sjon.  "  Tn  my  turn  hear  me.  If,  as  you  promise,  I  am 
released  from  the  dreadful  thought  that  he,  at  whoaa 
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touch  I  ahndder,  con  claim  tliie  hand,  017  choice  i§ 
irrevocably  nude.  The  altars  Thich  await  me  vill 
not  be  thoee  of  a  human  love.  But  oh,  I  implore 
you,  —  by  all  the  memoriee  of  your  own  life,  hith- 
erto, if  sorrowful ,  unsullied;  by  the  generooa  interest 
you  yet  profess  for  me,  whom  you  will  have  twice 
saved  from  a  danger  to  which  death  were  mercy,  leave, 
oh,  leavB  to  me  the  right  to  regard  your  inLage  as  I  have 
done  from  tlie  first  dawn  of  childhood.  Leave  me  the 
ri^t  to  honor  and  revere  it.  Let  not  an  act  accom- 
panied with  a  meanness,  —  oh,  that  I  should  say  Hie 
word  I  —  a  meanness  and  a  cruelty  that  give  the  lie  to 
your  whole  life  —  make  even  a  grateful  remembnmoe  of 
you  an  unworthy  sin.  When  I  kneel  within  the  walls 
that  divide  me  from  the  world,  oh  let  me  think  that  I 
can  pray  for  you  as  the  noblest  being  that  the  world 
containBl     Hear  me!  hear  me!" 

"  Violante !  "  murmured  Harley,  his  whole  frame  heav* 
ing  with  emotion,  "  bear  with  me.  Do  not  ask  of  me 
the  sacrifice  of  what  seems  to  me  the  cause  of  manhood 
itself;  to  sit  down,  meek  and  patient,  under  a  wrong 
that  debeses  me,  with  the  consciousness  that  all  my  life 
I  have  been  the  miserable  dupe  to  affections  I  deemed 
so  honest,  — to  r^rete  that  I  believed  so  holy.  Ah!  I 
should  feel  more  mean  in  my  pardon  than  you  can  think 
me  in  revenge!  Were  it  an  acknowledged  enemy,  I 
oould  open  my  arms  to  him  at  your  bidding;  but  the 
perfidious  friend  I  —  ask  it  not.  My  cheek  bums  at  (he 
thought,  as  at  the  stain  of  a  blow.  Give  me  hut  to- 
morrow, one  day:  I  demand  no  more  —  wholly  to  my- 
self and  to  the  past,  and  mould  me  for  the  future  as  you 
will.  Pardon,  pardon  the  ungenerous  thoughts  that  ex- 
tended distrust  to  you.  I  retract  them;  they  ore  gone, 
— dispelled  before  those  touching  words,  those  ingenu- 
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ouH  eyea.  At  your  feet,  Tiolante,  I  rapent  and  I  im- 
plore! Tour  father  himself  ahall  haniah  your  sordid 
fluitor.  Before  this  hour  to-morrow  you  will  be  tee. 
Oh,  then,  then  I  will  you  not  give  me  this  hand  to  guide 
me  again  into  the  paradise  of  my  youthf  Vioiante,  it 
is  in  rain  to  wrestle  with  myself — to^doubt  —  to  reason 

—  to  be  wisely  fearful;  I  love,  I  love  you.  I  trust 
again  in  virtue  and  faith.  I  place  my  fate  in  youi 
keeping." 

If  at  times  Vioiante  may  appear  to  have  ventured 
beyond  the  limit  of  strict  maiden  baahfulnesa,  much 
may  be  ascribed  to  her  habitual  candor,  her  solitaij 
rearing  and  remoteness  from  the  world,  —  the  very  inno- 
cence of  her  soul,  and  the  warmth  of  heart  which  Italy 
gives  it«  daughters.  But  now  that  sublimity  of  thought 
and  purpose  which  pervaded  her  nature,  and  required 
only  circumstances  to  develop,  made  her  superior  to  all 
the  promptings  of  lore  itself.  Dreams  realized  which 
she  had  scarcely  dared  to  own;  Harley  free,  — Hariey  at 
her  feet; — all  the  woman  sbnggling  at  hei  heart,  man- 
tling in  hei  blushes,  still  stronger  than  love,  stronger 
than  the  joy  of  being  loved  again,  was  the  heroic  will 

—  will  to  save  him,  who  in  all  else  ruled  her  existence, 
from  the  eternal  degradation  to  which  passion  had  blinded 
his  own  confused  and  warring  spirit. 

Leaving  one  hand  in  his  impassioned  clasp,  as  be  still 
knelt  before  her,  she  raised  on  high  the  other.  "  Ah!  " 
she  said,  scarce  audibly,  — "ah!  if  Heaven  vouchsafe  ma 
the  proud  and  blissful  privilege  to  be  allied  to  your  fate, 
to  minister  to  yonr  happiness,  never  should  I  know  one 
fear  of  your  distrust.  Xotime,  no  change,  no  sorrow, — 
not  even  the  loss  of  your  affection  could  make  me  forfeit 
the  right  to  remember  that  yon  had  once  confided  to  me  a 
heart  so  noble.     But "  —  here  her  voice  rose  in  its  tone, 
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and  tlu  glow  fied  from  her  cke«k,  — "  but,  0  Thou,  the 
Ever  Preeent,  hear  and  noeive  the  solemn  row.  Tf  to 
Die  he  refuse  to  sacrifice  the  sin  that  would  debase  him, 
that  sin  be  the  barrier  between  us  evermore.  And  may 
my  life,  devoted  to  Thy  service,  ato&e  for  the  hour  in 
which  he  belied  the  nature  he  received  from  Thee. 
Harley,  release  me!  I  have  spoken:  firm  ae  yourself, 
I  leave  the  choice  to  you." 

"  You  judge  me  harshly,"  said  Harley,  rising,  with 
sullen  anger.  '  But  at  least  I  have  not  the  meanness 
to  sell  what  I  hold  as  justice,  thoi^h  the  bribe  may 
include  my  last  hope  of  happiness." 

'Meanness!  Oh,  unhappy,  beloved  Harley!"  ex- 
claimed Violaute,  witii  such  a  gush  of  exquisite 
reproachful  tenderness,  that  it  thrilled  him  as  the 
voice  of  the  parting  guardian  angel.  "Meanness! 
But  it  is  that  from  which  I  implore  you  to  save 
yourself.  You  cannot  Judge,  you  cannot  see.  You 
are  dark,  dark.  Lost  Cbristitui  that  you  are,  what 
worse  than  heathen  darkness  to  feign  the  friendship 
Uie  better  to  betray;  to  punish  falsehood  by  becoming 
yourself  so  false;  to  accept  the  confidence  even  of  your 
hittoreet  foe,  and  then  to  eink  below  his  own  level  in 
deceit!  And  oh!  —  worse,  worse  than  all  —  to  threaten 
that  a  son  —  son  of  the  woman  you  professed  to  love  — 
should  swell  your  vengeance  against  a  father.  No!  it 
was  not  you  that  said  this,  —  it  was  the  Fiendl " 

"Enough!"  exclaimed  Hailej,  startled,  conscience- 
stricken,  and  rushing  into  resentment  in  order  to  escape 
the  sense  of  shame.  "  Enough!  you  insult  the  man  you 
professed  to  honor. " 

"  I  honored  the  prototype  of  gentleness  and  valor.  I 
honorad  one  who  seemed  to  me  to  clothe  with  life  every 
grand  and  generous  image  that  is  bom  from  the  souls  of 
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poets.  Deatray  that  ideal ,  and  you  destroy  the  Harle j 
vbom  I  honored.  He  U  dead  to  me  forever.  I  will 
mourn  for  Mm  as  his  widow,  faithful  to  his  memory, — 
weeping  over  the  thought  of  what  he  was. "  Sobs  choked 
her  voice;  but  as  Harley,  once  more  melted,  sprang  for- 
ward to  regain  her  side,  she  escaped  with  a  yet  quicker 
movement,  gained  the  door,  and  darting  down  the  cor- 
ridor, vanished  from  his  Bight. 

Harley  stood  still  one  moment,  thoroughly  irreso- 
lute,— nay,  almost  subdued.  Then  sternness,  though 
leu  rigid  than  before,  gradually  came  to  his  brow. 
The  demon  had  still  its  hold  in  the  stubborn  and 
marvellous  pertinacity  with  which  the  man  clung  to 
all  that  once  struck  root  at  bis  heart.  WiQi  a  sudden 
impulse,  that  still  withheld  decision,  yet  spoke  of  sore- 
shaken  purpose,  be  Btrode  to  his  daak,  drew  &om  it 
Xora's  manuscript,  and  passed  from  his  room. 

Hailey  bad  meant  never  to  have  revealed  to  Andley 
the  secret  be  bad  gained,  until  the  moment  when 
revenge  was  consummated.  He  had  contemplated  no 
vain  lepioacb.  His  wrath  would  have  spoken  forth  in 
deeds,  and  then  a  word  would  have  sufficed  as  the  key 
to  all.  Willii^,  perhaps,  to  hail  some  edenuation  of 
perfidy,  though  tbe  possibili^  of  audi  extenuation  he 
had  never  before  admitted,  he  determined  on  the  inter- 
view wbiah  he  had  hitherto  so  obstinately  shunned,  and 
went  straight  to  the  room  in  which  Andley  Egerton  still 
■at  solitary  and  fearful. 
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CHAPTEB  : 


EaEBTON  heard  tho  well-known  step  adnncmg  neat  and 
nearer  up  the  corridor,  heard  the  door  open  and  recloae, 
and  he  felt,  bj  one  of  thoee  stmnge  and  unaccountable 
instincts  whioh  we  call  forebodings,  that  the  hour  he  had 
dreaded  for  eo  man^  secret  jean  had  come  at  last.  He 
nerved  hie  courage,  wiUidiew  his  hands  from  his  fat», 
and  rose  in  silence.  Ko  less  silent,  Harley  stood  before 
him.  The  two  men  gazed  on  each  other;  you  mi^t 
have  heard  their  breathing. 

"  You  have  seen  Mr.  Dale  t "  said  Egerton,  at  length. 
■  You  know  —  " 

"  All !  "  said  Harley ,  completing  the  arrested  sentence. 

Audley  drew  a  long  sigh.  "Be  it  so;  but  no,  Har- 
ley ;  you  deceive  yourself;  yon  cannot  know  all,  from 
any  one  living,  save  myself. " 

"My  knowledge  comes  from  the  dead,"  answered 
Harley,  and  the  fatal  memoir  dropped  from  hia  hand 
upon  the  table.  The  leaves  fell  wi^  a  dull,  low  sound, 
mournful  and  faint  ae  might  be  the  tread  of  a  ghost,  if 
the  tread  gave  soond.  They  fell,  those  still  confessions 
of  an  obscure,  uncomprehended  life,  amidst  letters  and 
documents  eloquent  of  the  strife  that  was  then  agitating 
millions,  the  fleeting,  turbulent  fears  and  hopea  that 
torture  parties  and  perplex  a  nation ;  the  stormy  business 
of  practical  public  life,  so  remote  from  individual  love 
and  individual  sorrow. 

Egerton's  eye  saw  them  fall.  The  room  was  bat 
partially  lighted.     At  the  distance  where  he  stood,  he 
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did  not  reco^iiie  the  cfaaiactera,  but  involnntarily  he 
sMverad,  and  involuntAnly  drew  near. 

"Hold  yet  avhile,"  said  Harley.  "I  produce  my 
charge,  and  then  I  leave  yon  to  dispute  the  only  vitness 
that  I  bring.  Audley  I^rton,  you  took  from  me  the 
giareet  tniat  one  man  can  confide  to  another.  You  knew 
how  I  loved  Leonora  Avenel.  I  was  forbidden  to  see 
and  urge  my  suit;  you  had  the  access  to  her  presence 
which  was  denied  to  myself.  I  prayed  you  to  remove 
scruples  that  I  deemed  too  generous,  and  to  woo  her,  not 
to  dishonor,  bnt  to  he  my  wife.    Was  it  sot    Anewer." 

"It  is  true,"  said  Audley,  his  hand  clenched  at  his 
heart. 

"Yon  sawherwhom  I  thus  loved,  —  her  thus  confided 
to  your  honor.     You  wooed  her  for  yourself.     Is  it  so  !  " 

"Harley,  I  deny  it  not.  Cease  here.  I  accept  the 
penalty^  I  resign  your  friendship;  I  quit  your  roof; 
I  submit  to  your  contempt;  I  dare  not  implore  your 
pardon.  Cease;  let  me  go  hence,  and  sooul  "  The 
strong  man  gasped  for  breatti. 

Harley  looked  at  him  steadfastly,  then  turned  away 
his  eyes,  and  went  on.  *  Nay,"  said  he,  "is  that  allI 
You  wooed  her  for  youreelf,  —  you  won  her.  Account 
to  me  for  that  life  which  yon  wrenched  from  mine. 
You  aro  silent.  I  will  take  on  myself  your  task;  yon 
took  that  life  and  destroyed  it." 

"Spare  me,  spare  mel  ** 

"  What  was  the  fate  of  her  who  seemed  so  fresh  from 
heaven  when  these  eyes  heheld  her  last?  A  broken 
heart,  a  dishonored  name,  an  early  doom,  a  forgotten 
gravestone. " 

"No,  no;  forgotten — no!" 

"Not  foi^tten!  Scarce  a  year  passed,  and  you  were 
married  to  another.     I  aided  you  to  form  those  nuptiala 
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which  aecuied  your  forttmM.  You  have  had  rank,  and 
power,  and  fame.  Peers  call  you  the  type  of  Englieh 
gentlemen.  Prieate  hold  you  as  a  model  of  Christian 
honor.  Strip  the  maah,  Audley  l^rton;  let  the  world 
know  you  for  what  you  are  I  " 

Egerton  raised  his  head,  and  folded  his  arms  cslmly; 
but  he  said ,  with  a  melancholy  humility , —  "  I  bear  all 
from  you;  it  is  just.     Say  on." 

"  You  took  from  me  the  heart  of  Nora  Avenel.  You 
abandoned  her,  — you  deatroyed.  And  her  memory  cost 
no  ahadow  over  your  daily  Bunshine;  while  over  my 
thoughts,  over  my  life,  —  oh,  Egerton  —  Audley,  Aud- 
ley—  how  could  you  have  deceived  me  thus!"  Here 
the  inherent  tenderness  under  all  this  bate — the  fount 
imbedded  under  the  hardeniiig  stone  -~  broka  out. 
Harley  was  ashamed  of  his  weakness,  and  hurried  on. 

"DeceiTed,  —  not  for  an  hour,  a  day,  but  through 
blighted  youth,  through  liatlees  manhood  you  suffered 
me  to  nurse  the  remorse  that  should  have  been  your 
own;  —  her  life  slain,  mine  wasted;  and  shall  neither 
of  us  have  revenge  I  " 

"Revenge!    Ah,  Harley,  you  have  had  it!" 

""So,  but  I  await  it!  Not  in  vain  from  the  chamel 
have  come  to  me  the  records  I  produce.  And  whom 
did  fate  select  to  discover  the  wrongs  of  the  mother t—> 
whom  appoint  ae  her  avenger  t  Your  son,  —  your  own 
son;  your  abandoned,  nameless  sonl " 

"  Son  —  son  I " 

"Whom  I  delivered  from  famine,  or  from  worse;  and 
who,  in  return,  has  given  into  my  hands  the  evidence 
which  proclaims  in  you  the  perjured  friend  of  Harley 
L'Estrange,  and  the  fraodulent  seducer,  under  mock 
marriage  forms, — worse  than  all  franker  ain,  — 'Of 
Leonora  Avenel." 
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"It  ia  taXae  —  blsel"  exclaimed  Egerton,  all  his 
BtAtelinesfl  and  all  bis  enei^  T«etored  to  him.  "I  for- 
bid you  to  speak  thus  to  me.  I  forbid  you  by  one  woid 
b)  sully  the  memory  of  my  lawful  wife." 

"Ah I  "  said  Horley,  startled,  "ah,  false]  prove  that, 
and  revenge  is  over!     Thank  Heaven!  " 

"Prove  it  I  What  so  easyl  And  wherefore  have  I 
delayed  the  proof ,  — wherefore  concealed,  but  from  ten- 
demesstoyoa;  dieod.too,  —  &  selfish  but  human  dread, 
—  to  lose  in  yon  the  sole  esteem  that  I  covet;  the  only 
mourner  who  would  have  ahed  one  tear  over  the  stone 
inscribed  with  some  lying  epitaph,  in  which  it  will 
suit  a  party  purpose  to  proclaim  the  gratitude  of  a 
nation.  Tain  hope!  I  resign  iti  But  you  spoke  (rf 
a  son.  Alas,  alaal  you  aro  again  deceived.  I  heard 
that  I  had  a  son, — years,  long  years  ago.  T  sought 
him,  and  found  a  grave.  But  bless  you,  Harley,  if 
you  succored  one  whom  you  even  erringly  suspect  to 
be  Leonora's  childl "  He  stretched  forth  Ms  hands  as 
he  spoke. 

"Of  your  son  we  will  speak  later,"  said  Harley, 
strangely  softened.  "But  before  I  say  more  of  him,  let 
me  ask  you  to  explain,' — let  me  hope  that  yon  can 
extenuate  what  —  " 

"Yon  are  right,"  interrupted  Egerton,  with  ec^er 
quickness.  "Ton  would  know  from  my  own  lips  at 
last  the  plain  tale  of  my  own  offence  againat  you.  It  is 
due  to  both.    FatienUy  hear  me  out." 

Then  £gerton  told  all ,  —  hia  own  love  for  Nora ;  his 
struggles  against  what  he  felt  as  treason  to  his  friend; 
his  sndden  discovery  of  Nora'a  love  for  him ;  —  on  that 
discovery,  the  overthrow  of  all  his  resolutions;  their 
secret  marriage;  their  separation;  N'ora'a  flight,  to 
which  Andley  atill  assigned  but  her  groundless  vi^oe 
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•ospicion  tlutt  their  napti&lB  had  not  been  legal,  and 
her  impatience  of  hie  own  delay  in  acknowledging 
the  rite. 

His  listener  int«mipt«d  him  here  with  a  few  qoea- 
tione;  the  clear  and  prompt  replies  to  which  enabled 
Harley  to  detect  Levy's  plausible  peiTersion  of  the 
facts ;  and  he  vaguely  gneased  the  cause  of  the  usurer's 
falsehood,  in  the  criminal  peaaion  which  the  ill-fated 
bride  had  inspiTsd. 

"Egerton,"  said  Horley,  stifling  with  an  effort  his 
own  wrath  against  the  rile  deceirer  both  of  wife  and 
husband,  "if,  on  reading  those  papers,  jou  find  that 
Leonora  had  more  excuse  for  her  suspicions  and  flight 
than  you  now  deem,  and  discover  perfidy  in  one  to  whom 
you  ^aat«d  yoni  secret,  leave  his  punishment  to  Heaven. 
All  that  you  say  oonvioces  me  more  and  more  that  we 
cannot  even  see  through  the  cloud,  much  less  guide  the 
tfmnderbolt.     But  proceed." 

Audley  looked  surprised  and  startled,  and  Mb  eye 
turned  wistfully  towards  the  papers  j  but  after  a  short 
pause  he  continued  his  recital.  He  came  to  Ifora's 
unexpected  return  to  her  father's  house;  her  death;  hie 
conquest  of  his  own  grief,  that  he  might  spare  Harley 
the  aloTipt  shock  of  learning  her  decease.  He  had  torn 
himself  from  the  dead,  in  remorseful  sympathy  with  the 
living.  He  epoke  of  Harley'a  illnase,  so  nearly  fatal ; 
repeated  Harley'a  jealous  words,  "that  he  would  rather 
mourn  Nora's  death,  than  take  comfort  from  the  thought 
that  she  had  lovad  another."  He  spoke  of  his  journey 
to  the  village  where  Mr.  Dale  had  told  him  Nora's  child 
was  placed,  "and,  hearing  that  child  and  mother  wen 
alike  gone,  whom  now  could  I  right  1^  acknowledging 
a  bond  that  I  feared  would  so  wring  your  heart!" 
Audley  again  paused  a  moment,  and  resumed  in  ahwt. 
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neiTOHB,  impreaBive  senteiioes.  This  cold,  austere  man 
of  tiie  world  for  the  firet  time  bared  im  heart,  —  oocon- 
Bcions,  perhaps,  that  he  did  so,  unconscious  that  he 
tqvMled  how  deeply,  amidst  state  cares  and  public 
distiBctions,  he  had  felt  the  absence  of  affections;  how 
mechanical  was  that  outer  circle  in  the  folds  of  life 
which  is  called  *  a  career; "  how  vslueless  wealth  had 
grown, —  none  to  inherit  it.  Of  his  gnawing  and  pro- 
gressive disease  alone  he  did  not  speak ;  he  was  too  proud 
and  too  masculine  to  appeal  to  pitj  for  physical  ills. 
He  reminded  Harle;  how  often,  how  eagerly,  year  after 
year,  mouth  after  month,  he  had  urged  his  friend  to 
rouse  himself  from  mournful  dreams,  devote  his  native 
powers  to  his  country,  or  seek  the  surer  felicity  of  do- 
mestic ties.  "Selfish  in  these  attempts  I  might  be," 
said  Egerton;  "  it  was  only  if  I  saw  you  restored  to  hap- 
piness that  I  could  believe  yon  could  calmly  hear  my 
explanation  of  the  past,  and  on  the  floor  of  some  happy 
home  grant  me  your  forgiveness.  I  longed  to  confess, 
and  I  daied  not.  Often  have  the  words  rushed  to  my 
lips, —  as  often  some  chance  sentence  from  you  repelled 
me.  In  a  word,  with  you  were  so  entwined  all  the 
thoughts  and  affections  of  my  youth  —  even  those  that 
haunt«d  the  grave  of  Kora — that  I  could  not  bear  to 
resign  your  friendship,  and,  surrounded  by  the  esteem 
and  honor  of  a  world  I  cared  not  for,  to  meet  the  con- 
tempt of  your  reproachful  eye." 

Amidst  all  that  Audley  said — amidst  all  that  ad' 
mitted  of  no  excuse  —  two  predominant  sentiments  stood 
clear,  in  unmistakable  and  touching  pathos.  Bemorse- 
fol  regret  for  the  lost  Kora,  and  self -accusing,  earnest, 
almoet  feminine  tenderness  for  the  friend  be  had  de- 
ceived. Thus,  as  he  continued  to  speak,  Harley  more 
and  more  forgot  even  the  remembrance  of  his  own  guilty 
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and  terrible  inteiral  of  hate;  the  gulf  that  had  eo  darkly 
yawned  between  the  two  closed  up,  learing  them  still 
standing,  side  by  side,  as  in  their  schoolboy  days.  But 
he  remained  silent,  listening,  shading  his  face  from 
Audley,  and  as  if  under  some  soft  but  enthralling  spelt, 
till  Egerton  thus  closed, — 

"  And  now,  Harley,  all  is  told.  Ton  spoke  of 
revenge  t " 

"  Revenge  t"  muttered  Harley,  starting. 

"  And  believe  me,"  continued  I^rton,  "were  revenge 
in  your  power,  I  should  rejoice  at  it  as  an  atonement. 
To  receive  an  injury  in  return  for  that  which,  first 
from  youthful  passion,  and  afterwards  from  the  infiimity 
of  purpose  that  concealed  the  wrong,  I  have  inflicted 
upon  you, —  why,  that  would  soothe  my  conscience,  and 
raise  my  lost  self-esteem.  The  sole  revenge  you  can 
bestow  takes  the  form  which  most  humiliat«a  me, — to 
revenge  is  to  pardon." 

Harley  groaned;  and  still  hidii^  his  face  with  one 
hand,  stretched  forth  the  other,  but  rather  with  the  air 
of  one  who  entreats  than  who  accords  foi^venesB.  Aud- 
ley took  and  pressed  the  hand  thus  extended. 

"  And  now,  Harley,  farewell.  With  Ute  dawn  I  leave 
this  house.  I  cannot  now  accept  your  aid  in  this  elec- 
tion. Levy  shall  announce  my  resignation.  Bandol 
Leslie,  if  you  so  please  it,  may  be  returned  in  my  stead. 
He  has  abilities  which,  under  safe  guidance,  may  serve 
his  country;  and  I  have  no  right  to  reject,  from  vain 
pride,  whatever  will  promote  the  career  of  one  whom  I 
undertook,  and  have  failed  to  serve." 

'Ay.  ay,"  muttered  Harley;  "think  not  of  TtAnd»l 
Leslie;  think  but  of  your  eon." 

"  My  eon  I  But  are  you  sure  that  he  etill  lives  f 
Ton  smile;  you  —  you  — oh,  Harley,  I  took  from  yoo 
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the  mother,  —  give  to  me  the  boh  ;  break  toy  heait  with 
gratitude.     Your  revenge  is  found  I  " 

Lord  L'Estiange  roee  with  a  sudden  start  i  gazed  on 
Audley  for  a  moment,  —  ineeolute,  not  from  reaentment, 
but  from  ahame.  At  that  moment  be  was  tiie  man 
humbled;  he  was  the  man  who  feared  reproach,  and 
who  needed  pardon.  Audley,  not  divining  what  wa« 
thus  passing  in  Harley'a  breast,  turned  away. 

"  You  think  that  I  ask  too  much ;  and  yet  all  that  I 
can  give  to  the  child  of  my  love  and  the  heir  of  my 
name,  ie  the  worthless  blessing  of  a  ruined  man.  Har- 
ley,  I  say  no  more.  I  dare  not  add,  'Tou  too  loved  his 
mother!  and  with  a  deeper  and  a  nobler  love  than 
mine.' "  He  stopped  short,  and  Harley  flung  himself 
on  hie  breast. 

■  Me — me  —  pardon  me,  Audleyl  Your  offence  baa 
been  slight  to  mine.  You  have  told  me  your  offence ; 
never  can  I  name  to  you  my  own.  Bejoioe  that  we 
have  both  to  exchange  forgiveness,  and  in  that  exchange 
we  are  equal  still,  Audley, —  brothers  still.  Look  up  — 
look  up;  think  that  we  are  boys  now  as  we  were  once,— 
boye  who  have  had  their  wild  quarrel,  and  who,  the  mo- 
ment it  ia  over,  feel  dearer  to  each  other  than  before." 

"Oh,  Harley,  this  w  revenge  I  It  strikes  home," 
murmured  Egerton, — 'and  tears  gushed  taet  from  eyea 
that  could  have  gazed  unwinking  on  the  rack.  The 
dock  struck;  Harley  sprang  forward. 

"I  have  time  yet,"  be  cried;  'much  to  do  and  to 
nndo.  You  are  saved  from  tiie  giaep  of  Levy;  your 
election  will  be  won;  your  fortunes  in  much  may  be 
restored ;  you  have  before  you  honors  not  yet  achieved ; 
your  career,  as  yet,  is  scarce  begun ;  your  son  will  em- 
brace you  to-morrow.  Let  me  go, — your  hand  agaiol 
Ah,  Audley,  we  shall  be  so  happy  yetl " 
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'  Thbbb  is  a  hitch,"  said  Dick,  pithily,  when  Kand&l 
joined  him  in  the  oak  copee  at  ten  o'clock.  "  Life  is 
full  of  hitches."  - 

Randal.  —  "  The  art  of  life  is  to  smooth  tham  away. 
What  hitch  is  this,  my  dear  Avenel?" 

Dick.  — "  Leonard  has  taken  huff  at  certain  ezpres- 
sions  of  Lord  L'Estrange'a  at  the  nomination  to-day, 
and  talks  of  retiring  from  the  contest." 

Rakdai.  (with  secret  glee).  — "  But  hie  resignation 
would  smooth  a  hitch,  —  not  create  one.  The  votes 
promised  to  him  would  thus  be  freed,  and  go  to  —  " 

Dick.  —"  The  Right  Honorable  Red-Tapist." 

Raiidal.  —  "  Are  you  serious )  " 

Dick.  — "As  an  undertaker!  The  fact  is,  there  ai« 
two  parties  among  the  Yellows  as  there  are  in  the 
Church,  —  High  Yellow  and  Low  Yellow,  Leonard 
has  made  great  way  with  the  High  Yellows,  and  has 
more  influence  with  them  than  I;  and  the  High  Yel- 
lows infinitely  preferred  Egerton  to  yourself.  They 
Bay,  '  Politics  apart,  he  would  be  an  honor  to  the  bor- 
ough.' Leonard  is  of  the  same  opinion;  and  if  he 
retires,  I  don't  think  I  could  coax  either  him  or 
the  Highflyers  to  make  you  any  the  better  by  bis 
resignation." 

Raitdai,. — "But  enrely  your  nephew's  sense  of 
gratitude  to  you  would  induce  him  not  to  go  agsinBt 
your  wishes ! " 

Dick. — "Unluckily,  the  gratitude  is  all  the  other 
vr&j.     It  is  I  who  am  under  obligations  to  him,  —  not 
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he  to  me.  Am  for  Lord  L'E^atraiige ,  I  can't  make  Iiead 
or  tail  of  hie  real  intentioiiB>  and  why  he  sbould  hare 
attacked  Leonard  in  that  way,  pnzzlea  me  moie  than 
all,  for  he  wished  Leonard  to  stand.  And  Lev?  has 
privately  informed  me  that,  in  epite  of  mj  lard's  friend- 
ship for  the  Bight  Honorable,  yon  are  the  man  he  desires 
to  secure." 

Bajidal.  —  "He  has  certainly  shown  that  desite 
throughout  the  whole  canvees." 

Dick.  —  "I  suspect  that  the  boiong^-mongere  have 
got  a  seat  for  Egerton  elsewhere;  or,  periiaps,  shoold 
his  party  come  in  again,  he  ia  to  he  pitchforked  into 
the  Upper  House." 

Bamdal  (smiling).  —  "Ah,  Avenel,  yon  are  so 
shrewd;  you  see  through  everything.  I  will  also  add, 
that  Egerton  wants  some  short  respite  from  public  life 
in  order  to  nurse  his  health  and  attend  to  hia  afikirs, 
otherwise  I  could  not  even  contemplate  the  chance  of 
the  electors  preferring  me  to  him  without  a  pang." 

Dice.  —  "Pang I  —  staff — conaiderable.  The  oak 
trees  don't  hear  tisl  Yon  want  to  come  into  Parlia- 
ment, and  no  mistake.  If  I  am  the  man  to  retire,— 
as- 1  always  proposed,  and  had  got  Leonard  to  agree  to, 
befon  this  confoonded  epeech  of  L'Estrange's,  —  come 
into  Parliament  you  will,  for  the  Low  Yellows  I  can 
twist  round  my  finger,  provided  the  High  Yellows  will 
not  interfere;  in  short,  I  could  (zanafor  to  you  votes 
promised  to  me,  bat  I  can't  answer  for  those  promised 
to  Leonard.  Levy  tells  me  you  are  to  marry  a  rich  girl, 
and  will  have  lote  of  money;  bo,  of  course,  you  will  pay 
my  ezpensee  if  you  come  in  throngh  my  votes." 

Bavdal.  —  "My  dear  Avenel, certainly  I  will." 

Dick. — "And  I  have  two  private  bills  I  wast  to 
smuggle  through  Parliament." 
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Rajtiiaii.- — "They  shall  be  smu^^led,  n\j  on  it. 
Ml.  F&iifield  being  on  one  side  of  the  Houae,  and  I 
on  the  othei,  we  two  coidd  prevent  all  unpleaflant 
opposition.  Private  bills  aie  easily  managed,  —  with 
that  tact  which  I  flatter  myself  I  posaees." 

Dice. —  "And  when  the  bills  an  through  the  House, 
and  yoa  have  had  time  to  look  abont  you,  I  daresay 
you  will  see  that  no  man  can  go  against  public  opinion, 
unless  he  wants  to  knock  his  own  head  against  a  stone 
wall;  and  that  public  opinion  is  decidedly  Yellow." 

Baitdai.  (with  oandor).  —  "I  cannot  deny  that  public 
opinion  is  Yellow ;  and,  at  my  age,  it  is  natural  that  I 
should  not  commit  myself  to  the  policy  of  a  fenner 
generation.  Blue  is  faet  wearing  out.  But  to  letum 
to  Mr.  Fairfield, — you  do  not  speak  as  if  you  had  no 
liope  of  keeping  him  straight  to  wiist  I  understand  to 
be  his  ^reement  with  yourself.  Surely  hia  honor  is 
engaged  to  it ! " 

Dick.  — "I  don't  know  as  to  honor;  but  be  has  now 
taken  a  fancy  to  public  life,  —  at  least  so  he  said,  no 
later  than  this  morning  before  we  went  into  the  ball,  — 
and  I  tmat  that  matters  will  come  right.  Indeed,  I  left 
him  with  Parson  Dale,  who  promised  me  that  he  would 
use  all  his  best  exertions  to  reconcile  Leonard  and  my 
lord,  and  Uut  Leonard  should  do  nothing  hastily." 

SiAXDAL.  —  "But  why  should  Mr.  Fairfield  retire 
because  Lord  L'Eatiange  wounds  his  feelings  t  I  am 
sure  Mr.  Fairfield  has  wounded  mine,  but  that  does  not 
make  me  think  of  letiring." 

Dios.  —  "  Oh,  Leonard  is  a  poet,  and  poets  are  quite 
as  crotchety  as  L'Eatrange  said  they  were.  And  Leonard 
is  under  obligations  to  Lord  L'Estrange,  and  thought  that 
Lord  L'Elstrange  was  pleased  by  his  standing:  whenas 
now  —  in  short,  it  is  all  Greek  to  me,  except  that  L«qd- 
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aid  hu  moimted  hie  high  horse,  and  if  that  thioTS  him, 
I  am  afnid  it  will  throw  you.  But  still,  I  have  great 
confidence  in  Panon  Dale,  —  a  good  fallow,  who  haa 
much  infinence  with  Leonard.  And  Aongh  I  thought 
it  right  to  be  above-boaid,  and  let  you  know  when  tha 
danger  lies,  yet  one  thing  I  can  promise,  —  if  I  resign, 
yon  shall  come  in;  so  shake  hands  on  it." 

Randai^  —  "  Uy  dear  Avenel  I  And  your  wish  is  to 
resign  t" 

DioK.  —  "Certainly.  I  should  do  so  a  little  time 
after  noon,  contriving  to  be  below  Leonard  on  the  poll. 
Ton  know  Emanuel  Tront,  the  capt<un  of  the  Hundred 
and  Pif^  '  Waiters  on  Providence,'  aa  they  are  called  t" 

Randal.  — "To  be  sure  I  do," 

DiOK.-^  "When  Emanuel  Trout  comea  into  the  booth, 
you  will  know  how  the  election  tuma.  Aa  he  votes,  all 
the  Hundred  and  Fifty  will  vote.  Now  I  mnat  go  back. 
Qood-night.  You  '11  not  forget  tiiat  my  expenaea  are  to 
be  paid.  Point  of  honor.  Still,  if  they  are  not  paid, 
the  election  can  be  upoet,  —  petition  for  bribery  and  cor- 
ruption; and  if  they  are  paid,  why  Lanamere  may  be 
your  seat  for  life." 

Randal.  —  "  Your  expenaes  shall  be  paid  the  moment 
my  marriage  gives  me  the  means  to  pay  them,^aiid  that 
must  be  very  soon. " 

Dick.  —  "  So  Levy  says.  And  my  little  Jobs,  —  the 
private  hills  I " 

Randal.  —  "Consider  the  bills  pasaed  and  the  jobs 
done." 

DiOK.  —  "And  one  must  not  forget  one's  country. 
One  must  do  the  best  one  can  for  one'a  principles. 
I^rton  ia  infernally  Blue.  You  allow  public  opin- 
ion—  is—" 

Randai»  —  '  Yellow,     Not  a  doubt  of  it. " 

TObltL— 80 
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Dick.  —  "Good-night     Ha  —  ha — hnmbng,  eh)" 

Randal.  —  "  Hiunhog !  Between  men  like  ns,  —  oh, 
no.     Good-night,  my  dear  friend,  —  I  rely  on  you." 

DioK. — "Yes;  bat  mind,  I  piomiee  nothing,  if 
Leonard  Fairfield  does  not  etand." 

Bakdal.  —  "  He  maat  stand ;  keep  him  to  it.  Yodt 
afiaira;  your  buainesB;  your  mill  —  " 

Dick  —  "Very  true.  He  mtut  stand.  I  have  great 
faith  in  Parson  Dale." 

Randal  glided  back  thiough  the  Park.  When  he 
came  on  ihs  terrace,  he  suddenly  encoontered  Lord 
L'Estrange.  "I  have  juat  been  privately  into  the 
town,  my  dear  lord,  and  heard  a  strange  rumor,  that 
Mr.  Fairfield  was  bo  annoyed  by  some  remarks  in  your 
loidship's  admirable  speech,  that  he  talks  of  retiring 
from  the  contest.  That  would  give  a  new  feature  to 
the  election,  and  perplex  all  our  calculations.  And  I 
fear,  in  that  caae,  there  might  be  some  secret  coalition 
between  Avenel's  friends  and  our  Committee,  whom,  I 
am  told,  I  displeased  by  the  moderate  speech  which 
your  lordship  so  eloquently  defended,  —  a  ooalition 
by  which  Avenel  would  come  in  with  Mr.  Egerton; 
whereas,  if  we  all  four  stand,  Mr.  Egerton,  I  presume, 
will  be  quite  safe ;  and  I  certainly  think  I  have  an  excel- 
lent chance." 

LoKO  L'EsTBANOE.  — "  So  Mr.  Fairfield  will  retire 
in  consequence  of  my  remarkBl  I  am  going  into  the 
town,  and  I  intend  to  apologize  for  those  nmarks,  and 
retract  them." 

Randal  (joyously).  — "Noble I " 

Lord  L'Estrange  looked  at  Leslie's  face,  uptm  which 
the  stare  gleamed  palely.  "Mi.  Egerton  has  thooght 
more  of  your  success  than  of  his  own,"  said  he,  gravely, 
and  hurried  oa. 
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Randal  continued  on  the  terrace.  Perhaps  Harlem's 
last  words  gave  him  a  twinge  of  compunction.  His  head 
sank  miuingly  on  hie  breast,  and  he  paced  to  and  fro  the 
long  gravel  walk,  summoning  np  all  bis  intellect  to  reBiet 
every  temptation  to  what  could  injure  his  self-inteiest. 

"Skulking  knavel"  muttered  Harley.  "At  least 
there  will  be  nothing  to  repent,  if  I  can  do  jostice 
on  him.  That  is  not  revenge.  Come,  that  must  be 
fair  retribation.  Besides,  how  else  can  I  deliver  Vio- 
lantoT"  He  laughed  gayly,  hie  heart  was  so  light;  and 
his  foot  bounded  on  as  fleet  as  the  deer  that  hs  startled 
amongst  the  fern. 

A  few  yards  from  the  turnstile,  he  overtook  Richard 
Avenel,  di^uised  in  a  rough  great<x>at  and  spectacles. 
Kevertheless,  Harley's  eye  detected  the  Yellow  candi* 
date  at  the  first  glance.  He  caught  Dick  familiarly  by 
the  arm.  "Well  met, — I  was  going  to  you.  We  have 
the  election  to  settle." 

"  On  the  terms  I  mentioned  to  your  lordship  I "  said 
Dick,  startled,  "I  will  agree  to  return  one  of  your  can- 
didates ;  but  it  must  not  be  Audley  Egerton. "  Harley 
whispered  close  in  Avenel' s  ear. 

Avenel  ntteted  an  exclamation  of  amazement  The 
two  gentlemen  walked  on  rapidly,  and  conversing  with 
great  eagerness. 

"Certainly,"  said  Avenel,  at  length  stopping  short, 
"one  would  do  a  great  deal  to  serve  a  family  connec- 
tion , — and  a  connection  that  does  a  man  so  much  credit ; 
and  bow  can  one  go  against  one's  own  brother-ii)-lawT — ■ 
a  gentleman  of  such  high  standing ;  pull  up  the  whole 
farailyl  How  pleased  Mrs.  Richard  Aveuel  will  bel 
Why  the  devil  did  not  I  know  it  beforel  And  poor — 
dear — dear  Nora.  Ah^  that  she  were  livingl"  Dick's 
voice  trembled. 
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"  Her  name  will  be  righted ;  and  I  will  expltin  why 
it  was  mj  fault  that  I^rtoii  did  not  before  acknowl- 
edge his  m&mage,  and  oUim  you  aa  a  bother.  Come, 
then,  it  ia  all  fixed  and  settled. " 

"So,  my  lord;  I  am  pledged  the  other  way.  I  don't 
see  bow  I  can  get  off  my  word  —  to  Randal  Leslie.  I  'in 
not  over  nice,  nor  what  is  called  Quixotic,  hut  atill  my 
word  is  given,  that  if  I  retire  from  the  election,  I  will 
do  my  beet  to  return  Leslie  instead  of  Egerton." 

"I  know  that  through  Baron  Ijevy.  But  if  your 
nephew  retiree  t" 

"Oh,  that  would  solve  all  difBculties.  But  the  poor 
haj  has  now  a  wish  to  come  into  Parliament;  and  he  has 
done  me  a  service  in  the  hour  of  need. " 

"  Leave  it  to  me.  And  as  to  Bandal  Leslie,  he  shall 
have  an  occasion  himself  to  aoquit  you  and  redeem  him- 
self; and  happy,  indeed,  will  it  be  for  him  if  he  has  yet 
one  spark  of  gratitude,  or  one  particle  of  honor." 

The  two  continued  to  converse  for  a  few  moments  — 
Dick  seeming  to  forget  the  election  itself,  and  ask  ques- 
tions of  more  interest  to  his  heart,  which  Harley  an- 
swered so  that  Dick  wrung  L'Eatrange'a  hand  with  great 
emotion,  and  muttered,  "Aly  poor  motherl  I  under- 
stand now  why  she  would  never  talk  to  me  of  Nora. 
When  may  I  tell  her  the  truth  1" 

"To-morrow  evening,  after  the  election,  E^rton  shall 
embrace  you  all." 

IKck  started,  and  saying,  "See  Leonaid  as  soon  is 
yon  can;  there  is  no  time  to  lose,"  plunged  into  a  lane 
that  led  towards  the  obscurer  recesses  of  the  town.  Har- 
ley continued  his  way  with  the  same  light,  elastic  tread 
which  (lost  during  bis  abnegation  of  his  own  nature)  was 
now  restored  to  the  foot,  that  seemed  loath  to  leave  a 
^nt  upon  the  mire. 
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At  ttie  comroencement  of  the  Higb  Street  he  enconn- 
tand  Mr.  Dale  and  Fairfield  walking  slovly  ann-in- 

Habi.«T.— "Leonard,  I  was  Doming  to  you.  Give 
me  your  hand.  Forget  for  the  present  the  wotda  that 
JTUtly  Btnng  and  ofiended  yon.  I  will  do  more  than 
apologize,  —  I  will  repair  the  wroi^.  Ezcuae  me,  Mr. 
Dale,  —  I  have  one  word  to  say  in  private  to  Leonard. " 
He  drew  Fairfield  aside. 

"Avenel  telle  me  that  if  you  were  to  retin  from 
this  oonteat,  it  would  be  a  eacrifioe  of  inclinatitm.  Is 
itaoT' 

"  My  lord,  I  have  BorrovB  that  I  would  fain  foiget; 
and,  though  I  at  first  shmnk  from  the  strife  in  which 
I  have  been  Bince  eng^d,  yet  now  a  literary  career 
seems  to  me  to  have  lost  its  old  oharmj  and  I  find 
tiiat  in  public  life  there  is  a  distraction  to  the  thoughts 
which  embitter  solitude,  that  books  foil  to  bestow. 
Therefore,  if  yon  still  wish  me  to  continne  this  con- 
test, though  I  know  not  your  motive,  it  will  not  be  as 
it  was  to  be^n  it,  —  a  reluctant  and  a  painful  obedience 
to  your  request." 

"I  andetstand.  It  was  a  sacrifice  of  inclination  to 
b^n  the  contest  j  it  would  be  now  a  sacrifice  of 
inclination  to  withdraw!" 

"Honeetly, — yes,  my  lord." 

"I  rejoice  to  hear  it,  for  I  ask  that  sacrifice;  a  sac- 
rifice which  you  will  recall  hereafter  with  delight  and 
pride;  a  sacrifice  sweeter,  if  I  read  your  nature  aright, 
— oh,  sweeter  far,  than  all  which  commonplace  ambi- 
tion oould  bestow!  And  when  you  learn  why  I  make 
this  demand,  you  will  say, '  This,  indeed,  is  reparation 
far  the  words  that  wounded  my  affections,  and  wrraiged 
my  heart. ' " 
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"My  loid,  my  lord!"  ezoUimed  I^eonard,  "  U» 
iqjuiy  is  repaired  already.  You  give  me  back  yoni 
eateem,  when  you  so  well  anticipate  my  ansret.  Your 
esteem! — life  amilea  again.  I  caa  return  to  my  mora 
Intimate  career  without  a  sigh.  I  have  no  need  of 
distraction  from  thought  now.  You  will  believe  that, 
whatever  my  past  presumption,  I  can  piay  sincerely  for 
your  happiness." 

'Poet!  you  adorn  youi  career;  you  fulfil  your  mia- 
eion,  even  at  this  moment;  you  beautify  the  world;  you 
give  to  die  harah  form  of  Duty  the  ceatua  of  the  Gncee," 
said  Harley,  trying  to  force  a  smile  to  hia  quiTering  lipe. 
"But  we  must  hasten  back  to  the  prose  of  existence.  I 
accept  your  sacrifice.  As  for  the  time  and  mode  I  must 
select,  in  order  to  insure  it^  result,  I  will  ask  you  to 
abide  by  such  inatructiona  as  I  shall  have  occasion  to 
convey  through  your  uncle.  Till  then,  no  word  <^  youi 
intentions,  —  not  even  to  Mr.  Dale.  Forgive  me  if  I 
would  rather  secure  Mr.  Egerton's  election  than  youia. 
Let  that  explanation  suffice  for  the  present.  What  think 
you,  by  the  way,  of  Audley  Egertont " 

"I  thought  when  I  heard  him  speak,  and  when  he 
closed  with  those  touching  words,  —  implying  that  he 
left  all  of  hia  life  not  devoted  to  his  country,  '  to  the  char- 
i^  of  hia  friends,'  —  how  proudly ,  even  as  hia  opponent, 
I  could  have  clasped  hie  hand;  and  if  he  had  wronged 
me  in  private  life,  I  should  have  thought  it  ingratitude 
to  the  country  he  had  ao  served,  to  remember  the  offence." 

Harley  turned  away  abruptly,  and  joined  Mr.  Dale. 

"  Leave  Leonard  to  go  home  by  himself;  you  see  that 
I  have  healed  whatever  wounda  I  inflicted  on  him." 

Faiuov.  — "  And  your  bettor  nature  thus  awakened, 
I  trust,  my  dear  lord,  that  you  have  altogether  aban- 
doned the  idea  of  —  " 
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Haslkt.  —  "  Revenge  t  —  Ko.  And  if  you  do  not 
approre  that  rerenge  to-monow,  I  will  never  reet  till 
I  hare  seen  you  —  a  bishop  I " 

Ub.  Daia  (much  shocked) . — "  ATy  lord ,  for  shame  I  " 

HutLs;  (serioualy). — "My  levity  is  but  lip-deep, 
mj  dear  Mr.  Dale.  But  sometimes  the  froth  on  the 
wave  shows  the  change  in  the  tide." 

The  PaTBon  looked  at  him  earnestly,  and  then  seized 
him  by  both  hands  with  holy  gladneea  and  affection. 

"Return  to  the  Park  now,"  said  Harley,  smiling, 
"and  tell  Violante,  if  it  be  not  too  late  to  see  her,  Uiat 
she  was  even  more  eloquent  than  you. " 

Loid  L'Estrange  bounded  forward. 

Mr.  Dale  walked  back  through  the  Park  to  Lannnere 
House.  On  the  temce  he  found  Bandal,  who  was  still 
pacing  to  and  fro,  sometimes  in  the  atarlight,  sometimes 
in  the  shadow. 

Leslie  looked  up,  and  seeing  Mr.  Dale,  the  close 
astnteneBB  of  his  aspect  returned;  and  stepping  out  of 
the  starlight  deep  into  the  shadow,  he  said,  — 

"  I  was  sorry  to  learn  that  Mr.  Fairfield  had  been  so 
hurt  by  Lord  L'Estrange'a  severe  allusions.  Pity  that 
political  differences  should  interfere  with  private  biend- 
shipe;  but  I  hear  that  you  have  been  to  Mr.  Fairlleld, 
—  and,  doubtless,  as  the  peacemaker.  Perhaps  you  met 
Loid  L'Eatrange  by  the  way  I  He  promised  me  Uiat  he 
would  apologize  and  retract. " 

"  Good  young  man,"  said  the  uneaapecting  Faison, 
"he  has  done  ao." 

"  And  Mr.  Leonard  Fairfield  will,  therefore,  I  pn* 
sume,  continue  the  contest  f" 

"Contest,  —  ah,  this  election  I  I  suppose  so,  of 
course.  Bat  1  grieve  that  he  should  stand  against  yoO) 
who  seem  to  be  disposed  towaida  him  so  kindly. " 
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'  Oh,"  said  Kutdal,  with  a  benoToIent  Bmile,  *  wa 
have  fought  before,  you  know,  mid  I  beat  him  theo.  I 
may  do  so  t^ain  I " 

And  he  walked  into  the  house,  ann-in-ann  with  the 
Panon.  Mr.  Date  aougbt  Violanta,  —  Leelie  retired  to 
his  own  room,  and  felt  hie  election  was  secured. 

Lord  L'Estrange  had  gained  the  thick  of  the  streets, 
—  passing  groups  of  roaring  enthusiasts,  Blue  and  Yel- 
low; DOW  met  with  a  cheer;  now  followed  by  a  groan. 
Just  by  a  public-house  that  formed  the  angle  of  a  lane 
witik  the  High  Street,  and  which  was  all  a*bla£e  with 
light,  and  all  alive  with  clamor,  he  beheld  the  graceful 
Baion  leaning  against  the  threshold,  amoking  his  cigar, 
too  refined  to  associate  its  divine  vapor  with  the  wreaths 
of  efaag  within,  and  chatting  agreeably  with  a  knot  of 
females,  who  were  either  attracted  by  the  general  excite- 
ment, or  waiting  to  see  hnsband,  brother,  father,  or  son, 
who  were  now  joining  in  the  chorus  of  "  Blue  foteverl  " 
that  rang  from  tap-room  to  attic  of  the  illumined  hos- 
telry. Levy,  seeing  Lord  L'Estnnge,  withdrew  his 
cigar  from  his  lips,  and  hastened  to  join  him.  "  All 
the  Hundred  and  Fifty  are  in  tliei«,"  said  the  Baion, 
with  a  backward  significant  jerk  of  his  thumb  towards 
the  inn.  *  I  have  seen  them  all  privately,  ia  tens  at  a 
time;  and  I  hare  been  telling  the  ladies  without,  tiiat 
it  will  be  best  for  the  interest  of  their  families  to  go 
home,  and  let  us  look  up  the  Himdted  and  Fifty  safe 
from  the  Tellows,  till  we  bring  them  to  the  poll.  Bat 
I  am  afraid,"  continued  Levy,  "  that  tlie  rascals  are  not 
to  be  relied  upon  unless  I  actually  pay  &em  beforehand; 
and  that  would  be  disreputable,  immoral,  —  and,  what  is 
more,  it  would  upset  the  election.  Besides,  if  they  are 
paid  beforehand,  query ,  is  it  quite  sore  how  they  will 
vote  afterwards  1" 
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"Mr.  Ayeael,  I  duesay,  can  manage  them,"  Raid 
Harley.  '  Piay  do  nothing  immoral,  and  nothing  that 
will  upaet  the  election.  I  think  you  might  as  well  go 
home." 

"Home I  No,  poidon  me,  my  lord;  there  must  be 
some  head  to  direct  the  Committee,  and  keep  our  cap- 
tains at  their  poBta  upon  the  doubtful  electors.  A  gnat 
deal  of  mischief  may  he  done  between  this  and  the 
morrow;  and  I  would  ait  up  all  night — ay,  six  nighta 
a-week  for  the  next  three  monUis— to  prevent  any 
awkward  mistake  by  which  Audley  I^ertoa  can  be 


"  Hie  tetum  would  really  grieve  you  bo  muchi "  said 
HarUy. 

"  You  may  judge  of  that  by  the  zeal  with  which  I 
enter  into  all  your  designs." 

Here  there  was  a  sudden  and  wondroualy  loud  shout 
from  another  inn,  —  a  Yellow  inn,  far  down  the  lane,  not 
BO  luminous  as  Uie  Blue  hostelry;  on  the  contrary,  look- 
ing rather  dark  and  sinister,  more  like  a  place  for  con- 
spirators or  felons  than  honest  independent  electors.  — 
'  Avenel  forever  I  — ■  Avenel  and  the  Yellows  I " 

"  Excuse  me,  my  lord,  I  must  go  heck  and  watch 
over  my  black  sheep,  if  I  would  have  them  blue  I "  said 
Levy ;  and  he  retreated  towaida  the  threshold.  But  at 
&a.t  shout  of  "  Avenel  foreverl "  as  if  at  a  signal,  vari- 
ous electors  of  the  redoubted  Hundred  and  FU^  rushed 
from  the  Blue  hostelry^  sweeping  past  Levy,  and  hurry- 
ing down  the  lane  to  the  dark  little  Yellow  inn,  fol- 
lowed by  the  female  stragglers,  as  small  birds  follow  an 
owl.  It  wta  not,  however,  very  easy  to  get  into  that 
Yellow  inn.  Yellow  reformers,  eminent  for  their  seal 
on  behalf  of  purity  of  election,  were  stationed  outside 
the  door,  and  cmly  strained  in  one  candidate  for  admit- 
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tance  at  a  time.  "  After  all,"  thought  the  Baioii,  as  he 
paaaed  into  the  principal  room  of  the  Blue  tavern,  and 
proposed  the  national  song  of  "  Bule  Britannia,"  — 
"  after  all,  Avenel  hates  £gerton  as  much  as  I  do,  and 
both  sides  work  to  the  same  end. "  And  thrumming  on 
the  table,  he  joined,  with  a  fine  hass,  in  Ae  fiunoas 
line, 

"  For  Britons  never  will  be  slaTea ! " 

Id  the  interim,  Harle;  had  diaappeared  irithin  the 
"Lansmere  Arms,"  which  was  the  headquarters  of  the 
Blue  Committee.  Sot,  however,  mounting  to  the  room 
in  which  a  few  of  the  more  indefatigable  were  continu- 
ing their  labors,  receiving  reporifi  from  acoute,  giving 
orders,  laying  wagers,  and  very  muzzy  with  Britidt 
principles  and  spirits,  Harley  called  aside  Uie  land- 
lord, and  inquired  if  the  stranger,  for  whom  rooms  had 
been  prepared,  was  yet  arrived.  An  affirmative  answer 
was  given,  and  Harley  followed  the  host  up  a  private 
stair,  to  a  part  of  the  house  remote  from  the  moms  de- 
voted to  the  purposes  of  the  election.  He  remained  witli 
this  stranger  about  half  an  hour,  and  then  walked  into 
the  Committee -room,  got  rid  of  the  more  excited,  con- 
ferred with  the  more  sober,  issued  a  few  brief  directions 
to  such  of  the  leaders  as  he  felt  he  could  moet  rely  upon, 
and  returned  home  aa  rapidly  as  he  had  quitted  it. 

Dawn  was  gray  in  the  ekiee  when  Harley  sought  his 
own  chamber.  To  gain  it,  he  passed  by  the  door  of 
Violante's.  His  heart  saffiiaed  with  grateful  ineflable 
tfindemess,  he  paused  and  Idsaed  the  threshold.  When 
he  stood  within  his  room  (the  same  that  he  had  occupied 
in  his  early  youth) ,  he  felt  as  if  the  load  of  years  were 
lifted  from  his  bosom.  The  joyous,  divine  elasticity  of 
spirit,  that  in  the  momii^  of  life  springs  towards  tlie 
future  as  a  bird  soars  into  heaven,  pervaded  his  whola 
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sense  of  being.  A  Greek  poet  impliea,  that  the  height 
of  blies  IB  the  sudden  relief  of  pain:  there  is  a  nobler 
bliss  still,  —  the  rapture  of  the  eonecience  at  the  sudden 
release  from  a  guilty  thought.  By  the  bedside  at  which 
he  had  knelt  in  boyhood,  Harley  paused  to  kneel  once 
more.  The  luxury  of  prayer,  interrupted  since  he  had 
nourished  schemes  of  which  his  passions  had  blinded 
him  to  the  sin,  but  which,  nevertheless,  he  dared  not 
confess  to  the  All-Merciful,  was  restored  to  him.  And 
yet,  as  he  bowed  his  knee,  the  elation  of  gpirita  he 
had  before  felt  forsook  him.  The  sense  of  the  danger 
his  Boul  had  escaped  —  the  fuU  knowledge  of  the  guilt 
to  which  the  fiend  had  tempted  —  came  dread  before  his 
clearing  vision,  he  shuddered  in  horror  of  himself. 
And  he  who  but  a  few  hours  before  had  deemed  it  so 
impossible  to  pardon  his  fellow-man,  now  felt  as  if 
years  of  useful  and  beneficent  deeds  could  alone  purify 
his  own  repentant  soul  from  the  memory  of  (me  lutefol 
passion. 
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But  while  Harley  had  thus  occupied  the  hoois  of  night 
with  cares  for  the  living,  Audley  Egerton  had  been  in 
commune  with  the  dead.  He  had  takes  from  the  pile 
of  papeia  amidat  which  it  had  fallea,  the  record  of  Kora's 
silenced  heart.  With  a  sad  wonder  he  saw  how  he  had 
once  been  loTed.  What  had  all  which  succ«Bdiil  ambi- 
tion had  bestowed  on  the  lonely  etatesman  to  oompenaate 
for  the  glorious  empire  he  had  lost,  —  such  realms  of 
lovely  fancy;  euch  worlds  of  exquisite  emotion;  that 
infinite  which  lies  within  the  divine  sphere  that  unites 
spiritual  genius  with  human  lovet  His  own  positive 
and  earthly  nature  attained,  for  the  first  time,  and  as  if 
for  its  own  punishment,  the  comprehension  of  that  loftier 
and  more  ethereal  visitant  front  the  heavens,  who  had 
once  looked  with  a  seraph's  smile  through  the  prison- 
bars  of  his  iron  life;  that  celestial  refinement  of  affec- 
tion, that  exuberance  of  feelii^  which  warms  into  such 
varietiea  of  beautiful  idea,  under  the  breath  of  the 
earth-bean tifier.  Imagination;  —  all  frouL  which,  when  it 
was  all  his  own,  he  had  turned  half-weary  and  impa- 
tient, and  termed  the  exaggerations  of  a  visionary  ro- 
mance: now  that  the  world  had  lost  them  evermore,  he 
interpreted  aright  as  truths.  Truths  they  were,  although 
illusions.  Even  as  the  philosopher  tells  us  that  the 
splendor  of  colors  which  deck  the  universe  is  not  on  the 
eur&ce  whereon  we  think  to  behold  it,  but  in  our  own 
vision;  yet,  take  the  colors  from  the  universe,  and  what 
philoao{^y  can  assure  us  that  the  universe  has  soatained 
no  lossl 
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But  vhea  Aodley  come  to  that  passage  in  tiie  fng- 
ment  which,  though  but  imperfectly,  explained  the  tnie 
cause  of  Nora's  flight ;  when  he  saw  how  IJevy ,  for  what 
purpose  he  was  unable  to  conjectuie,  had  suggested  to  his 
bride  the  doubts  that  had  offended  him,  asserted  the 
matriage  to  be  a  fiaud,  drawn  from  Audley's  own  brief, 
resentful  letters  to  Koia,  proof  of  the  assertion,  misled 
BO  naturally  the  yonng  wife's  scanty  experience  of  actual 
life,  and  maddened  one  so  sensitiTely  pore  into  the  con- 
viction of  dishonor,  —  his  brow  darkened,  and  his  hand 
clenched.  He  rose  and  went  at  onoe  to  Levy's  room. 
He  found  it  deserted;  inquired,  —  learned  that  Levy 
was  gone  forth,  and  had  left  word  he  might  not  be  at 
home  for  the  night.  Fortunate,  perhaps,  for  Audley 
—  fortunate  for  the  Baron  —  that  they  did  not  then  meet. 
Revenge,  in  spite  of  hia  friend's  admonition,  might  at 
that  hour  have  been  as  potent  an  influence  on  Egerton 
as  it  had  been  on  Hatley,  and  not,  as  with  the  latter,  to 
be  turned  aside. 

Audley  came  back  to  his  room  and  finished  the  tragic 
record.  He  traced  the  tremor  of  that  beloved  hand 
through  the  last  tortures  of  doubt  and  despair ;  be  saw 
where  the  hot  tears  had  fallen ;  he  saw  where  the  hand 
had  paused,  the  very  sentence  not  concluded;  mentally 
he  accompanied  his  fated  bride  in  the  diamal  journey  to 
her  maiden  home,  and  beheld  her  before  him  as  he  had 
last  seen,  more  beautiful  even  in  death  than  the  face  of 
living  woman  had  ever  since  appeared  to  him;  and  as  he 
bent  over  the  last  words,  the  blank  that  they  left  on  the 
leaf,  stretching  pale  beyond  the  quiver  of  the  characters 
and  the  blister  of  the  tears,  —  pale  and  blank  as  the  void 
which  departed  love  leaves  behind  it, —  he  felt  his  heart 
suddenly  stand  still,  its  course  arrested  as  the  record 
closed.     It  beat  again,  but  feebly, — so  feeblyl    His 
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breath  became  labor  and  pain,  Ms  eight  grew  diizj. 
But  the  constitutional  fimmeBB  and  fortitude  of  the  man 
clung  to  him  in  the  etubbom  mechaniem  of  habit;  hia 
will  yet  fougbt  against  hia  disease ;  life  rallied  as  the 
light  flickers  up  in  the  waoing  taper. 

The  next  morning  when  Harley  came  into  his  friend's 
room,  Egerton  was  asleep.  But  the  sleep  seemed  much 
disturbed;  the  breathing  was  hard  and  difficult;  the 
bedclothes  were  partiall;  thrown  off,  as  if  in  the  tossing 
of  disturbed  dreams;  the  sinewy  strong  arm,  the  broad 
athletic  breast,  were  partly  bare.  Strange  that  so  deadly 
a  disease  within  shonld  leave  the  frame  such  apparent 
power,  that,  to  the  ordinary  eye,  the  sleeping  sufferer 
seemed  a  model  of  healthful  vigor.  One  hand  was  thrust 
wiUi  uneasy  straining  over  the  pillows,  —  it  had  its  hold 
on  the  fatal  papers;  a  portion  of  the  leaves  was  visible, 
and  where  the  characters  had  been  blurred  by  Nora's 
tears,  were  the  traces,  yet  moist,  of  tears  perhaps  more 
bitter. 

Harley  felt  deeply  affected;  and  while  he  still  stood 
by  the  bed,  Egerton  sighed  heavily  and  woke.  He 
stared  round  him,  as  if  perplexed  and  confused,  till  his 
eyes  resting  on  Harley,  he  smiled  and  said, — 

"So  early!  Ah  —  I  remember,  it  is  the  day  for 
out  great  boat-ioce.  We  shall  have  the  current 
against  us  ;  but  you  and  I  together,  —  when  did  we 
ever  lose  t " 

Audley's  mind  was  wandering;  it  had  gone  back  to 
the  old  Eton  days.  But  Harley  thought  that  he  spoke 
in  metaphorical  allusioa  to  tbe  present  more  important 
contest. 

"True,  my  Audley,  —  yon  and  I  togetiier,  —  when 
did  we  ever  lose  I  But  will  you  rise  I  I  wish  you 
would  be  at  &e  polling-place  to  shake  hands  with  your 
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Toten  as  they  come  up.  By  four  o'clock  yon  will  be 
released,  and  the  election  won." 

"  The  election  I  How!  —  whatl"  said  Egerton,  recov- 
ering himself.  "  I  recollect  now.  Yea,  — I  accept  this 
last  kindnesa  from  you.  I  always  said  I  would  die  in 
harness.  Public  life,  —  I  hare  no  other.  Ah,  I  dream 
again!    Oh,  Harley!  —  my  son  —  my  soni" 

"  Yon  shall  see  him  after  four  o'clock.  Yon  will  be 
prond  of  each  other.  But  make  haste  and  dress.  Shall 
I  ring  the  bell  for  your  servant  1 " 

"  Do,"  said  I^erton,  briefly,  and  sinking  back.  Har- 
ley quitted  the  room,  and  joined  Randal  and  some  of  the 
more  important  members  of  the  Blue  Committee,  who 
were  already  harrying  over  their  breakfast. 

All  were  anxious  and  nervous  except  Harley,  who 
dipped  his  dry  toast  into  hia  coffee,  according  to  his 
ordinary  abstentious,  Italian  babit,  with  serene  com- 
posure. Kandal  in  vain  tried  for  an  equal  tranquillity. 
But  though  sure  of  his  election,  there  would  necessarily 
follow  a  scene  trying  to  the  nerve  of  bis  hypocrisy.  He 
would  have  to  affect  profound  chagrin  in  the  midst  of 
vile  joy;  have  to  act  the  part  of  decorous  high-minded 
sorrow,  that  by  some  untoward  chance,  some  unaccount- 
able cross-splitting,  Randal  Leslie's  gain  should  be  And- 
ley  Egerton's  loss.  Besides,  he  was  flurried  in  the 
expectation  of  seeing  the  Squire,  and  of  appropriating 
the  money  which  was  to  secure  the  dearest  object  of  his 
ambition.  Breakfast  was  soon  despatched.  The  Com- 
mittee-men, bustlii^  for  their  hats,  and  looking  at  their 
watches,  gave  Uie  signal  for  departure;  yet  no  Squire 
Eazeldean  had  made  his  appearance.  Harley,  stepping 
from  the  window  upon  the  terrace,  beckoned  to  Randal, 
who  took  his  hat  and  followed. 

"  Hr.  Leslie,"  said  Harley,  leaning  against  the  balua- 
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bade,  and  coieleBsly  patting  Nero's  rough  honest  head, 
"  you  remember  that  you  were  good  enough  to  volunteer 
to  me  the  explanation  of  certain  circnmetaacee  in  con- 
nection with  the  Count  di  Peschieia,  which  you  gave  to 
the  Do^e  di  Senano;  and  I  replied  that  my  thoughte 
were  at  present  engaged  on  the  election,  but  as  soon  as 
that  was  over,  I  should  be  very  willing  to  lieten  to  any 
communications  affecting  youraelf  and  my  old  friend 
the  Duke,  with  which  yon  might  be  pteaaed  to  favor 
me." 

Thie  addfesB  took  Bandal  by  aurpriBe,  and  did  not 
tend  to  calm  hia  nerves.     However,  he  replied  readily: 

"  TTpoQ  that,  as  upon  any  other  matter  that  may  in- 
fluence the  judgment  you  form  of  me,  I  shall  be  but  too 
eager  to  remove  a  dngle  doubt  that,  in  your  eyee,  can 
rest  upon  my  honor." 

"Ton  speak  axceedinf^y  well,  Mr.  Leslie;  no  man 
can  express  himself  more  handsomely ;  and  I  will  claim 
your  promise  with  the  less  scruple,  because  the  Duke  is 
powerfully  affected  by  the  reluctance  of  his  daughter  to 
ratify  the  engagement  that  binds  his  honor,  in  case  your 
own  is  indisputably  cleared.  I  may  boaat  of  some  in- 
fluence over  the  young  lady,  since  I  assietod  to  save  her 
from  the  infamous  plot  of  Peschieia;  and  the  Duke 
urges  me  to  receive  your  explanation,  in  the  belief  that, 
if  it  satisfy  me,  as  it  has  satisfied  him,  I  may  conciliate 
bis  child  in  favor  of  the  addresses  of  a  suitor  who  would 
have  haiarded  his  very  life  sgainst  so  redoubted  a  duel- 
list as  Fescbiera." 

"  Lord  L'Estrange,"  replied  Randal,  bowing,  "I  shall 
indeed  owe  you  much  if  you  can  remove  that  reluctance 
on  the  part  of  my  betrothed  bride,  which  alone  clouds 
my  happiness,  and  which  would  at  once  put  an  end  to 
my  suit,  did  I  not  ascribe  it  to  an  imperfect  knowledge 
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of  myself,  which  I  sliall  devote  mj  life  to  improve  into 
confidence  and  affection." 

"  i(o  man  can  apeak  more  handsomely, "  leiterated 
Harley,  as  if  with  profound  admiration;  and  indeed  he 
did  eye  Bandal  as  we  eye  some  rare  curioaity .  "  I  am 
happy  to  inform  you,  too,"  continued  L'Estraugs,  "that 
if  your  marriage  with  the  Duke  di  Serrano's  daughter 
take  place  —  " 

"  If/  "  echoed  Bandal. 

"  I  beg  pardon  for  making  an  hypothesis  of  what  you 
claim  the  right  to  esteem  a  certainty,  —  I  correct  my 
expression:  when  your  marriage  with  that  young  lady 
t«kee  place,  you  will  at  least  escape  the  rock  on  which 
many  young  men  of  ardent  affections  have  split  at  the 
onset  of  the  grand  voyage.  You  will  form  no  impru- 
dent connection.  In  a  word,  I  received  yesterday  a 
despatch  from  Vienna,  which  containa  the  full  pardon 
and  formal  restoration  of  Alphonso,  Duke  di  Soriano. 
And  I  may  add  that  the  Austrian  Qovemment  (some- 
times misunderstood  in  this  country)  is  bound  by  the 
laws  it  administers,  and  can  in  no  way  dictate  to  the 
Duke,  once  restored,  as  to  the  choice  of  his  son-in-law, 
or  as  to  the  heritage  that  may  devolve  on  his  child." 

*  And  does  the  Duke  yet  know  of  his  recall  1 " 
exclaimed  Randal,  his  cheek  flushed,  and  his  eye 
sparkling. 

"  No.  I  reserve  that  good  news,  with  other  matters, 
till  after  the  election  is  over.  But  Egerton  keeps  ua 
waiting  sadly.     Ah,  here  comes  his  valet." 

Audley's  servant  approached.  "Mt.  Egerton  feela 
himself  rather  more  poorly  than  usual,  my  lord;  he 
begs  yon  will  excuse  his  going  with  you  into  the  town 
at  present.  He  will  come  later  if  his  presence  is 
afaeolut«ly  necessary." 
vol..  III.— SI 
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"  Ho.  Trvf  tell  bim  to  rest  and  nuree  himself.  I 
should  have  liked  him  to  witness  his  own  triumph,  — 
that  is  all.  Say  I  will  represent  him  at  the  polling- 
place.     Gentlemen,  are  yon  ready  I  '  We  will  go  on." 

The  pollii^booth  was  erected  in  the  centre  of  the 
market-plaoe.  The  voting  had  already  commencad;  and 
Mr.  Avenel  and  Leonard  were  already  at  tiieir  posts, 
in  order  to  Balul«  and  thank  the  voters  in  their  cause 
who  passed  before  them.  Randal  and  L'Estrange  en- 
tered the  booth  amidst  loud  hurrahs,  and  to  the  national 
air  of  "See  the  Conquering  Hero  comes."  The  voters 
defiled  in  quick  succession.  Those  who  voted  entirely 
according  to  principle  or  color, — which  came  to  much 
the  same  tiling,  —  and  were  therefore  above  what  is 
termed  "management,"  flocked  in  first,  voting  straight- 
forwardly for  both  Blues  or  both  Yellows.  At  the  end 
of  the  first  balf-honr  the  Yellows  were  about  ten  ahead 
of  the  Blues.  Then  sundry  split  votes  began  to  per- 
plex conjecture  as  to  the  reault;  and  Randal,  at  the  end 
of  tiie  first  hoar,  had  fifteen  majority  over  Audley  Eger- 
ton,  two  over  Dick  Avenel,  —  Leonard  Fairfield  head- 
ii^  the  poll  by  five.  Randal  owed  his  place  in  the  lists 
to  the  voters  that  Harley's  persona]  efi'orts  had  procured 
for  him;  and  he  was  well  pleased  to  see  that  Lord  L'Es- 
trange had  not  withdrawn  from  him  a  single  promise  so 
obtained.  This  augured  well  for  Harley's  ready  belief 
in  his  appointed  "  explamdions."  In  short,  the  whole 
election  seemed  going  jnst  as  he  had  calculated.  But 
by  twelve  o'clock,  there  were  some  changes  in  the 
relative  position  of  the  candidates.  Dick  Avenel  had 
gradually  gained  ground,  passing  Randal ;,  passing  even 
Leonard.  He  stood  at  the  head  of  the  poll  by  a  majority 
of  ten.  Randal  came  next.  Audley  was  twenty  behind 
Randal,  and  Leonard  four  behind  Audley. 
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Mom  than  half  the  constituency  had  polled,  but  none 
of  the  Committee  on  either  side,  nor  one  of  the  redoubted 
corps  of  a  Hundred  and  Fifty. 

The  poll  now  slackened  aenaibly,  Bandal,  lookii^ 
round,  and  longing  for  an  opportunity  to  ask  Dick 
whether  he  really  meant  to  letum  himself  instead  of 
hia  nephew,  saw  that  Harley  had  disappeared;  and  pres- 
ently a  note  was  brought  to  him  requesting  his  presence 
in  the  Committee -room.     Thither  he  hastened. 

As  he  forced  his  way  through  the  bystanders  ia  tiie 
lobl^,  toirerds  the  threshold  of  the  room.  Levy  caught 
hold  of  him  and  whispered,  "  They  begin  to  fear  for 
Egerton.  They  want  a  compromise  in  order  to  secure 
him.  They  will  propose  to  you  to  resign,  if  Avenel 
will  withdraw  Leonard,  Don't  be  entrapped.  L'Ee- 
trai^  may  put  the  question  to  you;  but  —  a  word  in 
your  ear  —  he  would  be  glad  enough  to  throw  oyer 
Egerton.     Rely  upon  this,  and  stand  firm." 

Randal  made  no  answer,  but,  the  crowd  giring  way 
for  him,  entered  the  room.  Lery  followed.  The  doors 
were  instantly  dosed.  All  the  Blue  Committee  were 
assembled.  They  looked  heat«d,  anxious,  eager.  Lord 
L'Estrange,  alone  calm  and  cool,  stood  at  the  head  of  the 
long  table.  Despite  hie  composure,  Harley's  brow  was 
thoughtful.  "Yes,"  said  he  to  himself,  "  I  will  give 
this  young  man  the  fair  occasion  to  prove  gratitude  to 
his  benefactor;  and  if  he  here  acquit  himself,  I  will 
span  him  at  least  public  exposure  of  his  deceit  to  others. 
So  young,  he  must  have  some  good  in  him,  —  at  least 
towards  ^e  man  to  whom  he  owes  all." 

"Mr.  Leslie,"  said  L'Estrange,  aloud,  "you  see  the 
state  of  the  poll.  Our  Committee  believe  that,  if  yon 
continue  to  stand,  Egerton  must  be  beat«n.  They  fear 
that,  Leooaid  Fairfield  having  little  chance,  the  Yellows 


Digitized  ty  Google 


484  MT  MOVKL  ;  OB, 

will  not  waste  their  second  votes  on  him,  but  will  trans- 
fer them  to  you',  in  order  to  keep  oat  Egerton.  If  you 
retire,  Bgerton  will  be  safe.  There  ia  teasou  to  suppose 
that  Leonard  would,  in  that  case,  also  be  withdrawn. " 

"  You  can  hope  and  fear  nothing  more  from  Egerton," 
whispered  Levy.  "He  is  utterly  ruined;  and,  if  he 
lose,  will  Bleep  in  a  prison.  The  bailifis  are  waiting 
for  him." 

Randal  was  still  silent,  and  at  that  silence  an  indig- 
nant murmur  ran  through  the  more  influential  meiubera 
of  the  Committee.  For,  though  Audley  was  not  per- 
sonally very  popular,  etill  a  candidate  so  eminent  was 
neceBsarily  their  first  object,  and  they  would  seem  reiy 
email  to  the  Yellows  if  thejr  great  man  was  defeated  by 
the  very  candidate  introduced  to  aid  him,  —a  youth 
unknown.  Vanity  and  pattiotiem  both  swelled  that 
miirmur.  "You  see,  young  sir,"  cried  a  rich,  blunt 
master-bntcher,  "  that  it  was  an  honorable  undeisbuid- 
ing  that  Mr,  Egerton  was  to  be  safe.  You  had  no 
claim  on  ua,  except  as  fighting  second  to  him.  And  we 
are  all  astonished  that  you  don't. say  at  once,  'Save 
Egerton  of  course, '  Excuse  my  freedom,  sir.  No  time 
for  palaver." 

"  Lord  L'Estrange,"  said  Kandal,  tumii^  mildly  from 
the  butcher,  "  do  you,  as  the  first  here  in  rank  and  in- 
fluence, and  as  Mr.  Egerton's  especial  friend,  call  upon 
me  to  sacrifice  my  election,  and  what  appear  to  be  the 
inclinations  of  the  mnjority  of  the  constituents,  in  order 
to  obtain  what  is,  after  all,  a  doubtful  chance  of  retuni- 
ii^  Mr.  Egerton  in  my  room! " 

"  I  do  not  call  upon  you,  Mr.  Leslie.  It  is  a  matter 
of  feeling  or  of  honor,  which  a  gentleman  con  very  well 
decide  for  himself." 

"  Was  any  such  compact  made  between  your  lordship 


Digitized  ty  Google 


TARiETlES  IN   ENGLISH  LI?E.  486 

and  myaelf,  when  you  first  gave  me  joia  inlereat  and 
canvassed  for  me  in  person  t" 

"  Certainly  not.  Oentlemen,  be  silent.  No  saoh 
compact  was  mentioned  hf  me." 

"  Neither  was  it  by  Mr,  Egerton.  Whatever  might 
be  the  understanding  spoken  of  1^  Uie  respected  elector 
who  addressed  me,  I  was  no  party  to  it.  I  am  per- 
suaded that  Mr.  Egerton  Is  the  laat  penon  who  would 
wish  to  owe  his  election  to  a  trick  upon  the  electors  in 
the  midat  of  the  polling,  and  to  what  the  world  would 
consider  a  very  unhandsome  treatment  of  myself,  upon 
whom  all  the  toil  of  the  canvass  has  devolved," 

Agun  the  munnur  Tose;  but  Bandal  had  an  sir  so 
det«rmined,  that  it  quelled  resentment,  and  obtained 
a  continued,  though  most  chilling  and  half-contemptnona 
hearing, 

*  Nevertheless,"  resumed  Randal,  "  I  would  at  once 
retire,  were  I  not  under  the  firm  persuasion  tbat  I  shall 
convince  all  present,  who  now  seem  to  condemn  me,  that 
I  act  precisely  according  to  Mr,  Egetton'a  own  private 
inclinations.  That  gentleman,  in  fact,  has  never  been 
amongst  you,  has  not  canvassed  in  person,  has  taken  no 
trouble,  beyond  a  speech,  that  was  evidently  meant  to 
be  but  a  general  defence  of  his  past  political  career. 
What  does  this  meant  Simply  that  bis  standing  has 
been  merely  a  form,  to  comply  with  the  wish  of  his 
party,  against  his  own  desire," 

The  Committee-men  looked  at  each  other  amaeed  and 
doubtful.  Randal  saw  he  had  gained  an  advantage ;  he 
puraued  it  with  a  t«ct  and  ability  which  showed  tbat,  in 
spite  of  his  mere  oratorical  deficiencies,  he  had  in  him 
the  elements  of  a  dexterous  debater.  "  I  will  be  plain 
with  you,  gentlemen.  My  chanicter,  my  desire  (o  stand 
well  with  yon  all,  oblige  me  to  be  so.    Mr.  Egerton  does 
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not  wish  to  come  into  Pulisment  at  present.  Hia 
health  is  much  broken;  his  private  afibics  need  all  hia 
time  and  attention.  I  am,  I  may  say,  as  a  urn  to  him. 
He  ie  most  anxious  for  my  eucceaa-,  Lord  L'Estrange 
told  me  but  last  night,  very  truly,  '  more  aiudoua  for 
my  success  than  his  own. '  If  othing  could  please  him 
more  than  to  think  I  were  serving  in  Parliament,  how- 
ever humbly,  those  great  interests  which  neither  health 
nor  leisure  will,  in  this  momentous  crisis,  allow  himself 
to  defend  with  hia  wonted  energy.  Later,  indeed,  no 
doubt,  be  will  eeek  return  to  an  arena  in  which  he  is  so 
distinguished ;  and  when  the  popular  excitement,  which 
produces  the  popular  injustice  of  the  day,  is  over,  what 
constituency  vill  not  be  proud  to  return  such  a  mant 
In  support  and  proof  of  what  I  have  thus  said.  I  now 
appeal  to  U>.  Egerton's  own  agent,  —  a  gentleman  who, 
in  spite  of  hie  vast  fortune  and  the  rank  he  holds  in 
society,  has  consented  to  act  gratuitously  on  behalf  of 
that  great  statesman.  I  ask  you,  then,  respectfully, 
Baron  Levy,  —  is  not  Mi.  Egetton'e  health  much  broken, 
and  in  need  of  rest ! " 

"  It  is,"  said  lisvy. 

"  And  do  not  his  a&irs  neoessitata  his  senons  and 
undivided  attention  t" 

"  They  do,  indeed,"  qnoth  the  Baron.  *  Gentlemen, 
I  have  nothing  to  ui^  in  behalf  of  my  distingaished 
friend  as  against  the  statement  of  his  adopted  son,  Mr. 
Leslie. " 

"  Then  all  I  can  say,"  cried  the  butcher,  striking  his 
huge  fist  on  the  table,  "  is,  that  Mr.  Bgerton  has  be- 
haved d — d  Unhandsome  to  us,  and  we  shall  be  the 
laughing-stock  of  the  borough." 

"  Softly,  softly,"  said  Hsrley.  "  There  is  a  knock  at 
the  door  behind.     Excuse  me. " 
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Hwley  quitted  the  loom,  bat  onl;  for  a  minate  or 
two.     On  hie  ratum  he  addieaaed  himself  to  Bandsl. 

"Ak  we  then  to  onderBtand,  Mr.  Leslie,  that  your 
intention  is  not  to  resign  t " 

"XJnlesa  your  lordship  actually  u^e  me  to  the  con- 
tcaty,  I  should  eay, '  Let  the  election  go  on,  and  all  take 
our  chance.'  That  seems  to  me  the  fair,  manly,  Enq- 
lilSH  (great  emphasis  on  the  last  adjective),  hoiwiable 
course." 

"Be  it  so,"  replied  Harley;  "'let  all  take  their 
chance.'  Mr.  Leslie,  we  will  no  longer  detain  you. 
Go  back  to  the  polling-place, — one  of  the  candidates 
should  be  present;  and  you.  Baron  liOTy,  be  good 
enough  to  go  also,  and  return  thanks  to  those  who  may 
yet  vote  for  Mr.  Sgoitoa. " 

Levy  bowed,  and  went  out  arm-in-arm  with  Bandal. 

"Capital,  capital,"  said  the  Baron,  "Tou  have  a 
wonderful  head." 

"I  did  not  like  L'Satrange's  look,  nevertbeleas. 
But  he  can't  hurt  me  now;  the  rotes  he  got  for  me 
instead  of  for  E^erton  have  already  polled.  The  Com- 
mittee, indeed,  may  refuse  to  rote  for  me;  hut  then, 
.there  is  Avenel's  body  of  reserre.  Yes,  the  election 
is  virtually  over.  When  we  get  back,  Hazaldoan  will 
hare  arrived  with  the  money  for  the  purchase  of  my 
ancestral  property ;  Dr.  Riccabocca  is  already  restored  to 
the  estates  and  titles  of  Serrano;  what  do  I  care  farther 
for  Lord  L'Estranget    Still,  I  do  not  like  his  look." 

"Pooh,  you  have  done  just  what  he  wished.  I  am 
forbidden  to  say  more.  Here  we  ate  at  the  booth.  A 
new  placard  since  we  left.  How  are  the  numbers  t 
Arenel  forty  ahead  of  yon ;  you  thirty  abore  Egertou ; 
and  Leonard  Fairfield  still  last  on  the  poll.  But  when 
are  Arenel  and  Fairfield  i  " 
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Botti  these  caudidatee  hod  disappeared,  peihape  gone 
to  their  own  Conuoittee'room. 

Meanwhile,  as  soon  aa  the  doors  had  closed  on  Bandal 
and  the  Baron,  in  the  midst  of  the  angry  hnbbnh  succeed- 
ing to  their  departure,  Lord  L'Estiange  Bpraog  upon  the 
table.     The  action  and  his  look  stilled  every  sound. 

"  Gentlemen,  it  is  in  our  hands  to  return  one  of  our 
candidatoB,  and  to  make  our  ovn  choice  between  the 
two.  You  have  heard  Mr.  Leslie  and  Baron  Levy. 
To  their  statement  I  make  bnt  this  reply,  — Mr.  Bar- 
ton ia  needed  by  the  country ;  and  whatever  his  health 
or  his  afiairs,  he  is  ready  to  respond  to  that  call.  If  he 
has  not  canvassed;  if  he  does  not  appear  before  you  at 
this  moment,  the  services  of  more  than  twenty  yean 
plead  for  him  in  his  stead.  Which,  then,  of  the  two 
candidates  do  you  choose  as  your  member, — a  renowned 
statesman,  or  a  beardless  boyf  Both  have  ambition  and 
ability;  —  the  one  has  identified  those  qualities  with  the 
history  of  a  country,  and  (as  it  is  now  alleged  to  his 
prejudice)  with  a  devotion  that  baa  broken  a  vigorous 
frame  and  injured  a  princely  fortune.  The  other  evinces 
his  ambition  by  inviting  you  to  prefer  bim  to  his  bene- 
factor; and  proves  his  ability  by  the  excuses  he  makes 
for  ingratitude.  Choose  between  the  two,  — an  Egerion 
or  a  Leslie. " 

"  Egerton  forever! "  cried  all  the  assembly,  as  with  a 
single  voice,  follojred  by  a  bias  for  Leslie. 

"Bat,"  said  a  grave  and  prudent  Committee-man, 
"  Imve  we  really  the  choice  I  Does  not  that  rest  with 
the  Yellows  t    Is  not  your  lordship  too  sanguine  t " 

"Open  that  door  behind:  a  deputation  from  our  oppo- 
nents waita  in  the  room  on  the  other  side  of  the  passage. 
Admit  them." 

The  Committee  were  hushed  in  breathlasa  silence 
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while  Harley's  order  was  obeyed.  And  eoon,  to  their 
great  surprise,  Leonard  Fairfield  himBelf,  attended  by 
six  of  the  principal  membeis  of  the  Yellow  'ptxtj, 
entered  the  room. 

LoBD  L'EsTRANGE. — "Tou  hftTe  a  piopoaition  to 
make  to  ua,  Mr,  Fairfield,  on  behalf  of  yourself  and  Mr. 
Avenel,  and  with  the  approval  of  your  committee  1  " 

Lbonabd  (advancing  to  the  table).  — "I  have.  We 
are  convinced  that  neither  party  can  carry  both  its  can- 
didates. Mr.  Avenel  is  safe.  The  only  question  is, 
which  of  the  two  candidates  on  your  side  it  best  becomes 
the  honor  of  this  constituency  to  select.  My  resigna- 
tion, which  I  am  about  to  tender,  will  free  sufficient 
votes  to  give  the  triumph  either  to  Mr,  Egerton  or  to 
Mr.  Leslie." 

"Egerton  forever!"  (»ied  once  more  the  excited 
Blues. 

"  Yes,  X^erton  foreverl "  said  Leonard,  with  a  glow 
upon  his  cheek,  "  We  may  differ  from  his  politics,  but 
who  can  tell  us  those  of  Mr.  Leslie  I  We  may  differ  from 
the  politician,  but  who  would  not  feel  proud  of  the  sena- 
toc  I  A  great  and  incalculable  advantage  is  bestowed  on 
that  constituency  which  returns  to  Parliament  a  distin- 
guished man.  His  distinction  ennobles  tiie  place  he 
represento,  it  sustains  public  spirit,  it  augmeute  l^e  manly 
interest  in  all  that  affects  the  nation.  Every  time  his 
voice  hushes  the  assembled  Parliament,  it  reminds  us  of 
our  common  country ;  and  even  the  discussion  amongst  his 
constituento  which  bis  voice  provokes,  clears  their  per- 
ceptions of  the  public  interest,  and  enlightens  themselves, 
from  the  intellect  which  commands  their  interest,  and 
compels  their  attention.  Egerton,  then,  forever!  If  our 
party  must  subscribe  to  the  returu  of  one  opponent,  lei 
all  unite  to  select  the  worthiest.     My  Lord  L'l 
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wh«i  I  quit  tine  room,  it  will  be  to  announce  my  res^iu* 
tioD,  aad  to  solicit  those  who  have  promised  me  titeir 
votes  to  transfer  them  to  Mi.  Audley  I^rton." 

Amidst  the  nproohous  huzzas  which  followed  this 
speech,  Leonard  drew  near  to  Harleyl  "My  lord,  I 
have  obeyed  yonr  wishes,  as  conveyed  to  me  by  my 
nncla,  who  is  engaged  at  this  moment  elsewhere  in 
carrying  them  into  effect." 

"  Leonard,"  said  Harley,  in  the  same  undertone,  "you 
have  insured  to  Audley  Egerton  what  you. alone  could 
do,  —  the  triumph  over  a  perfidious  dependent,  the  con- 
tinuance of  the  sole  career  in  which  he  has  hitherto  found 
the  solace  or  the  zest  of  life.  He  most  thank  you  with 
his  own  lips.  Come  to  the  Park  after  the  close  of  the 
poll.  There  and  then  shall  the  explanations  yet  need- 
ful to  both  be  given  and  received." 

Here  Harley  bowed  to  the  assembly,  and  raised  his 
voice:  "Gentlemen,  yesterday,  at  the  nomination  of  the 
candidates,  I  uttered  remarks  that  have  justly  pained 
Mr.  Fairfield.  In  your  presence  I  wholly  retract  and 
frankly  apolc^ze  for  them.  In  your  presence  I  entreat 
hie  forgivenesa,  and  say,  that  if  he  will  accord  me  hia 
friendship,  I  will  place  him  in  my  esteem  and  affection 
side  by  side  with  the  statesman  whom  he  has  given  to 
his  country. " 

Leonard  grasped  the  hand  extended  to  him  with  both 
his  own,  and  then,  overcome  by  his  emotions,  hurried 
from  the  room;  while  Blues  and  Yellows  exchanged 
greetings,  rejoiced  in  the  compromise  that  would  dispel 
all  party  irritation,  secure  the  peace  of  the  borough,  and 
allow  quiet  men,  who  had  detested  each  other  the  day 
before,  and  vowed  reciprocal  injuries  to  trade  and  cus- 
tom, the  indulgence  of  all  amiable  and  fraternal  feel- 
ii^B,  —  until  the  next  general  election. 
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In  the  mean  while,  the  polling  had  gone  on  slowly  SB 
before,  but  still  to  the  advantage  of  Randal.  "Not  two- 
thirds  of  the  constituency  will  poll,"  munnnred  Levy, 
looking  at  his  watch.  "The  thing  is  decided.  Aha, 
Audley  l^rtonl  you  who  once  tortured  ma  with  the 
unspeakable  jealousy  that  bequeaths  such  implacable 
hate;  you  who  Bcomed  my  socie^,  and  called  me 
'acoundrel,'  disdainful  of  the  very  power  your  folly 
placed  within  my  hands,  —  aha,  your  time  is  upl  —  and 
the  spirit  that  administered  to  your  own  destruction 
strides  within  Uie  circle  to  seite  its  prey." 

"Yon  shall  have  my  first  frank.  Levy,"  said  Bandal, 
"  to  enclose  yonr  letter  to  Mr.  Thomhill's  solicitor. 
This  affair  of  the  election  is  over;  we  must  now  look 
to  what  else  rests  on  our  hands  t" 

"  What  the  devil  is  that  placard  t "  cried  Levy,  titm- 
ingpole. 

Bondal  looked,  and  right  up  the  market-place,  fol- 
lowed by  an  immense  throng,  moved,  high  over  the 
heads  of  all,  a  Yellow  board  that  seemed  marching 
through  the  air,  comet-like:  — 

Tieo  o'dock,  f.m. 

EESIGNATION  OF  FAIEFIELD  I 


YELLOWS! 

TOTB   FOE 

AVENEL  AUD  EGERTONI 

(Signed)    TIMOTHY  ALLJACE. 
YtOow  CShmmUm  Axm. 
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"Wliat  iofemol  treaclieiy  u  this  I'  cried  Baodal, 
livid  with  honest  ludignatioii. 

"Wait  a  moment;  there  ia  Avenei!"  exclaimed 
Levy;  and  at  ibo  head  of  another  proceasioii  that 
emerged  from  the  obscurer  lanea  of  the  town,  walked, 
with  grave  majesty,  the  surviving  Yellow  candidate. 
Dick  disappeared  for  a  moment  wititin  a  grocer's  shop 
in  the  broadest  part  of  the  place,  and  then  culminated, 
at  the  height  of  a  balcony  on  the  Srst  story.  Just  above 
an  enormous  yellow  canister,  significant  of  the  profes- 
sion and  the  politics  of  the  householder.  No  sooner 
did  Dick,  hat  in  hand,  appear  on  this  rostrum,  than 
the  two  processiona  halted  below,  bands  ceased,  flags 
drooped  ronnd  their  staves,  crowds  rushed  within  hear- 
ing, and  even  the  poll-clerks  sprang  from  the  booth. 
Kandal  and  Levy  themselves  pressed  into  the  throng. 
Dick  on  the  balcony  was  the  Deus  ex  MacktnS. 

"  Freemen  and  electors! "  said  Dick,  with  his  most 
sonorous  accents,  —  "finding  that  the  public  opinion  of 
this  independent  and  enlightened  constituency  is  so  evenly 
divided,  that  only  one  Yellow  candidate  can  be  returned, 
and  only  one  Blue  has  a  chance,  it  was  my  intention  last 
night  to  retire  from  the  contest,  and  thus  put  an  end 
to  sll  bickerings  and  ill  blood  —  (Hold  your  tongues 
there,  can't  you!)  —  I  say  honestly,  I  should  have  pre- 
ferred the  return  of  my  distinguiBhed  and  talented  young 
nephew —  honorable  relation  —  to  my  own ;  but  he  would 
not  hear  of  it;  and  talked  all  our  Committee  into  the 
erroneous  but  high-minded  notion,  that  the  town  would 
cry  shame  if  the  nephew  rode  into  Parliament  by  break- 
ing the  back  of  the  uncle."  (Loud  cheers  from  the  mob, 
and  partial  cries  of  "  We  '11  have  you  both!  ") 

"You'll  do  no  such  thing,  and  you  know  it;  hold 
your  jaw,"  resumed  Dick,  with  imperious  good-humor- 
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"Let  me  go  on,  can't  yoni  —  time  pteaseB.  In  ft  word, 
my  nephew  lesolved  to  letire,  if,  at  two  o'clock  this 
day,  there  was  no  chance  of  retmning  both  of  ua;  and 
there  is  none.  Now,  then,  the  next  thing  for  the  Yel- 
lows, who  hare  not  yet  voted,  is  to  consider  how  they 
will  give  their  aecond  Totee.  If  I  had  been  the  man 
to  retire,  why,  for  certain  reaeons,  I  should  have  recom- 
mended them  to  split  vlth  Leslie,  —  a  clever  chap ,  and 
pretty  consideiable  sharp." 

"Hear,  hear,  hear!  "  cried  the  Baron,  lustily, 

"  But  I  'm  bound  to  say  that  my  nephew  has  an  opin- 
ion of  hie  own,  as  an  Independent  Britisher,  let  him  be 
twice  your  nephew,  ought  to  have ;  and  his  opinion  goes 
the  other  way,  and  so  does  that  of  our  Gommitt«e. " 

"Soldi"  cried  the  Bsron;  and  some  of  the  crowd 
shook  their  heads,  and  looked  grave,  —  especially  those 
suspected  of  a  wish  to  be  bought. 

"  Sold !  —  pretty  fellow  you,  with  the  noee-gay  in  your 
button-hole,  to  talk  of  selling!  You  who  wanted  to  sell 
your  own  client,  — and  you  know  it,"  (Levy  recoiled.) 
"  Why,  gentlemen,  that  'a  Levy,  the  Jew,  who  talks  of 
Belling  I  And  if  he  asperses  the  character  of  thiscon- 
etituency,  I  stand  here  to  defend  it:  and  there  stands 
the  parish  pump,  with  a  handle  for  the  arm  of  honesty, 
and  a  apout  for  the  lips  of  Falsehood!  " 

Atthe close  of  this  magniloquent  period,  borrowed,  no 
doubt,  from  some  great  American  orator,  Baron  Xjevy 
involuntarily  retreated  towards  the  shelter  of  the  poll- 
ing-booth, followed  by  some  frowning  Yellows,  with 
very  menacing  gestures. 

"  But  the  calumniator  sneaks  away ;  leave  him  to  the 
reproach  of  his  conscience,"  resumed  Dick,  with  a  gen- 
erous magnanimity, 

"  Sold  I "  (the  word  tang  through  the  place  like  the 
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blast  of  a  trampet)— "Soldi  No,  believe  me,  not  & 
man  who  rotes  for  Egerton  instead  of  Fairfield  Till,  so 
far  as  I  am  concerned,  be  a  penny  the  better  "  (chilling 
silence), —  "  or  "  (with  a  scarce  perceivable  wink  towards 
the  anxious  faces  of  the  Hundred  and  Fifty  who  filled 
the  background), — "or  a  penny  the  worse."  (Loud 
cheers  from  the  Hundred  and  Fifty,  and  cries  of 
"Noble!")  "I  don't  like  the  politics  of  Mr,  Eger- 
ton.  But  I  am  not  only  a  politician, —  I  am  a  kanI 
The  arguments  of  our  respected  Committee  —  persons  in 
business,  tender  hnsbands,  and  devoted  fathers  —  have 
weight  with  me.  I  myself  am  a  husband  and  a  father. 
If  a  needless  contest  be  prolonged  to  the  last,  with  all 
the  irritations  it  engenders,  who  aufFer)  —  why,  the 
tradesman  and  the  operative.  Partiality,  lose  of  cus- 
tom, tyrannical  demands  for  houBe-ient,  notices  to  quit, 
—  in  a  word,  the  screw  I  " 
"  Hear,  hear!  "  and  '  Give  us  the  Ballot! " 
■  The  ballot,  — with  all  my  heart,  if  I  had  it  about 
mel  And  if  we  had  the  ballot,  I  should  like  to  see  a 
man  dare  to  vote  Blue."  (Loud  cheers  from  the  Yel- 
lows.) "  But,  as  we  have  not  got  it,  we  must  think  of 
our  families.  And  I  may  add,  that  thongh  Mr.  Eger- 
ton  may  come  again  into  office,  yet"  (added  Dick,  sol- 
emnly) "  I  will  do  my  best,  as  his  colleague,  to  keep 
him  straight;  and  your  own  enlightenment  (for  the 
schoolmaster  is  abroad)  will  show  him  that  no  minis- 
ter can  brave  public  opinion,  nor  quarrel  with  his  own 
bread  and  butter."  (Much  cheering.)  "  In  these  times 
the  aristociacy  must  endear  themselves  to  the  middle 
and  working  class;  and  a  member  in  office  has  much  to 
give  away  in  the  Stamps  and  Exciaa,  in  the  Customs, 
the  Post  Office,  and  other  State  departments  in  this 
rotten  old —   I  mean  this  magnificent  empire,  by  which 
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ha  can  leDsSt  hie  oouatituentB,  and  reconcile  the  pie- 
TOgatires  of  aristocracy  with  the  claims  of  the  people,^ 
mote  especially  in  this  case,  tiie  people  of  the  boroQ^ 
at  I^nemeie."    (Hear,  hear.) 

"  And,  therefore,  aachficing  party  inclinations  (ainoe 
it  seems  that  I  can  in  no  way  promote  them)  on  the 
altar  of  general  good  feeling,  I  cannot  oppose  the  resig- 
nation of  my  nephew,  ■ —  honorable  relation,  — '  nor  blind 
my  eyes  to  the  advantages  that  may  resolt  to  a  borough 
BO  important  to  ^e  nation  at  loi^,  if  the  electors  think 
fit  to  choose  iiiy  Right  Honorable  broth —  I  mean  the 
Kight  Honorable  Blue  candidate  as  my  brother  col- 
league. Not  that  I  presume  to  dictate,  or  express  a 
wish  one  way  or  the  other,  —  only,  as  a  family  man,  I 
say  to  yon,  electors  and  freemen,  having  served  your 
country  in  returning  me,  yon  have  nobly  won  the  right 
to  think  of  the  little  ones  at  home." 

Dick  pnt  his  hand  to  his  heart,  bowed  gracefnlly,  and 
retired  from  the  balcony  amidst  unanimous  applause. 

In  three  minntos  more  Dick  bad  resumed  his  place  in 
the  bootii  in  his  quality  of  candidate.  A  nuh  of  Yel- 
low electors  poured  in,  hot  and  fast.  Up  came  Emanoel 
Trout,  and,  in  a  firm  voice,  recorded  his  vote—"  Avenel 
and  Egerton."  Every  man  of  the  Hundred  and  Fifty  ao 
polled.  To  each  question,  "  Whom  do  you  vote  forT " 
"  Avenel  and  Egerton "  knelled  on  the  ears  of  Randal 
Leslie  with  "  damnable  iteration."  The  young  man 
folded  his  arms  across  his  breast  in  dogged  despair. 
Levy  had  to  shake  hands  for  Mr.  Egerton,  with  a 
rapidity  that  took  away  bis  breath.  He  longed  to 
slink  away, — longed  to  get  at  L'Eatrange,  whom  he 
supposed  would  be  aa  wroth  at  ^ia  turn  in  the  wheel 
of  fortune  as  himself.  But  how,  as  I^rtou's  repre- 
■entatiTe,  escape  from  the  continuous  gripes  of  those 
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homy  bands?  Besidee,  there  etood  the  pariah  pomp, 
right  in  face  of  the  booth,  and  some  huge  truculent- 
looking  Yellows  loitered  round  it,  as  if  ready  to  ponnoe 
on  him  the  instant  he  quitted  hie  present  sanctuai;. 
Suddenly  Uie  crovd  round  the  booth  receded, — Loid 
L'Sstiange's  carriage  drove  up  to  Uie  spot,  and  Harley, 
stepping  from  it,  assisted  out  of  the  vehicle  an  old  gray- 
haired,  paralytic  man.  The  old  man  stared  round  him, 
and  nodded  smilingly  to  the  mob.  "  I  'm  here,  —  I  'm 
come;  I  'm  but  a  poor  creature,  but  I  'm  a  good  Blue  to 
the  ksti" 

"Old  John  Avenel,  —  fine  old  Johnl"  cried  maoys 
voice. 

And  John  Avenel,  still  leaning  on  Harley's  arm,  tat- 
tered into  the  booth,  and  plumped  for  "  E^rton." 

"  Shake  hands,  &thei,"  said  Dick,  bending  forward, 
"though  you  'II  not  vote  for  me." 

"  I  was  a  Blue  before  you  were  horn,"  answered  the  old 
man,  tremulously.  "  But  I  wish  you  sucoess  all  the 
same,  and  God  blew  you,  my  boy  I  " 

Even  the  poll-clerks  were  touched;  and  when  Dick, 
leaving  hie  place,  was  seen  by  the  crowd  assisting  Lord 
L'Estjange  to  place  poor  John  again  in  the  carriage,  — 
that  picture  of  family  love  in  the  midst  of  political  dif- 
ference —  of  the  prosperous,  wealthy,  energetic  son,  who, 
as  a  boy,  had  played  at  marbles  in  the  very  kennel,  and 
who  had  risen  in  life  by  his  own  exertions,  and  was  dot 
virtually  M.P.  for  his  native  town,  tending  on  the 
broken-down,  aged  father,  whom  even  the  interests  of  & 
son  he  was  so  proud  of  could  not  win  from  the  colt»s 
which  he  associated  with  truth  and  rectitude — had  huoIl 
an  efiect  upon  the  rudest  of  the  mob  there  present,  thitt 
you  might  have  heard  a  pin  fall,  till  the  carriage  diore 
away  hock  to  John's  humble  home,  and  then  Uiere  ioa» 
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Buch  a  tempest  of  huzzas!  John  Avenel's  vote  for  ^gaf 
toD  gave  anoUier  turn  to  the  viciesitudes  of  that  memo- 
table  election.  As  yet  Avenel  had  been  ahead  of 
Audleyj  but  a  plumper  in  <avoi  of  Egertou,  from  Ave- 
nel's own  father,  set  an  example  and  gave  an  excuse  to 
many  a  Blue  who  had  not  yet  voted,  and  could  not  pie- 
vful  on  himself  to  split  his  vote  between  Dick  and 
Audley;  and  therefore,  sevenl  leading  tradesmen,  who, 
seeing  that  Egerton  was  safe,  had  previously  resolved 
not  to  voto  at  all,  came  up  in  the  last  hour,  plumped  for 
Egerton,  and  carried  him  to  the  head  of  the  poll;  so 
that  poor  John,  whose  vote,  involving  that  of  Hark 
Fairfield,  had  secured  the  first  opening  in  public  life  to 
the  young  ambition  of  the  unknown  son-in-law,  still 
contributed  to  connect  with  succees  and  teiumpb,  but 
also  with  sorrow,  and,  it  may  be,  with  death,  the  names 
of  the  high-bom  Egerton  and  the  humble  Avenel. 

The  great  town-clock  strikes  the  hour  of  four;  the 
retuming-officer  declares  the  poll  dosed ;  the  formal  an- 
nouncement of  the  result  will  1m  made  later.  But  all 
the  town  knows  that  Andley  Egerton  and  Richard  Avenel 
are  the  members  for  Lanemere.  And  flags  stream,  and 
drums  beat,  and  men  shake  each  other  by  the  hand 
heartily;  and  there  is  talk  of  the  chairing  to-morrow; 
and  the  public -houses  are  crowded;  and  there  is  an  in- 
distinct hubbub  in  street  and  alley,  with  sudden  bursts 
of  uproarious  shouting;  and  the  clouds  to  the  west  look 
red  and  lurid  round  the  sun,  which  has  gone  down  be- 
hind the  church-tower,  —  behind  Uie  yew-trees  that 
overshadow  the  quiet  gmve  of  Nora  Avenel. 
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CHAPTER  YXXTTT. 


Ahidbt  die  darkening  eliadoTS  of  twilight,  Randal 
Leslie  walked  through  LouBmere  Fork  towaida  the 
house.  He  had  slunk  away  before  the  poll  was  closed, 
—  crept  through  by-lanes,  uid  plunged  into  the  leafless 
copses  of  the  Earl's  stately  pasture-grounds.  Amidst 
the  bewilderment  of  hia  thoughts,  at  a  loss  to  conjecture 
how  this  strange  mischance  had  befallen  him,  inclined 
to  ascribe  it  to  LeoUEud's  influence  orar  Avensl,  but 
suspecting  Harley,  and  half  doubtful  of  Baron  Levy,  he 
Bought  to  ascertain  what  fault  of  judgment  he  himself 
had  committed,  —  what  wile  he  bad  forgotten;  what 
thiead  in  hie  web  he  had  left  ragged  and  incomplete. 
He  could  discover  none.  His  ability  seemed  to  him 
unimpeachable,  —  totue,  tere&,  atque  rotitndus.  And 
then  there  come  across  his  breast  a  sharp  pang,  sharper 
than  that  of  baffled  ambition,  —  the  feeling  that  he  had 
been  deceived,  and  bubbled,  and  betrayed.  For  ao  vital 
a  necessity  to  all  living  men  is  tbdth,  that  the  vilest 
traitor  feels  amazed  and  wronged,  — feels  the  pillars  of 
the  world  shaken,  when  treason  recoils  on  himself. 
"That  Richard  Avenel,  whom  I  trusted,  could  so  de- 
ceive mel "  murmured  Randal,  and  his  lip  quivered. 

He  was  still  in  the  midst  of  the  Park,  when  a  man 
with  a  yellow  cockade  in  hie  hat,  and  running  fast  from 
the  direction  of  the  town,  overtook  him  with  a  letter, 
on  delivering  which  the  messenger,  waiting  for  no 
.answer,  hastened  back  the  way  he  had  come.  Randal 
recognized  Avenel's  hand  on  the  address, — broke  the 
seal,  and  read  as  follows:  — 
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(PrivaU  and  Ovi^fidmliai.) 
DsAK  LlBLiB,  —  Don't  be  down-hearted;  you  will  know 
to-night  or  to-morrow  why  I  have  had  caiue  to  alter  my  opin- 
ion as  to  the  Bight  Honorable ;  and  you  will  Bee  that  I  could 
not,  as  a  &mily  man,  act  otherwise  than  I  have  done.  Though 
I  have  not  broken  my  word  to  you,  —  for  you  remember  that 
all  the  help  I  promised  was  dependent  on  my  own  lesignation, 
and  wonid  go  for  nothing  if  Leonard  iwigned  instead,  —  yet 
I  feel  you  ntuBt  think  yaunelf  rather  bamboosted.  £ut  I 
have  been  obliged  to  sacrifice  you,  from  a  eenae  of  family  duty, 
as  you  will  soon  acknowlad^je.  My  own  nephew  ia  ucrificed 
also ;  and  I  have  sacrificed  my  own  concerns,  which  require 
the  whole  man  of  me  for  the  next  year  or  two  at  Screwstown. 
So  we  are  all  in  the  same  boat,  though  yon  may  think  you 
are  eat  adrift  by  yourself.  But  I  dont  mean  to  stay  in  Pat- 
liament.  I  shall  take  the  Chiltem  Eondieds,  pretty  condd- 
emUe  soon.  And  if  yon  keep  well  with  the  Bines,  1 11  do 
my  best  witb  the  Yellows  to  let  you  walk  over  the  course  in 
ray  stead.  For  1  don't  think  Leonard  will  want  to  stand  again. 
And  BO  a  word  to  the  wise,  — and  you  m^  yet  be  member 
for  Lauamere. 

B.  A. 

In  this  letter,  Bandal,  despite  all  his  ocntenees,  could 
not  detect  the  honest  compunction  of  the  writer.  He 
could  at  Ant  only  look  at  the  worst  aide  of  human  na- 
ture, and  fancy  that  it  was  a  paltry  attempt  to  stifie  his 
just  anger  and  insure  hia  discretion.  But,  on  second 
thoughts,  it  struck  him  that  Dick  might  very  naturally 
be  glad  to  be  released  to  his  mill,  and  get  a  quid  pro  quo 
out  of  Kandal,  under  the  compiehenBive  title,  "repay- 
ment of  expenses."  Perhaps  Dick  was  not  sorry  to  wait 
until  Randal's  marriage  gave  him  the  means  to  make  the 
lepafment  Nay,  perhaps  Randal  had  been  thrown  over 
for  the  present,  in  oider  to  wring  from  him  better  terau 
in  a  single  election.     Thoa  reasoning,  he  took  comfort 
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from  his  belief  in  the  merceoarj  motivea  of  another. 
True,  it  might  be  but  a  short  disappointment.  Before 
the  next  Parliament  was  a  month  old,  he  might  yet  take 
his  seat  in  it  as  member  for  Lansmere.  But  all  would 
depend  on  his  marriage  with  the  heiress ;  he  must  hasten 
that. 

Meanwhile,  it  was  necessary  to  kait  and  gather  np  all 
^is  thoi^ht,  couiage,  and  presence  of  mind.  How  he 
shrunk  from  return,  to  Lansmere  House,  from  facing 
Egertan,  Harley, — all.  But  there  was  no  choice.  He 
would  hare  to  make  it  up  with  the  Blues,  to  defend  the 
course  he  had  adapted  in  the  Committee -room.  There, 
no  doubt,  was  Squire  Hazeldean  awaiting  him  with  the 
purchase -money  for  the  lands  of  Rood;  there  was  the 
Duke  di  Semmo,  restored  to  wealth  and  honor;  there 
was  his  promised  bride,  the  great  heiress,  on  whom  de- 
pended all  that  could  raise  the  needy  gentleman  into 
wealth  and  position.  G-radually,  with  the  elastic  tem- 
per tliat  is  essential  to  a  systematic  schemer,  Randal 
Jjeslie  plucked  himself  from  the  pain  of  brooding  over 
a  plot  that  was  defeated,  to  prepare  himself  for  consum- 
mating those  that  yet  seemedsonear  success.  After  all, 
should  he  fail  in  regaining  Egerton's  favor,  Egerton  waa 
of  use  no  more.  He  might  rear  his  head,  and  face  out 
what  some  might  call  "  ingiatitnde,"  provided  he  could 
but  satisfy  the  Blue  Committee.  Doll  dogs,  how  could 
he  fail  to  do  that!  He  could  easily  talk  over  the 
Machiavellian  sage.  He  should  have  small  difSculty 
in  explaining  all  to  the  content  of  Audley's  distant 
l»other,  the  Squire.  Harley  alone  —  but  Levy  had  so 
positively  assured  him  that  Harley  was  not  sincerely 
anxious  for  Egerton;  and  aa  to  the  more  important 
'.'xplanation  relative  to  Peschiera,  surely  what  had  sat- 
isfied Violante'e  father  ought  to  satisfy  a  man  who  had 
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no  peculiar  right  to  denmnd  explanations  at  all ;  and  il 
these  explanations  did  not  Batiefy ,  the  onus  to  diaprovs 
them  miut  rest  with  Hailey;  and  who  or  what  conld 
contradict  Randal's  plausible  aonertions, — asaertiooa  in 
support  of  which  he  himaelf  could  summon  a  witness,  in 
Baron  Levy.  Thus,  nerving  himoelf  to  all  that  could 
task  his  powers,  fiandal  Leslie  crossed  the  threshold  of 
Lausmere  House,  and  in  the  hall  he  found  the  Baron 
awaiting  him. 

"  I  can't  account,"  said  Levy,  "  for  what  has  gone  so 
eroea  in  this  confounded  election.  It  ia  L'fistrai^  that 
puazles  me ;  but  I  know  that  he  hatea  Egerton.  I  know 
that  he  will  prove  that  hate  by  one  mode  of  revenge, 
if  he  has  lost  it  in  anoUier.  But  it  is  well,  Randal, 
that  you  are  secure  of  Hazeldean'a  money  and  the  rich 
heiiess'e  handj  otherwise  —  " 

"Otherwise,  whatt " 

"I  should  wash  my  hands  of  yoti,  mm  eher;  lor,  in 
Bpito  of  all  your  cleverness,  and  all  I  have  teied  to  do 
for  you ,  somehow  or  other  I  begin  to  suspect  that  your 
talente  will  never  secure  your  fortune.  A.  carpenter's 
son  beats  you  in  public  speaking,  and  a  vulgar  mill- 
owner  tricks  you  in  private  negotiation.  Decidedly,  as 
yet,  Randal  Leslie,  you  are — a  failure.  And,  as  you 
BO  admirably  said,  '  a  man  from  whom  we  have  nothing 
to  hope  or  fear,  we  must  blot  out  of  the  map  of  the 
future. ' " 

Randal's  answer  was  cut  short  by  the  appearanoe  of 
the  groom  of  the  chambers. 

"Mj  lord  is  in  tbe  saloon,  and  requests  you  and  Mr. 
Leslie  will  do  him  the  honor  to  join  him  there."  The 
two  gentlemen  followed  the  servant  up  the  brood  stairs. 

The  saloon  formed  the  centre  room  of  the  suite  of 
apartments.     From  its  size,  it  was  rarely  used  save  on 
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state  occasions.  It  had  iba  chilly  and  fomul  aqMct  ol 
rooms  reserved  for  ceremony. 

Riccabocca,  Violante  Helen,  Mr.  Dale,  Bqtute  Haiel- 
dean,  and  lioid  L'EBtrange  vera  grouped  tt^ther  by 
the  cold  Florentine  marble  table,  not  littered  with  books 
and  female  work,  and  the  endearing  signs  of  habitation, 
that  give  a  living  smile  to  the  face  of  home;  nothing 
thereon  save  a  great  silver  candslabrum,  that  scarce 
lighted  the  apacious  room,  and  brought  oat  the  por- 
traits on  the  walls  as  a  part  of  the  assembly,  looking, 
OB  portraite  do  look,  with  searching,  curiona  ayea  upon 
every  eye  that  turns  to  them. 

But  as  soon  as  Bandal  entered,  the  Sqoire  detached 
himself  from  the  gronp,  and,  coming  to  the  defeated 
candidate,  shook  hands  with  him  heartily. 

"  Cheer  np,  my  boy;  'tis  no  shame  to  be  beaten. 
Lord  L'Eetrange  says  you  did  yotir  best  to  win,  and 
man  can  do  no  more.  And  I  'm  glad,  Leslie,  that  we 
don't  meet  for  onr  little  bnainess  till  the  electi(Hi  ia 
over;  for  after  annoyance,  something  pleasant  is  twice 
as  accepteble.  I  've  the  money  in  my  pocket.  Hneh, 
— and  I  say,  my  dear,  dear,  dear  boy,  I  cannot  find  out 
where  Flank  is ;  bat  it  is  really  all  off  with  that  fore^pi 
woman,  —  eh  t " 

"Yes,  indeed,  sir,  I  hope  so.  I  '11  talk  to  yon  about 
it  when  we  can  be  alone.     We  may  alip  aw^  preaantly, 

"I  'U  tell  yon  a  secivt  scheme  of  mine  and  Hany's," 
aaid  the  Squire,  in  a  still  low  whisper.  "  We  must 
drive  that  marchioness,  or  whatever  she  is,  oat  of  the 
boy's  head,  and  put  a  pretty  Engliah  girl  into  it  instead. 
That  will  settle  him  in  life  too.  And  I  most  try  and 
swallow  that  bitter  pill  of  the  poet-obit.  Harry  makes 
worse  of  it  than  I  do,  and  is  so  hard  on  the  poor  fellow 


Digitized  ty  Google 


VABIETIB8  IV  GNQUSH  UFB.  503 

that  I  're  been  obliged  to  take  his  part.  I  're  no  idea 
of  being  under  petticoat  gorenunent,  —  it  ia  not  the 
ynj  with  tlie  Hazeldeans.  Well,  but  to  come  back  to 
the  point,  —  whom  do  you  think  I  mean  by  the  pretty 
girl  I  " 

"Misa  SticktorighteJ" 

"Zounds,  nol — your  ovn  little  sister,  Bandal. 
Sveet  pretty  face  I  Hury  liked  her  from  the  first,  and 
then  you  '11  be  Ft&uk's  brother,  and  your  sound  head 
and  good  heart  will  keep  him  tight.  And  as  you  are 
going  to  be  married  too  ^ou  must  tell  me  all  about  that 
later),  why,  we  shall  have  two  marriages,  perhaps,  in  the 
family  on  tiie  same  day." 

Randal's  bond  grasped  the  Squire's,  and  with  an 
emotion  of  hnman  gratitude,  —  for  we  know  that,  haid 
to  all  else,  he  had  natural  feelings  for  hia  fallen  family; 
and  hie  neglected  sister  was  the  one  being  on  earth 
whom  he  might  almost  be  said  to  love.  Witii  all  his 
intellectual  disdain  for  honest,  simple  Frank,  he  knew 
no  one  in  the  world  with  whom  his  young  sister  could 
be  more  secure  and  happy.  Transferrod  to  the  roof,  and 
improved  by  the  active  kindness  of  Mrs.  Hazeldean, 
blessed  in  the  manly  affection  of  one  not  too  refined  to 
censure  her  own  deficiencies  of  education,  —  what  more 
could  he  ask  for  his  sister,  as  he  pictured  her  to  him- 
self, with  ber  hair  hanging  over  her  ears,  and  her  mind 
running  into  seed  over  some  trashy  novel.  But  before 
ha  could  reply,  Violante's  &ther  came  to  add  his  own 
philosophical  consolations  to  the  Squire's  downright 
comfortings. 

"Who  could  ever  count  on  popolar  caprice  I  The 
wise  of  all  ages  had  despised  it.  In  that  respect, 
Horace  and  Uaohiavelli  wen  of  the  same  mind,"  etc, 
etc.     "But,"  said  the  Duke,  with  emphatic  kindneas, 


t,  Google 


504  KT  NOVEL;  OR, 

"perhaps  your  very  misfortune  hero  may  BSire  yon  bIm- 
whQie.  The  female  heart  is  prone  to  pit;,  and  ever 
eager  to  comfort.  Besides,  if  I  am  recalled  to  Italy, 
yon  will  have  leisure  to  come  with  us,  and  eee  the  land 
where,  of  all  oUiers,  ambition  can  be  most  readily  for- 
gotten, eren,"  added  the  Italian,  with  a  sigh,  "  even  by 
her  own  sons! " 

Thus  addieesed  hy  both  Hateldean  and  the  Duke, 
Bandal  recovered  his  apihte.  It  was  clear  that  Lord 
L'Eatrange  had  not  conveyed  to  them  any  nnfavosable  im- 
presBion  of  hie  conduct  in  the  Committee-room.  While 
Randal  had  been  thus  engaged,  Levy  had  made  hie  way 
to  Harley,  who  Tetreat«d  with  the  Baiou  into  the  bay  of 
the  great  window. 

"Well,  my  lord,  do  you  comprehend  this  conduct  (m 
the  part  of  Bichard  Avenelt  He  eecore  Egerton's 
return  I  —  he  1 " 

"What  so  natural,  Baron  Levy,  — hie  own  brother- 
in-law  t " 

The  Baron  started,  and  turned  very  pale. 

"But  how  did  he  know  that!  I  never  told  him.  I 
meant  indeed  —  " 

"Meant,  perhaps,  to  ehame  Egerton's  pride  at  l^e 
last,  by  publicly  declaring  his  rnarn^e  with  a  shop- 
keeper's daughter.  A  very  good  revenge  still  left  to 
you;  but  revenge  for  whatt  A  word  with  you,  now, 
BaFcm,  tiiat  our  acquaintance  is  about  to  close  forever. 
You  know  why  I  have  causa  for  resentment  against 
Egerton.  I  do  but  suspect  youn;  will  you  make  it 
clear  to  met" 

"My  lord,  my  lord,"  faltered  Baron  Levy,  "I,  too, 
wooed  Nora  Avenel  as  my  wife;  I,  too,  had  a  happier 
rival  in  the  haughty  woridling  who  did  not  appiecial? 
faia  own  felicity;  I,  too — >iii  a  word,  some  women  in- 
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spire  an  ofilectiffii  that  mingles  with  the  entire  being  of 
a  man,  and  is  fused  with  all  the  currents  of  his  life- 
blood;  Nora  Avenel  was  one  of  those  women." 

Harley  was  startled.  This  burst  of  emoticm  &om  a 
man  so  corrupt  and  cynical  arrested  even  the  scorn  he 
felt  for  the  usurer.  Levy  soon  recovered  himself.  "But 
our  revenge  ia  not  bafiled  yet.  Egerton,  if  not  already 
in  my  power,  is  still  in  yours.  His  election  may  save 
him  from  arrest,  but  the  law  has  other  modes  of  public 
exposure  and  effectual  ruin." 

"For  the  knave,  yes;  as  I  intimated  to  you  in  your 
own  house,  —  you  who  boast  of  your  love  to  Non 
Avenel,  and  know  in  your  heart  that  you  were  her 
destroyer;  you  who  witnesaed  her  marriage,  and  yet 
dared  to  tell  her  that  she  was  dishonored! " 

"  My  lord  —  I  —  how  could  you  know ;  I  mean,  how 
think  that  —  that — "  faltered  Levy,  aghast. 

"  Nora  Avenel  has  spoken  from  her  grave,"  replied 
Harley,  solemnly.  "  Leain  that,  wherever  man  commits 
a  crime,  Heaven  finds  a  witness ! " 

"  It  is  on  me,  then,"  said  Levy,  wrestling  against  a 
superstitions  thrill  at  his  heart,  —  "on  me  that  you  now 
concentre  your  vengeance ;  and  I  most  meet  it  as  I  may. 
But  I  have  fulfilled  my  part  of  onr  compact.  I  have 
obeyed  you  implicitly  ~-  and  —  " 

"I  will  fulfil  my  part  of  our  bond,  and  leave  yon 
undisturbed  in  your  wealth." 

"I  knew  I  might  trust  to  your  lordship's  honor," 
exclaimed  the  usurer,  in  servile  glee. 

"  And  this  vile  creature  nursed  the  same  passions  as 
myself ;  and  but  yesterday  we  were  partners  in  the  same 
purpose,  and  influenced  by  the  same  thooght,"  muttered 
Hailey  to  himself.  "  Yee,"  he  said  aloud,  "I  dare  not, 
Baron  Levy,  constitute  myself  your  Judge.    Pursue  youi 
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own  path,  —  all  loade  meet  at  last  before  the  common  tri- 
bunal. But  you  are  not  yet  released  from  oar  compact; 
you  must  do  some  good  in  epite  of  yoursell  Look  yon- 
der, where  Bandal  Leslie  stands,  smiling  secure,  be- 
tween the  two  dangers  he  has  raised  up  for  himself. 
And  as  Bandal  Leslie  himself  has  invited  me  to  be  his 
judge,  and  yon  are  aware  that  he  cited  youiaelf  this  veiy 
day  as  his  witness,  here  I  must  expose  the  guilty;  for 
here  the  innocent  still  live,  and  need  defence." 

Harley  turned  away,  and  took  his  place  by  the  table. 
"I  have  wished,"  said  he,  raising  his  voice,  "to  connect 
with  the  triumph  of  my  earliest  and  dearest  friend  the 
happiness  of  others  in  whose  welfare  I  feel  an  interest. 
To  yon,  Alphonso,  Duke  di  Serrano,  I  now  give  tJus 
despatch,  received  last  evening  by  a  special  messenger 

from  the  Prince  Von ,  announcing  your  restoration 

to  your  lands  and  honors." 

The  Squire  stared  with  open  mouUi.  *  Rickeybockey 
a  duke?  Why,  Jemima's  a  duchess!  Bless  me,  she  ia 
actually  crying! "  And  his  good  heart  prompted  him  to 
run  to  his  cousin  and  cheer  her  up  a  bit. 

Yiolante  glanced  at  Harley,  and  flung  herself  on  her 
faUier's  breast.  Randal  involuntarily  rose,  and  moved 
to  the  Duke's  chair. 

"  And  you,  Mt.  Randal  Leslie,"  continued  Harley, 
"  though  you  have  lost  your  election,  see  before  you  at 
this  moment  such  prospects  of  wealth  and  happiness, 
that  I  shall  only  have  to  offer  you  congratulations  to 
which  those  that  greet  Mr.  Audtey  Egerton  may  well 
appear  lukewarm  and  insipid,  provided  you  prove  that 
you  have  not  forfeited  the  right  to  claim  that  promise 
which  the  Duke  di  Serrano  has  accorded  to  the  suitor  of 
his  daughter's  band.  Some  donbte  resting  on  my  mind, 
yon  have  volunteered  to  dispel  them.     I  have  ttie  Duke's 
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pemuBaion  to  address  to  joa  b  few  qoeBtioca,  and  I  ttow 
■vail  myaelf  of  your  oBer  to  reply  to  them." 

"Now — aod  here,  my  loidt"  said  Baudal,  glancing 
ronnd  the  loom ,  as  if  deprecating  the  pieeence  of  so  many 
witnesses. 

"  Kow  —  and  here.  Nor  are  those  present  so  strange 
to  your  explanations  as  your  question  would  imply. 
Mr.  Haseldean,  it  so  happens  that  much  of  what  I  shall 
say  to  Mr.  Leslie  concerns  your  son." 

Bandal's  counteaaace  fell.  An  uneasy  tremor  now 
seized  him. 

"  My  son  I  —  Frank  1  Oh  then,  ttf  coarse,  Bandal  will 
q>eak  out.     Speak,  my  hoy  I  " 

Bandal  remained  silent.  The  Duke  looked  at  his 
working  face,  and  drew  away  his  chair. 

"  Young  man,  can  you  hesitate  t "  said  he.  'A  doubt 
is  expressed  which  involves  your  honor." 

"  'Sdeathl  "  cried  the  Squire,  also  gazing  on  Randal's 
cowering  eyeand  quivering  lip, — "  What  are  you  afraid 

'  Airaid! "  said  Bandal,  forced  into  speech,  and  with 
a  hollow  laugh, —  "afraid I — H  What  oft  I  wae 
only  wondering  what  Lord  L'Estrange  could  mean." 

"  X  will  dispel  that  wonder  at  once.  Mr.  Hazeldean, 
your  son  displeased  you  first  by  his  proposals  of  marrisge 
to  the  Marchesadi  Nogn  against  your  consent;  secondly, 
by  a  poet^bit  bond  granted  to  Baron  Lery.  Did  you 
understand  from  Mr.  Bandal  Leslie  that  he  bad  opposed 
or  favored  the  said  marriage,  —  that  he  had  countenanced 
or  blamed  the  said  post-obit!  " 

"Why,  of  course,"  cried  the  Squire,  "that  he  had 
opposed  both  the  one  and  the  other." 

"  Is  it  so,  Mr.  Leslie !  " 

"  My  lord  —  I  —  I  —  my  affection  for  Frank,  and  mj 
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esteem  for  hia  leapected  father;  I  —  I  —  "  He  aerrad 
himself,  and  went  on  with  firm  Toice:  "Of  coone,  I  did 
all  I  coold  to  dissuade  Frank  from  the  marriage ;  and  as 
to  the  poBt-ohit,  I  knov  nothing  about  it." 

"So  much  at  present  for  this  matter.  I  pass  on  to 
the  graver  one,  that  affects  yonr  engagemwit  with  the 
Duke  di  Senano's  daughter.  I  understand  from  jou, 
Duke,  that  to  save  your  daughter  from  the  snares  of 
Gouut  di  Feschiera,  and  in  the  belief  that  Mr.  Leslie 
shared  in  your  dread  of  the  Gount'a  dengna,  you,  while 
in  exile  and  in  poverty,  promised  to  that  gentleman 
your  danghter's  handf  When  the  probabjlitiee  of 
restoration  to  your  principalities  seemed  well -nigh 
certain,  you  confirmed  that  promise  on  learning  from 
Mr.  Leslie  that  be  had,  however  ineffectively,  strug- 
gled to  preserve  your  heiress  from  a  perfidious  snare. 
Is  it  not  BO  I " 

"Certainly.  Had  I  succeeded  to  a  throne,  I  could 
not  recall  the  promise  that  I  bad  given  in  penury  and 
banishment;  I  could  not  refuse  to  him  who  would  have 
sacrificed  worldly  amUtion  in  wedding  a  penniteas  bride, 
the  reward  of  his  own  generosity.  My  daughter  suV 
scribes  to  my  views." 

Violante  trembled,  and  her  hands  were  locked  together ; 
but  her  gaze  was  fixed  on  Hariey. 

Mr.  Dale  wiped  his  eyes,  and  thought  of  the  poor 
refugee  feeding  on  minnows,  and  preserving  himself 
from  debt  amoDgst  the  shades  of  the  Casino. 

"Your  answer  becomes  you,  Duke,"  resumed  Hariey. 
"But  should  it  be  proved  that  Mr.  Leslie,  instead  of 
wooing  the  Princess  for  herself,  actually  calculated  os 
the  receipt  of  money  for  transferring  her  to  Count 
Pescbiera;  instead  of  saving  her  from  the  dangers  you 
dreaded,  actually  euggeeted  the  snare  from  which  she 
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was  delivered, -~vould  yon  etill  deem  your  honor  en- 
gaged to  —  " 

"Suck  a  villaial  No,  sorely  noti"  exclaimed  the 
Buke.  "But  tliis  is  a  gronndlesa  hypotheuel  Speak, 
Bandal." 

"  IiOtd  L'EstraDge  cannot  ininilt  ma  by  deeming  it 
otherwise  than  a  gioondlesa  hypothesis,"  said  Bandsl, 
striving  to  reat  hie  head. 

"  I  imderstand,  then,  Mt.  Leslie,  that  yon  BCtxolnlly 
reject  such  a  supposition  t " 

"  Scornfully,  —  yes.  And,"  continued  Bandal,  ad> 
vBEcing  a  step,  "  since  the  supposition  has  been  made, 
I  demand  from  Loid  L'Estrange,  as  his  equal  (for  all 
gentlemen  aie  eqaais  where  honor  is  to  be  defended 
at  the  cost  of  life) ,  either  instant  retractatiim  or  instant 
proof," 

■  That 's  the  first  word  you  have  spoken  like  a  man," 
cried  the  Squire.  "I  have  stood  my  ground  myself 
for  a  less  cause,  I  have  had  a  hall  through  my  right 
shoulder. " 

"  Your  demand  is  just,"  said  Harley,  nnmoved,  "I 
cannot  give  the  retractation,  —  I  will  produce  the  proof." 

He  rose  and  rang  the  bellj  —  the  servant  entered, 
received  hia  whispered  order,  and  retired.  There  was 
a  pause,  painful  to  all.  Bandal,  however,  isn  over  in 
bis  fearful  mind  what  evidence  oould  be  brou^t  against 
him, — and  foresaw  none.  The  folding-dooia  of  the 
saloon  were  thrown  open,  and  the  servant  announced,  — 

The  Count  di  Peschieba. 

A  bombahell  descending  throngh  the  roof  could  not 
have  produced  a  mora  startling  sensation.  Erect,  bold, 
with  all  the  imposing  effect  of  his  fonn  and  bearing, 
the  Count  sbode  into  the  centre  of  the  ring;  and,  after 
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a  slight  bend  of  baiighty  conrtosy,  which  comprehended 
all  present,  reared  up  Mb  lofty  head,  and  looked  round, 
vith  calm  in  his  eye  and  a  curve  on  his  lip,  —  the  self' 
aesiued,  magnificent,  high-bred  daiedeTil. 

"Duke  di  Serrano,"  said  the  Count,  In  English,  tam- 
ing towuda  his  astounded  kinsman,  and  in  a  voice  that, 
slow,  clear,  and  firm,  seemed  to  fill  the  room,  "  I  le- 
tumed  to  England  on  the  receipt  of  a  letter  from  my 
Lord  L'Eetcauge,  and  with  a  view,  it  ia  true,  of  claim- 
ing at  his  hands  the  satisfaction  which  men  of  ouf  birth 
accord  to  each  other,  where  af&ont,  from  what  cause 
soever,  has  been  given  or  received.  Nay,  fair  kins- 
woman,"—  and  the  Count,  with  a  slight  but  grave 
smile,  bowed  to  Violaute,  who  had  uttered  a  faint  cry,  — 
"  that  intention  is  abandoned.  If  I  have  adopted  too 
lightly  the  old  courtly  nuuciro,  that '  all  stratagems  are 
fair  in  love,'  I  am  bound  also  to  yield  to  my  Lord 
L 'Estrange 's  arguments,  that  the  counter-stiatagems 
must  be  fair  also.  And,  after  all,  it  becomes  me 
better  to  laugh  at  my  own  sorry  figure  in  defeat,  than 
to  confess  myself  gravely  mortified  by  an  ingenuity  more 
successful  than  my  own."  The  Count  paused,  and  hia 
eye  lightened  with  sinister  fire,  which  ill  suited  the 
raillery  of  his  tone,  and  the  polished  ease  of  his  bear- 
ing. "Mafoi!"  he  continued,  "it  is  permitted  me  to 
speak  thus,  since  at  least  I  have  given  proofs  of  my 
indifference  to  danger,  and  my  good  fortune  whem  ex- 
posed to  it.  Within  the  last  six  years  I  have  had  the 
honor  to  fight  nine  duels,  and  the  regret  to  wound  five, 
and  dismiss  from  the  world  fonr  as  gallant  and  worthy 
gentlemen  as  ever  the  sun  shone  upon." 

"Monster I "  faltered  the  Poison. 

The  Squire  stared  aghast,  and  mechanically  rubbed 
the  shoulder  which  had  been  lacerated  by  Captain  Dash' 
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more'a  bullet.  Bandsl'B  pale  &ce  grew  yet  more  pale, 
and  the  eye  he  had  fixed  upon  the  Count's  hudy  visag« 
quailed  and  fell. 

"  But,"  resumed  the  Count,  with  a  gntoeful  wave  of 
the  hand,  "  I  have  to  thank  my  Loid  L'Eetnnge  for 
reminding  me  that  a  man  vhoee  eouiage  is  above  sua- 
pioion  is  privileged  uot  only  to  apologize,  if  he  has  in- 
jured another,  but  to  accompany  apology  with  atonement. 
Duke  di  Serrano,  it  is  for  that  puipoee  that  I  am  here. 
My  lord,  you  have  signified  your  wish  to  ask  me  some 
questions  of  serious  import  ae  regaidB  the  Duke  and  his 
daughter,  —  I  will  answer  them  without  reserve." 

"MotiBteur  le  Comte,"  said  Horley,  "  availing  o^eelf 
of  your  courtesy,  1  presume  to  inquire  who  informed 
you  that  this  young  lady  was  a  guest  under  my  father's 
looft" 

"  My  informant  stands  yonder,  —  Mr.  Bandal  Leslie. 
And  1  call  upon  Baion  Levy  to  confirm  my  statement. " 

"  It  is  true,"  said  the  Baton,  slowly,  and  as  if  over- 
nustered  by  the  tone  and  mien  of  an  imperious  chieftain. 

There  came  a  low  sound  like  a  hiss  from  Bandal's 
livid  lips, 

"  And  was  Mr.  Leslie  acquainted  with  your  project 
for  securing  the  person  and  hand  of  your  young  kins* 
womsnt" 

"Certainly, — and  Baron  Levy  knows  it."  The 
BaroQ  bowed  assent.  "Permit  me  to  add— for  it  is 
due  to  a  lady  nearly  related  to  myself  —  that  it  was,  as 
I  have  since  learned,  certain  erroneous  representations 
made  to  her  hj  Mr.  Leslie  which  alone  induced  that 
lady,  after  my  own  arguments  had  failed,  to  lend  her 
aid  to  a  project  which  otherwise  she  would  have  con- 
demned as  strongly  as,  Duke  di  Serrano,  I  now  with 
unfeigned  sincerity  do  myself  condemn  it," 
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Then  was  about  tiie  Count,  as  he  thus  spoke,  ao  much 
of  that  penonal  dignity  whioh,  vhether  natuial  ot  aitdfi- 
cial,  imposes  for  the  moment  upon  human  judgment,  — 
8  dignity  bo  supported  by  the  singula!  advantages  of  hia 
superb  stature,  his  handsome  counteoance,  his  patrician 
ail,  that  the  Duke,  moved  by  hie  good  heart,  extended 
his  hand  to  the  perfidious  kinsman,  and  forgot  all  the 
Machiavellian  wisdom  which  should  have  told  him  how 
little  a  man  of  the  Count's  hardened  profligacy  was 
likely  to  be  influenced  by  any  purer  motives,  whe^ier 
to  frank  confession  or  to  manly  repentanoe.  The  Count 
took  the  hand  thus  extended  to  him,  and  bowed  his  face, 
perhaps  to  conceal  the  smile  which  would  have  betnyed 
his  seraet  soul.  Bandal  still  remained  mute,  and  pale 
as  death.  His  tongue  clove  to  hie  mouth.  He  felt  that 
all  present  were  shrinking  from  his  side.  At  last,  with 
a  violent  effort,  he  faltered  out,  in  broken  aentenoee,  — 

"  A  charge  so  sudden  may  well  —  may  well  confound 
me.  But  —  but — who  can  credit  it  I  Both  the  law  and 
common  sense  presuppose  some  motive  for  a  criminal 
action;  what  could  be  my  motive  here!  I — myseU  the 
suitor  for  the  hand  of  the  Duke's  daughter  —  /betray 
herl  Abeoid  —  absurd.  Duke  —  Duke,  I  put  it  to 
your  own  knowledge  ot  mankind,  —  who  ever  goes  thus 
against  his  own  interest,  and  —  and  his  own  heartt" 

This  appeal,  however  feebly  made,  was  not  without 
effect  on  the  philosopher.  "That  is  true,"  said  the 
Duke,  dropping  his  kinsman's  hand; "  I  see  no  motive." 

"  Perhaps,"  said  Harley,  "  Baron  Levy  may  here  en- 
lighten us.  Do  you  know  of  any  motive  of  self-interest 
that  could  have  actuated  Mr.  Leslie  in  assisting  the 
Count's  schemes?" 

Levy  hesitated.  The  Count  took  up  the  word.  "  Par- 
dim/"  said  he,  in  his  clear  tone  of  determination  and 
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will, — "pardteu/  I  can  have  no  doubt  thrown  on  107 
aasertion,  least  of  all  by  those  who  know  of  its  tiuth; 
and  I  call  upon  you,  Baron  Levy,  to  atato  whethra,  in 
case  of  my  marriage  with  the  Duke's  daughter,  I  had 
not  agreed  to  present  my  sister  with  a  sum,  to  which  she 
alleged  some  ancient  claim,  and  which  would  have  paned 
through  yoot  hands  1 " 

*  Certainly,  that  is  tme,"  said  the  Boron, 

"  And  would  Mr.  Leslie  have  benefited  by  any  porMon 
of  that  sumt" 

Levy  paused  again. 

"  Speak,  air,"  said  the  Count,  frowning. 

"The  fact  is,"  said  the  Baion,  "that  Mr.  Leslie  waa 
anxious  to  complete  a  pnrohase  of  certain  estates  that 
had  once  belonged  to  Mb  iamily,  and  that  the  Count's 
marriage  with  the  Signora,  and  his  sister's  marriage 
with  Mr.  Hazeldean,  would  have  enabled  me  to  acoom- 
modat«  Mr.  Leslie  with  a  loan  to  effect  that  purchase. " 

"  What!  jvhatl "  exclaimed  the  Squire,  hastily  but- 
toning his  braast-pocket  with  one  hand,  while  he  seiied 
Randal's  arm  with  the  other,  —  "my  s(m'e  marriagel 
You  lent  yourself  to  that,  tool  Don't  look  so  like  a 
lashed  hound!     Speak  out  like  a  man,  if  man  you  bel " 

"  Lent  himself  to  Amt,  my  good  sirl "  said  tiie  Count. 
"Do  you  suppose  tiiat  the  Marchesa  di  y^;ra  could  have 
condescended  to  an  alliance  with  a  Mr.  Hazeldean  1 " 

"Condescended!  —  a  Hazeldean  of  Hazeldean  I"  ex' 
claimed  the  Squire,  turning  fiercely,  and  hali-ehokftd 
with  indignation. 

"Unless,"  continued  the  Count,  impertuibably,  "she 
bad  been  compelled  by  circumatancee  to  do  that  said  Mr. 
Hazeldean  the  honor  to  accept  a  pecuniary  accommoda- 
tion, which  she  had  no  other  mode  to  discharge.  And 
here,  sir,  the  Iamily  of  Hazeldean,  I  am  bound  to  say. 
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owe  a  great  debt  of  gratitude  to  Mr.  Leslie ;  for  it  was 
he  who  moet  forcibly  represented  to  her  the  necaMity  for 
tbia  misaltianee;  and  it  was  he,  I  believe,  who  sag-, 
geetod  to  my  friend  the  Baton  the  mode  by  whidi  Ui. 
Haseldean  was  best  enabled  to  afford  the  accommodation 
my  sister  deigned  to  accept. " 

"Mode!  —  the  post-obit!"  ejaculated  the  Squire, 
relinquishing  his  hold  of  Bandal,  to  lay  hie  gripe 
upon  Levy. 

The  Baron  ahngged  Ma  shoulden.  "  Any  friend  of 
Mr.  Frank  Hazeldean's  would  have  recommended  the 
sanie,  as  the  most  economical  mode  of  raising  money." 

Paraon  Dale,  who  had  at  first  been  more  shocked 
than  any  one  present  at  these  gradual  revelations  of 
Baadal's  treachery,  now  turning  his  eyes  towards  the 
youDg  man,  was  so  seiied  with  oommisention  at  the 
sight  of  Randal's  &ce,  that  he  laid  his  hand  on  Har- 
ley'e  arm,  and  whispered  him,  "Look,  look  at  that 
oountenancel— and  one  so  youngi  Spare  him,  spare 
him! " 

"Hi.  Leslie,"  said  Harley,  in  softened  tones,  "be- 
lieve me  that  nothing  ehort  of  justice  to  the  Duke  di 
Serrano,  — justice  even  to  my  young  friend  Mr.  Hazel- 
dean,  baa  compelled  me  to  this  painful  du^.  Here  let 
all  inquiry  terminate." 

"And,"  said  the  Count,  with  exquisite  blandnese, 
"since  I  have  been  informed  by  my  Lord  L'Estrange, 
that  Mr.  Leslie  has  represented  as  a  serious  act  on  his 
part,  that  personal  challenge  to  myself  which  I  under- 
stood was  but  a  pleasant  and  amicable  airangement  in 
our  baffled  scheme,  —  let  me  assure  Mr.  Leslie,  tiut  if 
he  be  not  satisfied  with  the  regret  that  I  now  express  for 
t^e  leading  share  I  have  taken  in  these  disoloeuns,  I  am 
wholly  at  Mr.  Leslie's  service." 
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"Peace,  homicids,"  cried  tbe  Parson,  shuddering; 
and  he  glided  to  the  side  of  the  detected  sinner,  from 
whom  all  else  had  recoiled  in  loathing. 

Craft  against  ctaft,  talent  against  talent,  tieasOD 
against  treason,  —  in  all  this  Bandal  Leslie  would 
have  risen  saperioi  to  Giulio  di  Peschiera.  But  what 
now  crushed  him  was  not  the  superior  intellect, — it 
was  the  sheer  brute  power  of  audacity  and  nerve.  Here 
stood  the  careless,  unblushing  villain,  making  light  of 
his  guilt,  canying  it  away  from  disgust  itself,  with 
resolute  look  and  front  erect.  There  stood  the  abler, 
subtler,  profounder  criminal, — cowering,  abject,  piti- 
ful; the  power  of  mere  intellectual  knowledge  shivered 
into  pieces  against  the  brazen  metal  with  which  the  acci- 
dent of  constitiition  often  arms  some  ignobler  nature. 

The  contrast  was  striking,  and  implied  that  truth  so 
universally  felt,  yet  so  little  acknowledged  in  actual 
life,  that  men  with  audacity  and  force  of  character  can 
subdue  and  paralyze  those  far  superior  to  themselvee  in 
ability  and  intelligence.  It  was  these  qualities  which 
made  Peachieia  Sandal's  master;  nay,  the  very  physical 
attributes  of  the  Count,  his  very  voice  and  form,  his 
bold  front  and  unshrinking  eye,  overpowered  &e  acuter 
mind  of  the  refining  schemer,  as  in  a  popular  assembly 
some  burly  Cleon  cows  into  timorous  silence  every  dis- 
sentient sage.  But  Bandal  turned  in  sullen  impatience 
from  the  Parson's  whisper,  that  breathed  comfort  or 
urged  repentance;  and  at  length  said,  with  clearer  tones 
than  he  had  yet  mustered,  — 

"  It  is  not  a  personal  conflict  with  the  Count  di 
Peschiera  that  con  vindicate  my  honor;  and  I  disdain 
to  defend  myself  e^oinst  the  acousations  of  a  usurer,  and 
of  a  man  who  —  " 

"  Momieur  !  "  said  ^a  Count,  drawing  himself  up. 
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"A.  nun  who,"  petsisted  Basdal,  thongh  he  trembled 
Tuibly,  "b;  hii  own  confesrioii,  was  himBeU  guilty  d 
all  the  achemea  in  which  ha  would  tspraaent  me  as  hia 
Bocomplice,  and  who  now,  not  clearing  himself,  would 
jet  convict  another—" 

"Cher  petit  Monaieur/"  said  the  Count,  with  hie 
grand  air  of  diadain,  "when  men  like  me  make  uee  of 
men  like  you,  we  leward  them  for  a  aervice,  if  lendeied, 
or  discard  them  if  the  service  be  not  donej  and  if  I 
condeecend  to  confess  and  apologise  for  any  act  I  have 
committed,  surely  Mr.  Kand&l  Lealie  might  do  the  same 
wiUiout  disparagement  to  his  dignity.  But  I  shoold 
never,  air,  have  taken  the  trouble  to  appear  againat 
you,  had  you  not,  as  I  learn,  pietoided  to  the  hand  of 
the  lady  whom  I  had  hoped,  wiUi  lea>  preaumption,  to 
call  my  bride;  and  in  this,  how  can  I  tell  that  yoa  have 
not  tricked  and  beti^ed  met  Is  there  anything  in 
our  past  acquaintance  that  warrante  me  to  believe  that, 
inatead  of  eerrii^  me,  you  eonght  but  to  eerva  yourself  1 
Be  that  as  it  may,  I  had  but  one  mode  of  lepuring  to 
the  heed  of  my  house  the  wronge  I  have  done  him,  — 
and  that  was  by  saving  hia  daughter  from  a  derogatory 
alliance  with  an  impostor  who  had  abetted  my  aohemee 
for  hire,  and  who  now  would  filch  for  himself  their 
fruit." 

"Duket"  exclaimed  Randal. 

The  Duke  turned  his  hack.  Randal  extended  his 
hands  to  the  Squire.  "Mr,  Haseldean, — whatt  you, 
too,  condemn  me,  and  unheard  t  " 

"Unheatdl  —  zounda,  nol  If  you  have  anything  to 
say,  speak  truth,  and  shame  tiie  devil." 

"  I  abet  Frank's  marriage  I  —  I  sanction  the  post-obiti 
—  OhI"  cried  Randal,  clinging  to  a  straw,  "if  Frank 
himself  we»  but  here  I  " 
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Harley's  compaadon  TUUBhed  befoie  tluB  sasUined 
hypoorifly, 

"  You  wish  for  the  presence  of  Fiank  Hazeldeac.  It 
U  just."  Harley  opened  the  door  of  the  iimei  room, 
and  Frank  appnared  at  the  entnnoe. 

"My  eon  —  my  eon!  "  cried  &e  Squira,  rushing  for- 
ward, and  claeping  Frank  to  bia  Inoad  fatherly  breast. 

This  affecting  inoident  gave  a  aaddau  change  to  the 
feelings  of  the  audienOe,  and  for  a  moment  Bandal  him- 
self was  forgotten.  The  young  man  aeiiod  that  moment. 
Reprieved,  as  it  were,  from  the  glue  of  oontemptuons 
accusing  eyes,  —  slowly  he  crept  to  the  door,  slowly  and 
noieeleasly,  as  tha  viper,  when  it  is  wounded,  diope  its 
creat,  and  glides  writhing  through  the  glass.  Levy 
followed  him  to  the  threshold,  and  whispered  in  hia 

"I  oooldnot  help  it,— you  would  have  d<me  tiie  Bam« 
by  me.  Tou  sea  you  have  failed  in  everything;  and 
whan  a  man  fails  completely,  we  both  agreed  that  we 
must  give  him  up  altc^tber." 

Kandal  said  not  a  woid,  and  the  Baron  marked  his 
shadow  fall  on  the  broad  stain,  stealii^  down,  down, 
etep  after  step,  till  it  faded  from  the  stones. 

"  Bnt  he  wae  of  some  use,"  muttered  Levy.  "  Hia 
treachery  and  hie  ezpoeoie  will  gall  the  childless  Eger- 
ton.     Some  little  revenge  still  I  " 

The  Count  touched  the  arm  of  the  musing  usurer,  •— 

"iPai  Hen  jovi  mon  role,  n'ett  oepaa?"^ 

"Tour  parti  Ahl  bnt, my  dear  Count,  I  donotquit« 
understand  it." 

"  Ma  foi,  —  you  are  passably  dull.     I  had  juat  been 

landed  in  Fiance,  when  a  letter  from  L'Estrange  reached 

me.    It  was  couched  as  an  invitation,  which  I  interpreted 

'  I  have  wen  pla;ed  my  part,  hare  I  notl 
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to — the  duello.  Such  invitations  I  never  refnae  I 
replied.  I  came  hither, — took  mf  lodgings  at  an  inn. 
JAy  lord  seeks  me  last  night.  I  begin  in  the  tone  you 
may  suppose.     Pardieu!  he  is  clever,  milord!     He 

shows  me  a  letter  from  the  Prince  Von ,  AJphoneo's 

recall,  my  own  banishment.  He  places  before  me,  but 
with  admirable  suavity,  the  option  of  beggary  and  ruin, 
or  an  honorable  claim  on  Alpbonso's  gratitude.  And 
as  for  that  petit  Monm«ur,  do  you  think  I  could  quietly 
contemplate  my  own  tool's  enjoyment  of  all  I  had  lost 
myself  t  Naj,  more,  if  that  young  Harpagon  were  Al- 
pbonso's son-in-law,  could  the  Duke  have  a  whisperer 
at  his  ear  more  fatal  to  my  own  interests  t  To  be  brief, 
I  saw  at  a  glance  my  best  course.  I  have  adopted  it. 
The  difficulty  waa  to  extzicate  myself  as  became  a  man 
'de  gang  at  de  feu.'  If  I  have  done  so,  congratulate 
me.  Alphonso  has  taken  my  hand,  and  I  now  leave 
it  to  bim  —  to  attend  to  my  fbrtunee,  and  clear  up  my 
repute." 

"  If  you  are  going  to  London,"  said  Levy,  "my  car- 
riage, ere  this,  must  be  at  the  door,  and  I  shall  be  proud 
to  offer  you  a  seat,  and  converse  with  you  on  your  pros- 
pecta.  But,  ^ertfl/  mon  eher,  your  fall  has  been  from 
a  great  height,  and  any  other  man  would  have  br  ken 
his  bones." 

"Strength  is  ever  light,"  said  t^  Count,  smiling; 
"  and  it  does  not  fall :  it  leaps  down  and  rebounds." 

Levy  looked  at  the  Count,  and  blamed  himself  for 
having  disparaged  Peschiera  and  overrated  Bandal. 

While  this  conference  went  on,  Harley  was  by  Vio- 
Xante's  sidft 

"I  have  kept  my  promise  to  you,"  said  he,  with  a 
kind  of  tender  humility.  '  Are  yon  still  so  severe  on 
mef" 
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"Ahl "  aunrerod  Yiolaote,  gaziiig  on  his  noble  brow, 
with  all  a  woman's  pride  in  her  eloqnent,  admiring 
eyes,  —  "X  have  heard  from  Mi.  Dale  that  you  have 
achieved  a  conquest  over  yourself,  which  makes  me 
ashamed  to  think  that  I  presumed  to  doubt  how  your 
heart  would  speak  when  a  moment  of  wrath  (thongfa  of 
wrath  so  just)  had  passed  away." 

""No,  Violante,  —  do  not  acquit  me  yet;  witness  my 
revenge  (for  I  have  not  foregone  it),  and  then  let  my 
heart  speak,  and  breathe  its  prayer  that  the  angel  voice, 
which  it  now  beats  to  hear,  may  still  be  it«  goardian 
monitor. " 

"  What  is  this  t "  cried  an  amazed  voice ;  and  Harley, 
turning  round,  saw  that  the  IXike  waa  by  his  side;  and, 
glancing  with  ludicrous  surprise,  now  to  Harley,  now  to 
Violante,  "Am  I  to  understand  that  you^" 

"Have  freed  yon  from  one  suitor  for  this  dear  hand, 
to  become,  myself,  yonr  petitionee! " 

"  Corpo  di  Baceo  I "  cried  the  sage,  almost  embracing 
Harley,  "this,  indeed,  is  joyful  news.  But  I  must  not 
again  make  a  rash  pledge,  — not  again  force  my  child's 
inclinations.     And  Violante,  you  see,  is  running  away," 

The  Duke  stretched  out  hia  arm  and  detained  his 
child,  He  drew  her  to  hia  breast,  and  whispered  in 
her  ear.  Violante  blushed  crimson,  and  rested  her  head 
on  his  shoulder.     Harley  eagerly  pressed  forward. 

"There,"  said  the  Duke,  joining  Harley's  hand  with 
hie  daughter's;  *  I  don't  think  I  shall  hear  much  mon 
of  the  convent;  but  anjrthing  of  this  sort  I  never  ans- 
pected.  If  there  be  a  langu^^  in  the  world  for  which 
there  ia  no  lexicon  nor  grammar,  it  is  that  which  a 
woman  thinks  in,  but  never  apeaka." 

"  It  is  all  that  ia  left  of  tti«  language  spoken  in 
Paiadiae,"  said  Harley. 
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"  In  the  dialogQB  between  Eve  and  the  serpent,  — 
yea,"  quoth  the  incoirigible  sage.  "  Bat  who  comes 
here  1  —  our  friend  Leonard. " 

Leonard  now  entered  the  room;  but  Harley  could 
ecatcely  greet  him,  before  he  waa  interrupted  by  the 
Count. 

"  Milord,"  said  Peschiera,  beckoning  him  aside,  *  I 
have  fulfilled  mj  promise,  and  I  will  now  leave  your 
roof.  Baron  Levy  retums  to  I/ondon,  and  offers  me  a 
seat  in  his  carriage,  which  is  already,  I  believe,  at  your 
door.  The  Duke  and  bis  daughter  will  readily  forgive 
me,  if  I  do  not  ceremoniously  bid  them  farewell.  In 
our  altered  positions,  it  does  not  become  me  too  intru- 
sively to  cWm  kindred;  it  became  me  only  to  remove, 
as  I  trust  I  have  done,  a  barrier  against  the  claim.  If 
you  approve  my  conduct,  you  will  state  your  own  opinion 
to  the  Ihike."  Wi&  a  profound  salutation,  the  Count 
turned  to  depart;  nor  did  Harley  attempt  to  stay  him, 
but  attended  him  down  the  stairs  with  polite  formality. 

"  Bemember  only,  my  lord,  that  I  solicit  nothing,  I 
may  allow  myself  to  accept.  Foila  tout. "  He  bowed 
again  with  the  inimitable  grace  of  the  old  rigime,  and 
stepped  into  the  Baron's  travelling-carriage. 

Levy,  who  had  lingered  behind,  paused  to  aoooat 
L'EBtnmge. 

"  Your  lordship  will  explain  to  Mr.  Egerton  how  hie 
adopted  son  deserved  his  esteem,  and  repaid  his  kind- 
ness. For  the  rest,  though  you  have  bought  up  the 
more  pressing  and  immediate  demands  on  Mr.  Egerton, 
I  fear  ^t  even  your,  fortune  will  not  enable  you  to 
clear  those  liabilities,  which  will  leave  him,  perhaps, 
a  pauper  I " 

"Baron  Levy,"  said  Hatley,  abruptly,  '  if  I  have 
forgiven  Mr.   I^rton,    cannot  you  too   foi^vet     Ma 
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he  hu  wronged, — yoo  have  wKHiged  faim,  and  mon 
foully." 

"No,  my  lord,  I  cannot  foigiTe  him.  Ton  he  haa 
neTW  homiliated,  — yoa  he  has  never  employed  for  hia 
wants,  and  aoomed  as  his  campanion.  Yon  have  never 
known  what  it  is  to  atart  in  life  with  one  whose  for- 
ttmee  were  equal  to  your  own,  whose  talents  were  not 
superior.  Look  yon,  Lord  L'Satrange,  —  in  spite  of 
this  difference  between  me  and  Egerton,  that  he  has 
squandered  the  wealth  that  he  gained  without  effort, 
while  I  have  converted  the  follies  of  others  into  my 
own  ample  revenues,  —  the  spendthrift  in  his  penury 
has  the  respect  and  position  which  millions  cannot 
bestow  upon  me.  Yon  would  say  that  I  am  a  usurer, 
and  he  is  a  statesman.  But  do  you  know  what  I  should 
have  been,  had  I  not  been  bom  the  natural  son  of  a 
peer  I  Can  you  guess  what  I  should  have  been,  if  Nora 
Avenel  had  been  my  wife  I  The  blot  on  my  birth,  and 
the  blight  on  my  youth,  and  the  knowledge  that  he,  who 
was  rieing  every  year  into  the  rank  which  entitled  him 
to  reject  me  as  a  guest  at  his  table, —  he  whom  the  world 
called  the  model  of  a  gentleman,  —  was  a  coward  and  a 
liar  to  tiie  biend  of  hia  youth :  all  this  made  me  look 
on  the  world  with  contempt;  and,  despising  Audley 
E^rton,  I  yet  hated  him  and  envied.  You,  whom  he 
wronged,  stretch  your  hand  as  before  to  the  great  states- 
man; from  my  touch  you  would  shrink  as  pollution. 
My  lord,  you  may  forgive  him  whom  you  love  and 
pity;  t  cannot  foigive  him  whom  I  scorn  and  envy. 
Pardon  my  prolizi^.     I  now  quit  your  house." 

The  Baron  moved  a  step,  —  then  turning  back,  said 
with  a  withering  sneer, — 

"  But  you  will  tell  Mr.  Egerton  how  I  helped  to 
expose  the  son  he  adopted  I    I  thought  of  the  ohildleaa 
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man  vhen  jour  lotdship  imagined  T  was  bnt  in  fear  <tf 
yourthieata.     Hal  hal  — that  will  sting." 

The  Baron  gnashed  his  teeth  as,  hastily  entering 
the  carriage,  he  diew  down  the  blinds.  The  post-boys 
cracked  theii  whipe,  and  the  wheels  rolled  away. 

"Who  can  judge,"  thought  Harley,  "  throngh  what  r 

modes  retribntion  oomes  home  to  ihe  breast  f     That  ' 

man  is  chastised  in  his  wealth,  —  ever  gnawed  by  de-  i 

sire  for  what  his  wealth  cannot  buy! "    He  roused  him-  I 

self,  cleared  his  brow  as  from  a  thought  that  dackened 
and  troubled;  and,  entering  the  saloon,  laid  his  hand 
upon  Leonard's  shoulder,  and  looked,  rejoicing,  into  the 
poet's  mild,  honest,  lustrous  eyes.  "  Leonard,"  said  he, 
gently,  "  your  hour  is  oome  at  last.* 
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CHAPTER  XXXIV. 

AuDLBT  EoERTON  WAB  alouB  in  his  apartmect.  A 
heaTj  sleep  had  come  over  him,  ahoFtly  after  Horley 
and  Randal  had  left  the  hooae  in  the  early  momii^; 
and  that  sleep  continued  till  late  in  the  day.  All  the 
irhile  the  town  of  Lanameie  had  been  distracted  in  his 
canae;  all  the  while  ao  many  tumultaous  passions  had 
run  riot  in  the  contest  that  waa  to  close  or  reopen,  for 
tile  sUteeman's  ambition,  the  Janus  gates  of  political 
war,  —  the  object  of  so  many  feus  and  hopes,  schemes 
and  counter-schemes,  had  slumbered  quietly  as  an  io&nt 
in  the  cradle.  He  woke  but  in  time  to  receive  Harley's 
despatch,  announcing  the  success  of  his  election;  and 
adding,  "Before  the  night  you  shall  embrace  your  son. 
Do  not  join  ub  below  when  I  return.  Keep  calm;  v>» 
will  come  to  you." 

In  fact,  though  not  aware  of  the  dread  nature  of 
Audley's  complaint,  with  ite  warning  symptoms.  Lord 
L'Estrange  wished  to  spare  to  his  friend  the  scene  of 
Randal's  exposure. 

On  the  receipt  of  that  letter,  Bgertou  rose.  At  the 
prospect  of  seeing  his  son  —  Nora's  son  —  the  Tery 
memory  of  his  disease  vanished.  The  poor,  weary, 
over-labored  heart  indeed  beat  loud,  and  with  many  a 
jerk  and  spasm.  He  heeded  it  not.  The  victory,  that 
restored  him  to  the  sole  life  for  which  he  had  hitherto 
cared  to  live,  was  clean  fo^tten.  Kature  claimed  her 
own,  —  dumed  it  in  scorn  of  death,  and  in  oblivion  of 
renown. 
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There  sat  the  man,  dressed  with  his  habitnal  prad- 
Bion;  the  black  coat,  buttoned  across  tile  broad  breaet; 
his  countenance,  so  mechanically  habituated  to  eelf- 
control,  still  levealiug  little  of  emotion,  though  the 
sickly  flush  came  and  vent  on  the  Immzed  cheek,  and 
the  eye  watched  the  hand  c^  the  dock,  and  the  ear  hun- 
gered for  a  foot-tread  along  the  comdor.  At  length  the 
sound  was  heard,  —  Btepe,  many  steps.  He  sprung  to  his 
feet,  —  he  stood  on  the  hearth.  Was  the  hearth  to  be 
solitary  no  more?  Harley  entered  &8t.  Egerton's  ejea 
rested  on  him  eagerly  for  a  moment,  and  strained  onward 
across  the  threshold.  Leonard  came  next,  —  Leonard 
Fairfield,  whom  he  had  seen  as  his  opponent!  He  be- 
gan to  suspect,  to  conjecture,  to  see  the  motber's  tender 
eyes  in  the  son's  manly  face.  Involuntarily  he  opened 
his  arms;  but,  Leonard  remaining  still,  let  them  fall 
with  a  deep  sigh,  and  fancied  himseli  deceived. 

"Friend,"  said  Harley,  "I  give  to  you  a  son  proved 
in  adversity,  and  who  iaa  fought  his  own  way  to  fame. 
Leonard,  in  the  man  to  whom  I  prayed  you  to  saorifioe 
your  own  ambition;  of  whom  you  have  spoken  widL 
such  worthy  praise;  whoee  career  of  honor  you  have 
promoted;  and  whose  life,  unsatisfied  by  those  honora, 
you  will  soothe  with  youi  filial  love, — behold  the 
husband  of  N'ors  Avenelj  Kneel  to  your  father  I  O 
Audley,  embrace  your  sonl" 

"Here  —  here,"  exclaimed  Egerton,  as  Leonard  bent 
his  knee,  —  "here  to  my  heart!  Look  at  me  with  those 
eyes!  —  kindly,  forgivingly:  they  are  your  mother's!" 
His  proud  head  sunk  on  his  son's  shoulder. 

"  But  this  is  not  enough,"  said  Harley,  leadii^  Helen, 
and  placing  her  by  Leonard's  side;  "you  must  open 
your  heart  for  more.  Take  into  it«  folds  my  sweet  waid 
and  daughter.     What  is  a  home  without  the  smile  of 
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woman  T  They  have  loved  each  other  from  ehildnn. 
Audlej,  javxa  be  the  hand  to  join,  —  y ouia  be  the  lipi 
to  bleas." 

Leonard  started  anxiously.  "Oh,  eiil — oh,  my 
fatherl  —  thie  generoua  sacrifice  may  not  be;  for  he  — 
he  who  haa  Baved  me  for  this  Burpassing  joy  —  he  too 
tovea  her  I " 

.  "Nay,  Leonard,"  said  Hailey,  amiling,  "  I  am  not  bo 
n^lectful  of  myaelf.  Another  home  woob  yoa,  Aadley. 
He  whom  you  long  bo  vainly  Bought  to  reconcile  to  life, 
exchanging  monmful  dreams  for  happy  duties,  —  he, 
too ,  preaenta  you  to  hia  bride.  Love  her  f oi  my  sake,  — 
for  your  own.  She  it  is,  not  I,  who  presides  over  thia 
hallowed  reonion.  But  for  her,  I  should  have  been  a 
blinded,  vindictive,  guilty,  repentant  man;  and  — " 
Viotante'e  soft  hand  was  on  hie  lipe. 

"  Thus,"  said  the  Parson,  with  mild  solemnity,  "man 
finds  that  the  Saviour's  precepta,  'Let  not  the  sun  go 
down  upon  thy  wrath,'  and  '  Love  one  another,'  are 
clews  that  conduct  ub  thiDt^^h  the  labyrinth  of  human 
life,  when  the  schemes  of  fraud  and  hat»  snap  asunder, 
and  leave  us  loat  amidst  the  maze." 

Egerton  reared  his  headj  as  if  to  answer;  and  all 
present  were  stmok  and  appalled  hy  the  sudden  change 
Aiat  had  come  over  his  couDtAnance.  There  was  a  film 
upon  the  eye,  — a  shadow  on  the  aspect;  the  wotds 
biled  his  lipe,  — he  sunk  on  the  seat  beside  him.  The 
left  hand  tested  droopingly  upon  the  piles  of  public 
papers  and  ofBcial  documents,  and  the  fingers  played 
with  them,  as  the  bed-ridden  dying  sufferer  plays  with 
the  coverlid  he  will  soon  exchange  for  the  winding- 
sheet.  But  his  right  hand  seemed  to  feel,  as  through 
the  dark,  for  the  recovered  son ;  and  having  touched 
what  it  sought,  feebly  drew  Leonard  near  and  nearer. 
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Alas!  that  bliesful  pritatb  utk;  that  close  centre 
lotmd  the  coro  of  being  in  the  individual  man, —  so 
long  missed  and  pined  for, — slipped  from  him,  as  it 
were,  the  moment  it  reappeared;  hurried  awa;,  as  the 
circle  on  the  ocean,  which  is  scarce  seen  ere  it  vanishes 
amidat  infinity.  Suddenly  boA  hands  were  still;  the 
head  fell  bock.  Joy  had  burst  asunder  the  last  liga- 
ments, BO  fretted  away  in  unrevealing  sorrow.  Afar, 
their  sound  home  into  that  room,  the  joy-bells  were 
pealing  triumph;  mobs  roaring  out  huzsas;  the  weak 
cry  of  John  Avenel  might  be  blent  in  those  shouts,  aa 
the  drunken  zealots  reeled  by  his  cottage-door,  and 
startled  the  screaming  ravens  that  wheeled  round  the 
hollow  oak.  The  boom  which  he  sent  from  tiin  waves 
on  the  surface  of  life,  while  the  deeps  are  so  noiseless 
in  their  march,  was  wafted  on  the  wintry  air  into  the 
chamber  of  the  statesman  it  honored,  and  over  the  grass 
sighing  low  upon  Nora's  grave.  But  there  was  one  in 
the  chamber,  ae  in  the  grave,  for  whom  the  boom  on  the 
wave  had  no  sound,  and  the  march  of  the  deep  had  no 
tide.  Amidst  promises  of  home,  and  union,  and  peace, 
and  fame.  Death  strode  into  the  household  ring,  and, 
seating  iteelf,  calm  and  still,  looked  lifelike;  warm 
hearto  throbbing  round  it;  lofty  hopes  fluttering  up- 
ward; Love  kneeling  at  its  feet;  Religion,  wi^  lifted 
finger,  standing  by  its  side. 
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FINAL  CHAPTER. 


-  The  Hall  in  the  Old  Tower  of  Cabtaix 

BOLAKD   DB  CA.XTOir. 


"  But  yon  have  not  donet "  said  i 
PisisTEATtis.  — "  Wliat  remains  to  dot" 
JSR.CA.XTOJt.— "  WtaU  — why  tYw  Final  Chapter/ 
—  the  laat  news  you  can  give  ub  of  those  whom  you  have 
ictrodticed  to  onr  liking  or  dislike." 

PisiaxBATca.  — "  Surely  it  is  more  dramatic  to  clooe 
the  irork  with  a  scene  that  completes  the  main  design  of 
Uie  plot,  snd  leave  it  to  the  prophetic  imagination  of  all 
whose  flattering  curiosity  is  still  not  wholly  satisfied,  to 
trace  the  streams  of  each  several  existence,  when  they 
hianch  off  again  from  the  lake  in  which  their  waters  con- 
verge, and  hy  which  the  sihyl  has  confirmed  and  made 
dear  the  decree,  that '  Oonduct  is  Fate.'  " 

Hb.  Caxton.  —  "More  dramatic,  I  grant;  but  yon 
have  not  written  a  drama.  A  novelist  should  be  a  com- 
fortable, garrulous,  communicative,  gossiping  fortune- 
teller;  not  a  grim,  laconical,  otactdar  sil^l.  I  like  a 
novel  that  adopts  all  the  old-fashioned  customs  prescribed 
to  ito  art  l^  tiie  rules  of  the  Mastere,  more  especially  a 
novel  which  you  style  '  My  Novel,'  par  emphasis." 

Captaiit  Roland.  — "A  most  vague  and  impiao 
ticahle  title, '  My  Novel.'  It  must  r^ly  be  chuiged 
before  the  work  goes  in  due  form  to  the  public. " 

Mr.  Squills. — "  Certainly  ttie  present  title  cannot 
be  even  pronounced  1^  many  without  inflicting  a  shock 


t,  Google 


628  MY  HOTEL  ;  OB, 

npon  their  nervous  Byatem.  Do  you  tiunl,  for  instance, 
that  my  friend  Lady  Priscilla  Graves — 'who  is  a  great 
novel-reader,  indeed,  hut  holds  all  female  writers  tin- 
feminine  deserters  to  the  standard  of  man  —  could  ever 
come  out  with, '  Pray,  sir,  have  yon  had  time  to  ItxA 
at  —  My  Kovel  I '  She  would  rather  die  first.  And 
yet  to  be  aUeut  altogether  on  the  latest  acquisition  to  die 
circulating-libiarieB,  would  bring  on  a  functional  derange- 
ment of  her  ladyship's  oigaos  of  speech.  Or  how  could 
pretty  Miss  Dulcet  —  all  sentiment,  it  is  true,  bat  ail 
bashful  timidity  —  appall  Captain  Smirke  from  proposing, 
with,  ■  Did  you  not  think  the  Parson's  sennon  a  little 
too  dry  in  Mt  Kovell '  It  will  lequlie  a  face  of  brass, 
or  at  least  a  long  course  of  citrate  of  iron,  before  a  re- 
spectable lady  or  unassuming  young  gentleman,  with  a 
proper  dread  of  beiug  taken  for  scribbleis,  could  electrify 
a  social  circle  with, '  The  reviewers  don't  do  justice  to 
ttie  excellent  things  in  —  Mr  Novel.'  " 

Caftaiit  Boland.  — "  Awful  consequences,  indeed, 
may  arise  from  the  mistakes  such  a  title  gives  rise  to. 
Counsellor  Digwell,  for  instance, — a  lawyer  of  literary 
tastes,  but  whose  career  at  ttie  bar  was  long  delayed  by 
an  unjust  suspicion  amongst  the  attorneys  that  he  had 
written  a  '  Philosophical  Essay,'  — imagine  such  a  man 
excusing  himself  for  being  late  at  a  dinner  of  Ing-wigs, 
with  '  I  could  not  get  away  from  — Mr  NoveL'  It 
would  be  his  pn^eseional  mini  I  am  not  fond  cJ  law- 
yers in  general,  but  still  I  would  not  be  a  party  to  taking 
the  bread  out  of  the  mouth  of  those  with  a  family ;  and 
Digwell  has  children,  — the  tenth  an  innocent  baby  in 

Mb.  Caxto». — "As  to  Digwell  in  particular,  and 
lawyers  in  general,  they  are  too  accoatomed  to  circum- 
locnti<ai  to  expose  themselves  to  the  danger  your  kind 
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heart  apprahenda ;  bat  I  allow  that  a  shy  scholar  Uka 
myaelf ,  or  a  giave  college  tutor,  might  be  a  little  pat  to 
tlw  blush  if  he  were  to  blurt  forth  inadTertentlf  with, 
*Doa't  waste  your  time  over  trash  like  —  My  Novel.' 
And  that  thoogbt  preaenta  to  us  another  and  more  pleas- 
ing view  of  this  critical  qoeation.  The  title  yoa  condemn 
places  the  woric  under  nniversal  protection.  Lives  there 
a  man  or  a  woman  so  dead  to  self-loTe  as  to  say, '  What 
contemptible  stuff  is — Mt  Novel'!  Would  he  or  she 
not  rather  be  impelled  by  that  strong  impulse  of  an 
honorable  and  virtnous  heart,  which  moves  us  to  stand 
as  well  as  we  can  with  our  friends,  to  say, '  Allow  that 
tiiere  ie  really  a  good  thing  now  and  then  in  —  Mt 
Novel'  I  Moreover,  as  a  novel  aspires  to  emhace  moat 
of  the  interests  or  the  passions  that  agitate  mankind;  to 
generalize,  as  it  were,  the  details  of  life  that  come  home 
to  us  all,  — BOrin  reality,  the  title  denotes  that,  if  it  be 
such  as  the  author  may  not  unworthily  call  his  Novel,  it 
must  also  be  such  as  the  reader,  whoever  he  be,  may  ap- 
propriate in  port  to  himself,  representing  his  own  ideae; 
expressing  his  own  experience;  reflecting,  if  not  in  full, 
at  least  in  profile,  hia  own  pereonalidenti^.  Thus,  when 
we  glance  at  the  looking-glass  in  another  man's  room,  our 
likeness  for  the  moment  appropriates  the  mirror;  and  ac- 
cording to  the  humor  in  which  we  are,  or  the  state  of  our 
spirits  and  health,  we  say  to  ourselves, '  Bilious  and  yellow  [ 
—  I  might  as  well  take  care  of  my  diet  I '  Or, 'Well,  I've 
half  a  mind  to  propose  to  dear  Jane ;  I  'm  not  such  an 
ill-looking  dog  as  I  Uioi^ht  fori  *  Still,  whatever  result 
from  that  glance  at  Uie  mirror,  we  never  doubt  that 't  is 
our  likeness  we  see ;  and  each  says  to  the  phantom  refleo- 
(aon, '  Thou  art  myself,'  thoi^h  the  mere  article  of  fur- 
niture that  gives  the  reflection  belongs  to  another.  It  ia 
n^  likeness  if  it  be  his  glass.     And  a  narrative  that  ia 
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trae  to  the  Varieties  of  Life  u  Every  Hui's  Kovel,  no 
matter  from  wliat  shores,  by  what  rivers,  hy  what  bays, 
in  what  pits,  were  extracted  the  sands  and  the  silex,  ^e 
pearl-ash,  the  nitre  and  quicksilver,  which  form  its  ma- 
terials ;  no  matter  who  the  craftsman  who  fashioned  its 
form;  no  matter  who  the  vender  that  sold,  or  iho  cu»- 
tomei  who  bought;  still,  if  I  bat  recognized  some  tarait 
of  myself,  'tis  my  likeness  that  makes  it '  My  Novel.'  " 

Mr.  SgutiLS  (puzzled,  and  therefore  admiring).  — > 
'■  Subtle,  sii,  very  subtle.  Fine  organ  of  Comparison 
in  Hr.  Caxton's  head,  and  much  called  into  play  this 
evening. " 

Mr.  Gaxtoh  (benignly).  — "  Finally,  the  author,  by 
this  most  admirable  and  much-signifying  title,  dispenses 
with  all  necessity  of  preface.  He  need  insinuate  no 
merits,  — he  need  extenuate  no  faults;  for,  by  calling 
his  work  thns  curtly  '  Hy  Novel,'  he  doth  delicately 
imply  that  it  is  no  use  wasting  talk  about  faults  or 
merits." 

P18I8TRATD8  (amased).  — "  How  is  Uiat,  sitt " 

Mr.  Caxton.  — "  What  so  cleart  You  imply  that, 
though  a  better  novel  may  be  written  by  others,  you  do 
not  expect  to  write  a  novel,  to  which,  taken  aa  a  novel, 
you  would  more  decisively  and  unblushingly  prefix  that 
voucher  of  peTSonal  authorship  and  identity  conveyed  in 
the  monosyllable  '  My.'  And  if  you  have  written  your 
best,  let  it  be  ever  so  bad,  what  can  any  man  of  candor 
and  integrity  lequire  more  from  you  1  Ferhapa  you  will 
say  that,  if  you  had  lived  two  thousand  yean  ago,  you 
might  have  called  it  '  The  Novel,'  or  the  ■  Qolden 
Novel,'  as  Lucius  calls  his  story  '  The  Ass; '  and  Apu- 
leius,  to  distinguish  his  own  more  elaborate  Ass  bom 
all  Asses  preceding  it,  called  his  t«le  '  The  Qolden  Ass.' 
But  living  in  the  present  day,  such  a  designation — Im' 
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plying  a  merit  in  general,  not  the  partial  and  limited 
merit  correeponding  only  with  youi  individual  abilitiea 

—  would  be  presumptnouA  and  offenaire.  True,  I  here 
anticipate  the  observation  I  aee  Squills  is  about  to 
make —  " 

SaniLLS.  — "  I,  rirl  " 

Mk.  Caxton,  — "  You  would  say  that,  as  Scarron 
called  his  work  of  fiotion  '  The  Comic  Novel,'  bo  Pisis- 
tratus  might  have  called  his  '  The  Serious  Novel,'  or 
'  The  Tragic  Novel'  But,  Squills,  that  title  would  not 
have  been  inviting  nor  appropriate,  and  would  have  been 
exposed  to  comparison  with  Scarron,  who  being  dead  is 
inimitabla.  Wherefore,  —  to  put  the  questioa  on  the 
irrefragable  bams  of  mathematics,  —  wherefore  as  A  B, 
'  My  Novel,'  ia  not  equal  to  B  C, '  The  (Johlen  Novel,' 
nor  to  D  E, '  The  Serious  or  Tragic  Novel,'  it  follows 
that  A  B, '  My  Novel,*  is  equal  to  P  G, '  Pisistratua 
Cazton; '  and  P  C, '  Plaistottns  Caxtou,'  must  therefore 
be  just  equal,  neither  more  nor  leas,  to  A  B, '  My  Novel,' 

—  which  was  to  be  demonstrated."  My  father  looked 
round  triumphantly,  and  oheerving  tiiat  Squills  was 
dumbfounded,  and  the  nst  of  his  audience  posed,  he 
added  mildly, — 

"  And  so  now,  non  gui^a  movere,  proceed  with  tiie 
Final  Chapter,  and  tell  us  first  what  became  of  that 
youthful  Giles  Overreach,  who  was  himself  his  own 
M^rraUr 

"  Ay!  "  said  the  Captain,  "  what  became  of  Bandal 
Leslie  I    Did  he  repent  and  reform)" 

"  Nay,"  quoth  my  father,  with  a  mournful  shake  of 
the  head;  "  you  can  regulate  the  warm  tide  of  wild  pas- 
flion ;  you  can  light  into  virtue  the  dark  errors  of  igno- 
rance;—  but  where  the  force  of  the  brain  does  but  clog 
the  fr«e  action  of  the  heart;  where  you  have  to  deal. 
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not  vith  ignomncB  muled,  but  intelligence  corrupted,— 
small  hope  of  reform;  foi  reform  here  will  need  reor- 
ganization. I  have  somewhere  read  (perhaps  in  Hebrew 
tradition)  that  of  the  two  orders  of  fallen  spirits,  —  the 
Angela  of  Love,  and  the  Angels  of  Knowledge,  —  the 
first  missed  the  stars  they  had  lost,  and  wandered  back 
through  the  darkness,  one  by  one  into  heaven:  but  the 
last,  lighted  on  by  their  own  lurid  splendors,  said, 
'  Wherever  we  go,  there  is  heaven  I '  And  deeper  and 
lower  descending,  lost  their  shape  and  their  nature,  till, 
deformed  and  obscene,  the  bottomless  pit  cbsed  around 
them. " 

Mr.  BguiLLB.  — "I  should  not  have  thought,  Mr. 
Caxton,  that  a  book-man  like  you  would  be  thus  severe 
up(»i  knowledge." 

Mb.  Cazton  (in  wrath).  — "  Severe  upon  knowledge! 
0  Squills  —  Squills — Squills!  Knowledge  perverted 
is  knowlei^  no  longer.  Vinegar,  which,  exposed  to  the 
sun,  breeds  small  serpents,  or  at  beat  alimy  eels,  not 
comestible,  once  was  wine.  If  I  say  to  my  grand- 
children, <  Don't  drink  that  sour  stufT,  which  the  sun 
itself  fills  with  reptiles ; '  does  that  prove  me  a  foe  to 
sound  sherry]  Squills,  if  you  had  but  received  a 
aeholastic  education ,  you  would  know  the  wise  maum 
that  saith,  '  All  things  the  worst  are  corruptions  from 
things  originally  designed  as  the  best. '  Has  not  free- 
dom bred  anarchy,  and  religion  fanaticism  1  And  if  I 
blame  Marat  calling  for  blood,  or  Dominic  racking  a 
heretic,  am  I  severe  on  the  religion  that  canonised 
Francis  de  Sales,  or  the  freedom  that  immortalized 
Tbrasybuluaf  " 

Mt.  Squills,  dreading  a  catalogue  of  all  the  saints  in  Qm 
calendar,  and  an  epitome  of  ancient  history,  exclaimed 
eagerly,  "  Enough,  sir;  I  am  convinced!  " 
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Ub.  Caxtoh.  — "Moreover,  I  have  thought  it  a 
natmal  stroke  of  art  in  Piaistotus,  to  keep  Randal  Le^ 
lie,  in  his  prc^reaa  towards  the  rot  of  the  intellect  un- 
wholesomelj  refined,  free  from  all  the  salutary  infioencea 
that  deter  ambition  from  settling  into  egotism.  Neither 
in  his  slovenly  home,  nor  from  his  classic  tutor  at  hia 
preparatory  school,  does  he  seem  to  have  learned  any 
truths,  religious  or  moral,  that  might  givQ  sap  to  fresh 
shoots,  when  the  first  rank  growth  was  cut  down  by  the 
knifes  and  I  eepedaUy  noted,  as  illustistive  of  Egerton, 
no  less  than  of  Randal,  that  though  the  stateemaa'a 
occasional  hints  of  advice  to  hia  pratig4  are  worldly-wise 
in  their  way,  and  suggestive  of  honor  as  befitting  the 
creed  of  a  gentleman ,  they  are  not  such  as  much  influence 
a  shrewd  reasoner  like  Bandal,  whom  the  example  of  the 
playground  at  Eton  had  not  served  to  correct  of  the  arid 
self-seeking  which  looked  to  knowledge  for  no  object  bat 
power.  A.  man  tempted  by  passions  like  Audley,  or 
seduced  into  fraud  by  a  cold  subtle  spirit  like  Leslie,  will 
find  poor  defence  in  the  el^ant  precept, '  Remember  to 
act  as  a  gentleman.'  Such  moral  embroidery  adds  a 
beautiful  scarf  to  one's  armor;  but  it  is  not  the  armor 
itself!  Ten  o'clock  —  as  I  live  I  Push  on,  Piaistrataal 
and  finish  the  chapter." 

Mrs.  Ca2toit  (benevolently).  —"  Don't  hurry.  Bo- 
gin  with  that  odious  Randal  Leslie,  to  oldige  your  father ; 
but  ^lere  are  others  whom  Blanohe  and  I  care  much  more 
to  hear  about. " 

Fisistratus,  dnce  there  is  no  help  for  it,  produces  a 
supplementaiy  manuscript,  which  piovee  that,  whatever 
his  doubt  as  to  tiie  artistic  efi'eot  of  a  Final  Chapter,  he 
had  foreseen  that  hia  audience  would  not  be  contented 
without  one. 
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Bandttl  Leslie ,  late  at  noon  the  day  after  he  quitted 
Lanemere  Park,  arrived  on  foot  at  his  father's  house 
He  had  walked  all  the  way,  and  through  the  eolitudes 
of  the  winter  night;  but  he  was  not  sensible  of  &tigue 
till  the  dismal  home  closed  round  him,  with  its  air  of 
hopeless,  ignoble  poverty;  and  then  he  sunk  upon  the 
floor,  feeling  himself  a  ruin  amidst  the  ruins.  He  made 
no  disclosure  of  what  had  passed  to  his  lelationB.  Mis- 
erable man,  there  was  not  one  to  whom  he  could  con- 
fide, or  from  whom  he  might  hear  the  truths  that 
connect  repentance  with  consolation  I  After  some  weeks 
passed  in  sullen  and  almost  unbroken  silence,  he  left  as 
abruptly  as  he  had  appeared,  and  returned  to  London. 
The  sudden  death  of  a  man  like  E^rton  had,  even  in 
those  excited  times,  created  intense,  though  brief  sen- 
sation. The  particulars  of  the  election,  that  hod  been 
given  in  detail  in  the  provincial  papers,  were  copied 
into  the  London  journals;  —  among  those  details,  Ban- 
dal  Leslie's  conduct  in  the  comn^ttee-room,  with  many 
an  indignant  comment  on  selfishness  and  ingratitude. 
The  political  world  of  all  parties  fonned  one  of  those 
judgments  on  the  great  man's  poor  dependant,  which 
fix  a  stain  npou  the  character,  and  place  a  barrier  in  the 
career  of  ambitions  youth.  The  important  persoosges 
who  had  once  noticed  Ksndal  for  Audley's  sake,  and 
who,  on  their  subsequent  and  not  long-deferred  restora- 
tion to  power,  could  have  made  his  fortune,  passed  him 
in  the  streets  without  a  nod.  He  did  not  venture  to 
remind  Avenel  of  the  promise  to  aid  him  in  anotiier 
election  for  Lansmere,  nor  dream  of  filling  up  the  va- 
cancy which  Egerton's  death  had  created.  He  was  too 
shrewd  not  to  see  that  all  hope  of  that  borough  was 
over;  he  would  have  been  hooted  in  the  streets,  and 
pelted  from  the  hustings.    Forlorn  In  the  vast  metropolis, 
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aa  Leonard  had  once  been,  in  his  torn  he  lottered  on 
the  bridge,  and  gazed  on  the  remoTeelese  river.  He 
bad  neither  money  nor  connections,  —  nothing  sare 
talents  and  knowledge  to  force  hie  way  back  into  the 
lofty  world  in  which  all  had  emiled  on  him  before;  and 
talents  and  knowledge  that  had  been  exerted  to  iojnre 
a  benefactor,  made  bim  hut  the  more  deepised.  But^ 
even  now.  Fortune,  that  had  beetowed  on  the  pauper 
heir  of  Bood  advanb^^  ao  numerous  and  so  dattling, 
out  of  which  he  had  cheated  himself,  gave  him  a  chance, 
at  least,  of  present  independence,  by  which,  with  pa- 
tient toil,  he  might  have  won,  if  not  to  the  highest 
places,  at  least  to  a  position  in  which  he  could  have 
forced  the  world  to  listen  to  his  explanations,  and  per- 
haps receive  hia  szcoses;  the  £5000  that  Audley  de- 
seed foi  him,  and  which,  in  a  private  memorandum, 
the  statesman  had  entreated  Hailey  to  see  safely  rescued 
from  the  fangs  of  the  lav,  were  made  over  to  ftandal  by 
Lord  L'Estrange's  solicitor;  but  this  sum  seemed  to 
him  so  small  after  the  loss  of  such  go^eous  hopes,  and 
the  up-hill  path  seemed  so  slow  after  such  short  cuts  to 
power,  that  Bandal  looked  upon  the  unexpected  bequest 
simply  as  an  apology  for  adopting  no  profession.  Stung 
to  the  quick  by  the  contrast  between  his  past  and  his 
present  place  in  the  English  world,  he  hastened  abroad. 
There,  whether  in  distraction  from  thought,  or  from  the 
curiosity  of  a  restless  intellect  to  explore  the  worth  of 
things  yet  untried,  Bandal  lieslie,  who  had  hitherto 
been  so  dead  to  the  ordinary  amnsements  of  youth, 
plunged  into  the  society  of  damaged  gamesters  and  third- 
rate  rouia.  In  this  companionship  his  very  tolente 
gradually  degenerated,  and  their  exercise  upon  low  in- 
trigues and  miserable  projects  but  abased  bis  social  char- 
acter, till,  sinking  step  after  step  as  his  funds  decayed, 
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he  finally  vamshed  out  of  the  apheie  in  which  even 
pnifligatea  still  retain  tJie  habits,  and  cling  to  the  otute 
of  gentlemen.  His  father  died;  the  neglected  property 
of  Rood  deTolved  on  Randal,  but  out  of  its  scanty  prti' 
ceeds  he  had  to  pay  the  portions  of  his  brother  and  siater, 
and  his  mother's  jointure;  the  surplus  left  was  soaioely 
visible  in  the  executor's  account.  The  hope  of  resbmng 
the  home  and  fortunes  of  his  forefathers  had  long  ceased. 
What  were  the  ruined  hall  and  its  bleak  wastes,  without 
that  hope  which  had  once  dignified  the  wreck  and  the 
deserti  He  wrote  from  St.  Fetersboig,  ordering  the 
sale  of  the  property.  No  one  great  proprietor  was  a 
candidate  for  the  unpromising  investment;  it  was  sold 
in  lots  among  small  freeholders  and  retired  tradere.  A 
builder  bou^t  the  Hall  for  ite  materials.  Hall,  lands, 
and  nams,  were  blotted  out  of  the  map  and  the  history 
of  the  county. 

The  widow,  Oliver,  and  Juliet  removed  to  a  provin- 
cial  town  in  another  shire.  Juliet  mairied  an  ensign  in 
a  marching  regiment,  and  died  of  neglect  after  child- 
birth. Mrs.  Leslie  did  not  long  Burvive  her.  Oliver 
added  to  his  little  fortune  by  marriage  with  the  daughter 
of  a  retail  tradeeman,  who  had  amassed  a  few  thousand 
pounds.  He  set  up  a  brewery,  and  contrived  to  live 
without  debt,  though  a  large  family,  and  his  own  con- 
stitutional inertness,  extracted  from  his  businesa  small 
profits  and  no  savii^s.  Nothing  of  Randal  had  been 
heard  of  for  years  after  the  sale  of  Rood,  except  that  he 
had  taken  up  his  residence  either  in  Australia  or  the 
United  States;  it  was  not  known  which,  but  presumed 
to  be  the  latter.  Still  Oliver  had  been  brought  up  with 
BO  high  a  veneration  of  his  brother's  talents,  that  he 
cherished  the  sanguine  belief  that  Randal  would  some 
day  appear,  wealthy  and  potent,  like  tiie  uncle  in  a 
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comedy;  lift  up  the  aunken  family,  and  rear  into  gracd- 
ful  ladies  and  acoompliahed  gentlemen,  the  cluiuBy  little 
hoje,  and  the  vulgar  little  giils  who  now  crowded  rotind 
Oliver's  dinner^table,  with  appetitea  altogether  dispro- 
portioned  to  the  coze  of  the  joints. 

(tee  winter  day,  when  from  the  said  dinner-table  wife 
and  childien  had  retired,  and  Oliver  eat  sipping  his  half- 
pint  of  bad  port,  and  looking  over  unaatisfactory  ac- 
counts, a  ttiin  terrier,  lying  on  the  ttireadbaie  mg  by 
the  n^^ard  fire,  sprang  up  and  barked  fiercely.  Oliver 
lifted  his  dull,  blue  eyes,  and  saw  oppoeite  to  him,  at 
the  window,  a  human  face.  The  face  was  pressed  dose 
to  the  panes,  and  was  obscured  by  the  base  which  the 
Invath  of  its  lips  drew  forth  from  the  frosty  rime  that 
had  gathered  on  the  glass. 

Oliver,  alarmed  and  indignant,  supposing  this  intru- 
sive spectator  of  his  privacy  to  be  some  bold  and  lawless 
tiampei,  stepped  out  of  the  room,  opened  the  front  door, 
and  hade  the  stranger  go  about  his  business;  while  the 
terrier,  still  more  inhospitably  yelped  and  snapped  at  the 
stranger's  heels.  Then  a  hoarse  voice  said,  "  Don't  you 
know  me,  Oliverl  I  am  your  brother  Randal!  Call 
away  your  dog,  and  let  me  in."  Oliver  stared  aghast, — 
he  could  not  believe  his  slow  senses;  he  could  not  recog- 
nize his  brother  in  the  gaunt,  grim  apparition  before  him. 
But  at  length  he  came  forward,  gazed  into  Randal's  face, 
and,  grasping  his  hand  in  amazed  silence,  led  faim  into 
the  little  parlor.  Not  a  trace  of  the  well-bred  refinement 
which  had  once  characterized  Randal's  tur  and  person 
was  visible.  His  dress  bespoke  the  last  otage  of  that 
terrible  decay  which  is  ngnificantly  called  the  ■'  shabby 
genteel."  His  mien  was  that  of  the  skulking,  timorous, 
famished  vagabond.  As  be  took  ofT  his  greasy,  tattered 
hat,  he  exhibited,  thoi^  still  young  in  years,  the  signi 
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oi  piemature  old  age.  His  hair,  once  so  flue  and  «]ken, 
was  of  a  harah  iroH'^nty,  1bald  in  ragged  patches ;  hia  fore- 
head and  Tiaage  were  ploughed  into  furroTs;  intelligraice 
WBSBtillin  the  aspect,  but  an  intelligence  that  instinctdvelj 
set  you  on  your  gnaid,  —  sinister,  gloomy,  menacing. 

Randal  stopped  short  all  queetioning.  He  seued  the 
small  modicum  of  wine  on  the  table,  and  drained  it  at 
a  draught.  "  Pooh,"  said  he, "  have  you  nothing  that 
wanns  a  man  better  than  thist  "  OllTer,  who  felt  as 
if  under  the  influence  of  a  frightful  dream,  went  to  a 
cupboard  and  took  out  a  bottle  of  brandy  three-parta 
full.  Randal  snatched  at  it  e^erly,  and  put  his  lips  to 
the  mou^  of  the  bottle.  "  Ah,"  said  he,  after  a  abort 
pause,  "  Utis  comforts;  now  give  me  food."  Olivet 
hastened  himself  to  serve  his  brother;  in  fact,  be  felt 
ashamed  that  even  the  slip-shod  maid-servant  should  see 
his  visitor.  "When  he  returned  with  such  provisions  as 
he  could  extract  from  the  larder,  Randal  was  seated  by 
the  fire,  spreading  over  the  embers  emaciated  honj  hands, 
lite  ttie  talons  of  a  vulture. 

He  devoured  the  cold  meat  sat  before  him  with  terrible 
voracity,  and  neaHj  finished  the  spirits  left  in  the  bottle; 
hut  the  last  had  no  efiect  in  dispersing  his  gloom.  Olivet 
stared  at  him  in  fear,  —  the  terrier  continued  to  utter  a 
low  auspicious  growl. 

"  You  would  know  my  history  1 "  at  length  said  Ran- 
dal, bluntly.  "  It  is  short.  I  have  tried  for  fortune 
and  failed;  I  am  without  a  penny  and  without  a  hope. 
You  seem  poor;  I  suppose  you  cannot  much  help  me. 
Let  me  at  least  stay  with  you  for  a  time ;  I  know  not 
where  else  to  look  for  bread  and  for  ahelt«r." 

Oliver  burst  into  tears  and  cordially  bade  hia  brother 
welcome.  Randal  remained  some  weeks  at  Oliver's 
house,  never  stirring  out  of  the  doors,  and  not  seemii^ 
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10  notice,  thongh  he  did  not  scrapie  to  use  the  new 
habilimeiits  which  Oliver  procured  leadj-made,  and 
placed,  without  remark,  in  his  room.  But  his  pteeence 
Boon  became  intolerable  to  the  mistiesB  of  the  house,  and 
oppressive  even  to  its  master.  Randal,  who  hod  cmce 
been  so  ftbetemlous  that'  he  had  even  regarded  the  most 
modente  use  of  wine  as  incompatible  with  clear  judg- 
ment and  v^ilant  observation,  had  contracted  the  habit 
of  drinking  spirito  at  all  hours  of  the  day;  but,  though 
they  Bometimes  intoxicated  him  into  stupor,  they  never 
unlocked  his  heart  nor  enlivened  hie  sullen  mood.  If  he 
obeerved  less  acutely  than  of  old,  he  could  still  conceal 
just  as  closely.  Mrs.  Oliver  Leslie,  at  first  rather  awed 
and  taciturn,  grew  cold  and  repelling,  then  pert  and  sar- 
castic, at  last  onditgoiaedly  and  vulgarly  rude.  Bandal 
made  no  retort;  but  his  sneer  was  so  galling  that  t^ 
wife  flew  at  once  to  her  hosband,  and  dedared  that  either 
she  or  his  brother  must  leave  the  house.  Oliver  tried  to 
pacify  and  comproEiise,  with  partial  success;  and,  a  few 
days  afterwards,  he  came  to  Randal  and  said,  timidly, 
"  You  see,  my  wife  brought  me  nearly  all  I  possess,  and 
you  don't  condescend  to  make  friends  with  her.  Your 
residence  here  must  be  as  painful  to  you  as  to  me.  But  I 
wish  to  see  you  provided  for ;  and  I  could  offer  you  some- 
thing, —  only  it  seems,  at  first  glance,  so  beneath  —  " 

'*  Beneath  what)  "  interrupted  Randal,  witheringly. 
"What  I  was,  — or  what  I  am)     Speak  outi" 

"  To  he  sure  you  are  a  scholar;  and  I  've  heard  you 
say  fine  things  about  knowledge,  and  so  forth;  and  you  '11 
have  plenty  of  books  at  your  disposal,  no  doubt ;  and  you 
Bie  still  young,  and  may  rise,  and  —  " 

"  Hell  and  torments!  Be  quick  — say  the  wont  ot 
the  besti  "  cried  Bandal,  fiercely. 

*'  Well  then,"  said  poor  Oliver,  still  trying  to  soften 
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the  intended  propoeal,  "  70a  moEt  knov  that  oni  pcxw 
sisteT'e  hiuhuid  was  uephaw  to  Dr.  Felpem,  who  keeps 
a  very  teepectable  Bchool.  He  is  not  learned  hmaelf ,  and 
attends  chiefly  to  arithmetic,  and  book-keeping,  and  such 
matters, — bat  he  wante  as  nahet  to  teach  the  claaaice; 
for  some  of  the  boys  go  to  college.  And  I  have  written 
to  him,juat  to  eonnd,  —  I  did  not  mention  70111  name 
till  I  knew  if  jron  woold  like  it;  but  he  will  take  my 
recommendation.  Board,  lodging,  fifty  pounds  a-yeai; 
in  short,  the  place  is  yours  if  you  like  it." 

Bandal  shivered  from  head  to  foot,  and  was  long  before 
he  answered.  "  Well,  be  it  so;  I  hare  come  to  titaL 
Ha,  hal  yea,  knowledge  is  powerl  "  He  paused  a  few 
moments.  "  So,  the  old  Hall  is  rased  to  the  gmukd, 
and  you  ore  a  tradesman  in  a  small  country  town,  and 
my  sistor  is  dead,  and  I  henceforth  am  —  John  Smith  I 
Yon  say  that  you  did  not  mention  my  name  to  the  school- 
master, —  still  keep  it  concealed ;  forget  that  I  <mee  was 
a  Leslie.  Our  tie  of  biotiierliood  ceases  when  I  go  &om 
your  hearth.  Writo,  then,  to  your  head  master,  who 
attends  to  arithmetic,  and  eectm  the  tank  of  his  usher  in 
Latin  and  Greek  for  — John  Smith!  " 

Not  many  days  afterwards  the  protigi  of  Andley 
Egerton  entered  on  his  duties  as  usher  in  one  of  tliose 
large  cheap  schools,  which  comprise  a  sprinkling  of  the 
sons  of  gentry  and  clei^ymen  dedgned  for  tiie  learned 
professione,  with  a  far  larger  proportion  of  the  sons  of 
traders,  intended,  some  for  the  counting-house,  some  for 
the  shop  and  tJie  till.  There,  to  this  day,  under  ti^ 
name  of  John  Smith,  lives  Bondal  Leslie. 

It  is  probably  not  pride  alone  that  induces  him  to  pet- 
sist  in  that  change  of  name,  and  makes  him  regard  as 
perpetual  the  abandonment  of  the  one  that  he  took  from 
his  forefathers,  and  with  which  he  had  once  identified 
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hib  vaulting  amlntion;  for  shortly  after  he  had  quitted 
hia  brother's  bouae,  Oliyer  read  in  tha  weekly  news- 
paper, to  whicb  he  bounded  hia  lore  of  the  timee  in 
which  he  lived,  an  extract  from  an  American  joomal, 
wherein  certain  mention  was  made  of  an  English  adven- 
turer who,  amcmgst  other  aliases,  had  assumed  the  name 
of  Leslie,  —  that  extract  caused  Oliver  to  start,  turn 
pale,  look  round,  and  thrust  the  paper  into  the  fire. 
From  that  time  he  never  attempted  to  violate  the  con- 
dition Randal  had  imposed  on  him;  never  sought  to 
renew  their  intercourse,  nor  to  claim  a  brother.  I>onbt- 
lesB,  if  the  adventurer  thus  signalized  was  the  man 
Oliver  suspected,  whatever  might  he  imputed  to  JEtau- 
dal's  charge  that  could  have  paled  a  brother's  cheek,  it 
was  none  of  the  more  violent  crimes  to  which  law  is 
inexorable,  but  raUier  (in  that  progress  made  b;  ingrati- 
tude and  duplicity,  with  need  and  necessity  urging  them 
on)  some  act  of  dishonest ,  which  may  just  escape  from 
the  law,  to  sink,  without  redemption,  ttie  name.  How- 
ever this  be,  there  is  nothing  in  Randal's  present  course 
of  life  which  forebodes  any  deeper  falL  He  has  known 
what  it  is  to  want  bread,  and  hia  former  resUessness 
BubsideB  into  cynic  apathy. 

He  lodges  in  the  town  near  the  school,  and  thus  the 
debasing  habit  of  unsocial  besobnent  is  not  brought 
under  the  eyes  of  his  superior.  The  dram  is  his  sole 
luxury, — if  it  be  suspected,  it  is  thought  to  be  hia  sole 
vice.  He  goes  through  the  ordinary  routine  of  tuition 
widi  average  credit;  his  spirit  of  intrigue  occasionally 
shows  itself  in  attempts  to  conciliate  the  favor  of  the 
boys  whose  Others  are  wealthy,  —  who  are  bom  to 
higher  rank  than  the  rest;  and  he  lays  complicated 
■chemea  to  he  asked  home  for  the  holidays.  Bat  when 
the  schemes  succeed,  and  the  invitation  comes,  he  !«■ 
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ooiU  and  ■Tii-inV*  back;  he  does  not  dare  to  ahow  him 
self  on  the  harden  of  the  brighter  world  he  once  hoped 
to  sway;  he  feara  that  he  may  be  discoTeied  to  be — a 
Lealiel  On  anch  days,  when  hia  taskwork  ia  over,  he 
ahuto  huoseU  up  in  hia  room,  locks  the  door,  and  droga 
himself  into  inaensibility. 

Once  he  found  a  well-worn  volume  running  the  round 
of  delighted  school-boya, — took  it  up,  snd  recognized 
Leonard's  earliest  popolar  work,  which  had,  many  yean 
before,  seduced  himself  into  pleasant  thoughts  and  gentle 
emotions.  He  carried  the  book  to  his  own  lodfpngs, — 
read  it  again;  and  when  he  returned  it  to  its  young 
owner,  some  of  the  leaves  were  stained  vriHi  tears. 
Alas!  perhaps  but  the  maudlin  teafs  of  broken  nervea, 
not  of  the  awakened  aoul ;  for  the  leaves  smelt  strongly 
(^  whiskey.  Yet,  after  that  le-peruaal,  Randal  Leshe 
tamed  suddenly  to  deeper  studies  than  his  habitnal 
drudgeries  required.  He  revived  and  increased  his  early 
schdarship;  he  chalked  the  outline  of  a  work  of  great 
erudition,  in  which  the  subtlety  of  his  intellect  fonnd 
field  in  learned  and  acute  criticism.  But  he  has  nevn 
proceeded  far  in  this  work.  After  each  irregular  and 
spasmodic  effort,  the  pen  drops  from  his  hand,  and  he 
mntteis,  "  But  to  what  end!  I  can  never  now  raise  a 
name.     Why  give  reputation  to — John  Smith!  " 

Thus  he  drags  on  his  life;  and  perhaps,  when  he  dies, 
the  fragments  of  his  learned  work  may  be  discovered  in 
the  desk  of  the  usher,  and  serve  as  hints  to  some  crafty 
student,  who  may  filch  ideas  and  repute  from  the  dead 
Leslie,  as  Leslie  had  filched  them  from  the  living 
Burley. 

While  what  may  be  called  poetical  justice  has  thus 
evolved  itself  from  the  schemes  in  which  Kandal  Leslie 
had  wasted  lare  intellect  in  baffling  his  own  fortunes. 
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no  outw&rd  signs  of  adversity  evince  the  ptmishment  of 
Providence  on  the  bead  of  the  more  poweifill  offender. 
Baron  Levy.  No  fall  in  the  Funds  haa  shaken  th« 
somptuooB  fabric,  bnilt  from  the  ruined  bouses  of  other 
men.  Baron  Levy  is  still  Baron  Levy  the  millionnaiie ; 
but  I  doubt  if  at  heart  be  be  not  more  acutely  miserable 
than  Kandal  Leslie,  the  naher.  For  Levy  is  a  man  who 
has  admitted  the  fiercer  passiona  into  his  pbiloeophy  of 
life ;  be  has  not  the  pole  blood  and  torpid  heart  which 
allow  tbe  scotched  adder  to  doze  away  it«  sense  of  pain. 
Just  as  old  age  began  to  creep  upon  the  babionable 
usurer,  be  fell  in  love  with  a  young  opeia-dancer,  whose 
light  heels  had  turned  the  lighter  heads  of  half  the 
iUgant  of  Paris  and  London.  The  craft  of  the  dancer 
was  proof  against  all  lesser  bribes  than  that  of  marriage ; 
and  Levy  married  ber.  From  that  moment  his  bouse, 
Louis  Quinxe,  was  more  crowded  than  ever  by  the  higb- 
bom  dandies  whose  society  he  bad  long  so  eagerly 
courted.  That  society  became  bis  curse.  The  Baroness 
was  an  accomplished  coquette  j  and  Levy  {with  whom, 
as  we  have  seen,  jealousy  was  the  predominant  passion) 
was  stretched  on  an  eternal  rack.  His  low  estimate  of 
human  nature  —  his  disbelief  in  tbe  possibility  of  virtue 
— added  strength  to  tbe  agony  of  his  suspicions,  and 
provoked  tbe  very  dangers  he  dreaded.  His  sole  self- 
torturing  task  was  that  of  tbe  spy  upon  bis  own  hearth. 
Hie  banquets  were  haunted  by  a  spectre ;  tbe  attributes 
of  his  wealth  were  as  tbe  goad  and  the  scourge  of  Kem- 
eeis.  His  gay  cynic  smile  changed  into  a  sullen  scowl ; 
bis  hair  bluiched  into  whit« ;  his  eyes  were  hollow  with 
one  consuming  care.  Suddenly  he  left  bis  costly  house; 
left  London ;  abjured  all  tbe  society  which  it  had  been 
the  joy  of  his  wealth  to  purchase;  buried  himself  and 
his  wife  in  ct  remote  comer  of  the  provinces;  and  then 
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he  still  livee.  He  seeks  in  run  to  occupy  his  d&ys  wiih 
nual  ptusuitB;  he  to  whom  the  excitements  of  r  me- 
tropolis, with  all  its  corruption  and  its  vices,  were  the 
sole  sources  of  the  turtud  stream  that  he  coiled  "  pleas- 
ure."  There,  too,  tlie  fiend  of  jealousy  still  punues 
him-,  he  prowls  round  his  demesnes  with  the  haggard 
eye  and  furtiTS  step  of  a  thief;  he  guards  his  wife  as  a 
prisoner,  for  she  threatens  every  day  to  escape.  The 
life  of  the  man  who  had  opened  the  prison  to  so  many, 
is  the  life  of  a  jailer.  Hb  wife  abhors  him,  and  does 
not  conceal  it;  and  still  slavishly  he  dotes  on  her.  Ao- 
costomed  to  the  freest  liberty ;  demanding  applause  and 
admiration  as  her  rights ;  wholly  uneducat«d,  vulgar  in 
mind,  coarse  in  language,  violent  in  temper,  —  the 
beautiful  Fury  he  has  brought  to  his  home  mokes  that 
home  a  hell.  Thus,  what  might  seem  to  the  superficial 
most  enviable,  is  to  their  possessor  most  hatefuL  He 
dares  not  sak  a  soul  to-see  how  be  spends  his  gold, — he 
h&s  shrunk  into  a  mean  and  niggardly  expenditure ,  and 
complains  of  reverse  and  poverty,  in  order  to  excuse 
himself  to  his  wife  for  debarring  her  the  eiyoyments 
which  she  anticipated  from  the  money-bags  she  had 
married.  A  vague  conBciousneas  of  retribntion  has 
awakened  remorse,  to  add  to  bis  other  stings.  And 
the  remorse  coining  from  superstition,  not  leligion  (sent 
from  below,  not  descending  from  above),  brin^  with  it 
none  of  the  consolations  of  a  genuine  repentance.  He 
never  seeks  to  atone, — never  dreams  of  some  redeeming 
good  action.  His  riches  flow  around  him,  spreading 
wider  and  wider  out  of  his  own  reach. 

The  Count  di  Feschiera  was  not  deceived  in  ttte  calcu- 
lations which  hod  induced  him  to  affect  repentance,  and 
establish  a  claim  upon  his  kinsman.  He  received  from 
the  generoaty  of  the  Duke  di  Serrano  an  annuity  not 
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dfapioportioaed  to  his  rank,  and  no  order  from  his  oooit 
forbade  his  letoni  to  Vienna.  Bnt,  in  the  vety  Bummer 
that  followed  hie  visit  to  Lansmere,  his  career  come  to 
an  abrupt  close.  At  Baden-Baden  he  paid  court  to  a 
wealthy  and  accomplished  Polish  widow ;  and  his  fine 
psrson  and  terrible  repate  awed  away  all  rivals  eave  a 
young  Frenchman,  as  daring  aa  himself,  and  much  more 
in  love.  A  challei^^  was  given  and  accepted.  Feschiera 
appeared  on  the  fatal  ground  with  Iiis  customary  Bctng- 
froid,  humming  an  opera  air,  and  looking  so  diabolically 
gay  that  his  opponent's  nerves  were  affected  in  spite  of 
hiscoui^^,an(l,the  Frenchman's  trigger  going  off  before 
he  had  even  taken  aim,  to  his  own  inefiable  astoniahment, 
he  shot  the  Count  through  the  heart,  dead. 

Beatrice  di  Kegn  lived  for  some  years  after  her 
brother's  death  in  strict  secluaiou,  lodging  within  a 
convent,  though  she  did  not  take  the  veil  as  she  at  first 
proposed.  In  fact,  the  more  she  saw  i^  the  sisterhood, 
the  more  she  found  that  human  regrets  and  human  paa- 
aions  (save  in  some  rarely  gifted  oatures)  find  their  way 
through  the  barred  gates  and  over  the  lofty  walls. 
Finally,  she  took  up  her  abode  in  Kome,  when  she  is 
esteemed  iot  a  life  not  only  marked  by  strict  propria^, 
but  active  benevolence.  She  cannot  be  prevailed  on  to 
accept  from  the  Duke  more  than  a  fourth  of  the  annni^ 
that  had  been  bestowed  on  her  brother  j  but  ehe  has  few 
wants  save  those  of  charity ;  and  when  charity  is  really 
active,  it  can  do  so  much  with  bo  little  gold  I  She  is  not 
known  is  the  gayer  circles  of  the  city ;  but  she  gathers 
around  her  a  small  socie^  composed  chiefly  of  artists 
and  scholars,  and  is  never  so  happy  as  when  she  can  aid 
e  child  of  genius,  —  more  especially  if  his  country  be 
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where  Captain  Barnabas  Higginbotham  has  taken  op  hia 
permanent  abode.  The  Captain  is  a  confirmed  hypo- 
chondriac, but  he  brightens  up  now  and  then  when  he 
hears  of  any  illneaa  in  the  family  of  Mr,  Sharpe  Come, 
and,  at  such  times,  is  heard  to  murmur,  "  If  those  aeren 
sickly  children  should  go  off,  I  might  still  hare  veiy 
great  —  expect ationh.  "  For  the  which  hs  has  been 
roundly  scolded  by  the  Bqutre,  and  gntToly  preached  »i 
by  the  Parson.  Upon  both,  however,  he  takes  faia  re- 
venge in  a  fair  and  gentlemanlike  way,  three  timea  a- 
week,  at  the  whist-table,  the  Parson  no  longer  having 
the  Captain  oa  his  constant  partner,  since  a  fifth  now 
generally  cute  in  at  the  table,  —  in  the  person  of  that  old 
enemy  and  neighbor,  Hr.  Sticktorights.  The  Parson, 
^na  fighting  his  own  battles  unallied  to  the  Captain,  ob- 
•erves  with  melancholy  surprise  that  there  is  a  long  run 
of  luck  against  him,  and  that  he  does  not  win  so  mncli 
as  he  used  to  do.  Fortunately  that  is  the  sole  broable 
— except  Hrs.  I>ale'B  "  little  tempers,"  to  which  he  is 
accostomed — that  ever  disturbs  the  serene  tenor  <^  tbs 
Parson's  Ufe.  We  must  now  explain  how  Mr.  Stickto- 
rights came  to  cat  in  at  the  Haieldean  whist-taUe. 
Frank  has  settled  at  the  Casino  with  a  wife  who  saits 
him  exactly,  and  that  wife  was  Miss  Sticktorights.  It 
was  two  years  before  Frank  recovered  the  diaappoinbneut 
with  which  the  loss  of  Beatrice  saddened  his  apirita,  but 
sobered  his  habits  and  awoke  his  reflection.  An  afibc- 
tion,  however  misplaced  and  ill-requited,  if  hmestly 
conceived  and  deeply  felt,  rarely  fails  to  advance  the 
self-education  of  man.  Frank  became  steady  and  serioos ; 
and,  on  a  visit  to  Haieldean,  met  at  a  county  ball  Hiss 
SticktoT^thts,  and  the  two  young  persons  were  instantly 
attracted  towards  each  other,  perhaps  by  the  very  fend 
that  had  so  long  existed  between  their  houses.     Hu 
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marruge  setUemento  wen  nearly  abandoned,  at  th«  laat 
moment,  hy  a  diecasaion  between  the  paiente  aa  to  the 
ri^t  of  way.  Bat  the  dispute  was  happily  appeased 
hj  Mr.  Dale's  soggestton,  that  ae  both  propertieB  would 
be  united  in  the  childien  of  the  piopoaed  marriage,  all 
canae  for  litigatitni  wonld  naturally  cease,  since  no  man 
wonld  go  to  law  with  himself.  Mr.  Sticktoiighta  and 
Mr.  Haceldean,  however,  agreed  in  the  precaution  of 
inserting  a  clause  in  the  eettiements  (though  all  the 
lawyers  declared  that  it  could  not  be  of  any  legal  avail) , 
1^  which  it  was  declared,  that  if,  in  default  of  heritaUe 
issue  by  the  said  marriage,  the  Sticktorighte  estate 
deTolved  on  some  distant  scion  of  the  Stidctotights 
&mily ,  the  right  of  way  from  the  wood  acsoss  the  waste 
land  would  still  remain  in  the  same  state  of  delectable 
dispute  in  which  it  then  stood.  There  seems,  however, 
little  chance  of  a  lawsuit  thus  providentaally  bequeathed 
to  tbt  misery  of  distant  genetalaons,  —  since  two  sons 
and  two  daughters  are  already  playing  at  hide-and-seek 
on  the  terrace  where  Jackeymo  once  watered  the  orange- 
trees,  and  in  the  Belvidere  where  Biccabocca  had  studied 
his  Machiavelli. 

Jackeymo,  though  his  master  has  aasessed  the  long 
arrears  of  his  wages  at  a  sum  which  would  enable  him  to 
have  orange-groves  and  servants  of  his  own,  still  clings 
to  his  former  duties,  and  practises  hie  cimstitutional 
parsimony.  His  only  apparent  deviation  into  profusion 
consists  in  the  erection  of  a  chapel  to  his  sainted  name- 
sake, to  whom  he  bums  many  a  votive  taper  i  —  the 
topers  are  especially  tall,  and  their  sconces  are  wreathed 
with  garlands  whenever  a  letter  with  the  fordgn  post- 
mark brings  good  news  of  the  absent  Violante  and  her 
English  lord. 

Biccabocca  was  l<«ig  before  he  reconciled  himself  to 
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the  pomp  oi  hii  principalities  and  his  title  of  Dnke. 
Jemima  accommodated  heiself  much  mon  readi^  to 
graatneeB,  bat  she  retained  all  her  native  Hazeldean 
dmplicil?  at  heart,  and  is  adored  by  Ote  villagen  aKnuul 
her,  eepecially  by  the  yonth  of  botii  eexes,  whom  ahe 
ia  alwaj^  read;  to  marry  and  to  portion;  —  convinced, 
long  ere  this,  of  the  redeemable  qualities  of  the  male 
aex  by  her  reverence  for  the  Doke,  who  contianes  to 
satirize  women  and  wedlock,  and  deem  himself  —  thanks 
to  his  profound  experience  of  the  cue  and  hiB  philosoph- 
ical endurance  <d  the  other — the  only  happy  huaband 
in  the  weald.  Longer  etill  was  it  before  the  sage,  who 
had  been  bo  wisely  anxious  to  rid  himaeU  of  the  chaige 
of  a  daughter,  could  wean  his  thoughts  from  the  remem- 
Isance  of  her  tender  voice  and  loving  eyes.  Not,  in- 
deed, till  he  serioosly  betook  himself  to  the  task  of 
educating  the  son  witii  whom,  according  to  his  scientific 
prognostics,  Jemima  presented  him  shortly  after  his  re- 
turn to  his  native  land.  The  sage  b^an  betimes  with 
hie  Italian  proverbe,  full  of  hard-hearted  worldly  wis- 
dom, and  the  boy  was  scarce  out  of  the  hornbook  before 
he  was  introduced  to  Machiavelli.  But  somehow  or 
other  the  simple  goodness  of  the  philosopher's  actual 
life,  with  hts  high-wrought  patrician  sentiments  of  in- 
tegrity and  honor,  so  counteract  the  theoretical  lessinis, 
that  the  heir  of  Serrano  ia  little  likely  to  be  made  more 
wise  by  the  proverbs,  or  more  wicked  by  Uie  Machia- 
velli, than  those  studies  have  practically  made  the  pro- 
genitor, whoee  opimoDB  his  countrymen  still  shame  with 
the  title  of  "  Alphonso  the  Qood." 

The  Duke  long  cherished  a  strong  curiosity  to  know 
what  had  become  of  Bandal.  He  never  traced  tiie  ad- 
venturer to  his  closing  scene.  But  tmce  (years  before 
Bandal  had  crept  into  his  present  shelter)  in  a  visit  of 
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{nq>ectum  to  the  hoBpital  at  Q«noa,  the  Duke,  with  iaa 
peculiar  shrewdness  at  obserration  in  all  matters  except 
thoae  which  coacemed  biniBeU,  was  lemaiking  to  the 
officei  in  attendance,  "  that  tot  on«  doll,  honeat  man, 
whom  fortune  drove  to  the  hospital  or  th«  jail,  he  had 
fonnd,  on  inreatigation  of  their  antecedents,  tluee  sharp- 
witted  knaves  who  had  thereto  rednced  Uiemselves,"  — 
when  his  eye  fell  upon  a  man  aeleep  in  one  of  the  sick- 
wards,  and  recognizing  tlie  face,  not  then  so  changed  as 
Oliver  had  seen  it,  he  walked  steoight  up,  and  gazed 
upon  Kandal  Leslie. 

"An  Englishman,"  said  the  ofBcial.  "He  was 
brought  hither  insensible,  from  a  severe  wound  on  the 
head,  inflicted,  as  we  discovered,  by  a  weH-known  chev- 
alier d'induatrie,  who  declared  that  the  Englishman 
had  outwitted  and  cheated  him.  That  was  not  vei; 
likely,  for  a  few  crowns  were  all  we  could  find  on  the 
Englishman's  person,  and  he  had  been  obliged  to  leave 
his  lodgings  for  debt.  He  is  recovering;  but  there  is 
fever  still." 

The  I>nke  gazed  silently  on  the  sleeper,  who  was 
tossing  lestlesaly  on  his  pallet,  and  muttering  to  him- 
self; thrai  he  placed  his  pniw  in  the  oflScial'a  hand. 
"  Give  this  to  the  Englishman,"  said  he;  "  but  conceal 
my  name.  It  b  true  —  it  is  true ;  the  proverb  is  very 
true,"  —  resumed  the  Duke,  descending  the  stairs,  — 
"jPii  pelli  di  volpi  ehs  di  mini  vanno  in  Pellio- 
oiarla. ' ' ' 

Dr.  iltagm  continues  to  prescribe  globules  for  grief, 
and  to  administer  infinitesimally  to  a  mind  diseased. 
Practising  what  he  prescribes,  he  swallows  a  globule  of 
"oauttia"  whenever  the  sight  of  a  distressed  fellow- 
creature   moves  him   to   compassion,  —  a  constitutioTial 

'  Hon  hidM  of  foxes  than  of  assaa  find  thett  way  to  the  tanner'a 
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tendenoy  which,  he  is  at  Isat  oonTlnced,  admits  of  no 
radical  core.  Foi  the  leet,  his  lange  of  patientB  hu 
notaUy  expanded;  and  under  his  sage  oaie  his  patienb 
unqnestionaUy  live  as  long,  — as  FrovideDce  pioaaos. 
TSo  allopathist  can  say  more. 

The  death  of  poor  John  Butley  fotmd  doe  place  in  (he 
obituary  of  "literary  men."  Admirers,  unknown  be- 
fore, came  forward  and  subscribed  for  a  handaome  monn- 
ment  to  his  memory  in  Kenaal  Oreen.  They  would 
have  sabacribed  for  the  relief  of  his  widow  and  chit 
dien,  if  he  had  left  any.  Writers  in  magarines  thrivad 
for  some  months  on  coUections  of  his  humorous  sayings, 
anecdotes  of  his  eccentricities,  and  specimens  of  the 
eloquence  that  hod  lightened  through  tiie  tobaooo-ceelc 
ot  tavern  and  club-room.  Leonard  ultimately  made  a 
selectiou  from  his  scattered  writings,  which  found  plaea 
in  standard  libraries,  though  their  subjects  were  either 
of  too  fugitive  an  interest,  or  toeated  in  too  c^>rioioiis 
a  manner,  to  do  more  than  indicate  the  value  of  the  on 
had  it  been  puri&ed  from  its  dross  and  subjected  to  the 
art  of  the  mint.  These  specimens  could  not  ■"«■"**'" 
titeix  circulation  as  the  coined  money  of  Thoi^ht,  bat 
they  were  boarded  by  oollectors  as  rare  curiosities. 
Alas,  poor  Burley  1 

The  Pompleys  sustained  a  pecuniary  loss  by  the  crash 
of  a  railway  company,  in  which  the  Colonel  had  been 
induced  to  take  several  shares  by  one  of  his  wife's  most 
boasted  "  connection^ "  whose  estate  the  said  railway 
proposed  to  traverse,  on  paying  £400  an  acre,  in  that 
golden  age  when  railway  companies  respected  the  rights 
of  property.  The  Colonel  was  no  longer  able,  in  his 
own  country,  to  make  both  ends  meet  at  Christmas.  He 
is  now  straining  haid  to  achieve  that  feat  in  Boulogne, 
and  has  in  the  process  grown  so  red  in  the  face,  that 
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thoM  who  meet  him  in  hie  morning  walk  on  the  pier, 
bugKining  for  fiah,  shake  their  heade  and  eay,  "Old 
Pompley  will  go  off  in  a  fit  of  apoplexy;  a  gnat  lose  to 
eociety;  genteel  people  the  PompleyB, — ■  and  yeiy  highly 
'connected  1 ' " 

The  vacant^  created  in  the  boiongh  of  lAnsmere 
hy  Aadley  Egerton's  death,  was  filled  Tip  by  our  old 
soqountanee,  Hareril  Daahmoie,  who  had  miHacceas' 
fully  contested  that  seat  on  Egerton's  first  election. 
The  naval  officer  was  now  an  admiral,  and  perfectly 
reconciled  to  the  Constitution,  with  all  ite  alloy  of 
aristocracy. 

Dick  Avenel  did  not  retire  from  Parliament  so  soon 
as  he  had  anticipated.  He  was  not  able  to  persuade 
Leonard,  whose  brief  fever  of  political  ambition  was 
now  quenched  in  the  calm  fountain  of  the  Muse,  to 
supply  his  place  in  the  senate,  and  he  felt  that  the 
house  of  Arenel  needed  one  representatire.  He  OiMi- 
trived,  however,  to  devote,  for  the  first  year  or  two, 
mnch  more  of  his  time  to  his  intereste  at  Sorewstown 
than  to  the  a&ira  of  hie  country,  and  sncceeded  in 
baffling  the  over-competition  to  which  he  had  been 
subjected,  by  taking  the  competitor  into  partnership. 
Having  thns  secured  a  monopoly  at  Sorewstown,  Dick, 
of  course,  returned  with  great  ardor  to  his  former  en- 
lightened opinions  in  favor  of  free-trade.  He  remained 
some  years  in  Parliament;  and  though  far  too  shrewd 
to  venture  out  of  his  depth  as  an  orator,  diati&guished 
himself  so  much  by  his  exposure  of  "humbug"  on  an 
important  Committee,  ihaX  he  acquired  a  very  high  repu- 
tation as  a  man  of  business,  and  gradually  became  so  in 
request  amongst  all  members  who  moved  for  "  Select 
Committees,"  that  he  rose  into  consequence;  and  Mrs. 
Avenel,   courted  for  his  sake,  more  than   her  own. 
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obtained  the  wish  of  h«r  heart,  and  wm  recetred  m 
an  acknowleded  haiituie  into  the  ciicles  of  fifhi"™- 
Amidst  these  circlea,  hoverer,  Dick  found  that  hia  home 
entitelf  vanished;  and  when  he  came  home  from  the 
House  of  Commons,  tited  to  death,  at  two  in  the  morn- 
ing, diagosted  at  always  hearing  that  Mrs.  Avenel  wu 
not  yet  returned  from  some  fine  lady's  ball,  he  formed 
a  sudden  resolution  of  cutting  Parliament,  fashion,  and 
London  altogether;  —  withdrew  bis  capital,  now  very 
large,  from  his  business;  bought  the  remaining  estatea 
of  Squire  Thomhill;  and  his  chief  object  of  ambition 
is  in  endeaToring  to  coax  or  bully  out  of  their  holdings 
all  the  small  freeholders  lonnd,  who  had  enbdivided 
amongst  them,  into  poles  and  furlongs,  the  fated  in- 
heritanoe  of  Randal  Leslie.  An  excellent  jnstioe  of  the 
peaos,  though  more  severe  than  your  old  family  pro- 
prietors generally  are;  a  spirited  landlord,  as  to  enoonr- 
aging  and  making  at  a  proper  percentage,  all  permanent 
improvements  on  the  soil,  but  formidable  to  meet  if  die 
rent  be  not  paid  to  the  day,  or  the  least  breach  of  cove- 
nant be  heedlessly  incurred  on  a  farm  that  he  could  let 
for  more  money;  employing  a  great  many  hands  in  pro- 
ductive labor,  but  exacting  rigorously  from  all  the  utmost 
decree  of  work  at  the  smallest  rate  of  wages  which  com- 
petition, and  the  poor-rate  permit;  the  yonng  and  robust 
in  his  neighborhood  never  stinted  in  woA,  and  the  aged 
and  infirm,  as  lumber  worn  out,  stowed  away  in  tha 
workhouse;  —  Bichaid  Avsnel  holds  himself  an  exam- 
ple to  the  old  race  of  landlords;  and,  taken  altogether, 
is  no  very  bad  specimen  of  the  mral  civiliaeiB  whom 
the  application  of  spirit  and  capital  ruse  up  in  the  new. 

From  the  wrecks  of  Egerton's  fortune,  Hailey,  with 
the  aid  of  his  father's  experience  in  business,  could  not 
tucoeed  in  saving  for  the  statesman's  sole  child  and  heir 
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more  than  a  few  tlioiuuid  pounds ;  and  but  for  the  bonda 
and  bills  which,  when  meditating  revenge,  he  had  bought 
from  Levy,  and  afterwards  thrown  into  the  fire,  —  pay 
ii^;  dear  for  that  detestable  whistle,  — even  this  surplns 
would  not  have  been  forthcoming. 

Harley  privately  paid  out  of  his  own  fortune  the 
£5000  Egerton  had  bequeathed  to  Leslie;  perhaps  not 
Sony,  now  that  the  stem  du^  of  exposing  the  false 
wiles  of  the  schemer  was  fulfilled,  to  afford  some  com- 
pensation even  to  the  victim  who  had  so  richly  deserved 
his&te;  and  pleased,  though  mournfully,  to  comply  with 
the  solemn  request  of  the  friend  whose  offence  was  for- 
gotten in  the  remoTBeful  memory  of  his  own  projects  ol 
revenge. 

Leonard's  birth  and  identity  were  easily  proved,  and 
no  one  appeared  to  dispute  them.  The  balance  due  to 
him  SB  his  father's  heir,  together  with  the  mm  Avenel 
ultimately  paid  to  him  for  the  pat«nt  of  his  invention, 
and  the  dowry  which  Harley  insisted  upon  bestowing 
on  Helen,  amounted  to  that  happy  competenoe  which 
escapes  alike  the  anxieties  of  poverty  and  (what  to  one 
of  contemplative  tastee  and  retired  habits  are  often  more 
iikaome  to  bear)  the  show  and  responsibilities  of  wealth. 
His  father's  death  made  a  deep  impression  upon  Leon- 
ard's mind;  but  the  discovery  that  he  owed  hie  bii^  to 
a  statesman  of  so  great  a  repute,  and  occnpying  a  posi- 
tion in  society  so  conspicuous,  contributed  not  to  con- 
firm, but  to  still  the  ambition  which  had  for  a  short  time 
diverted  him  from  his  mora  serene  aspirations.  He  had 
no  longer  to  win  a  rank  which  might  equal  Helen's.  He 
had  no  longer  a  parent,  whoee  affections  might  be  best 
won  through  pride.  The  memories  of  his  earlier  peasant- 
life,  and  his  love  for  retirement,  —  in  which  habit  eon- 
firmed  the  constituti(mal  tendency,  —  made  him  shrink 
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{torn  what  a  more  worldly  uature  would  havo  conridend 
Urn  enviable  adTsntages  of  a  name  that  aeciire  the  en- 
trance into  the  loftiest  aphere  of  our  aocial  world.  He 
wanted  not  that  name  to  assiet  his  own  path  to  a  nnk  foz 
more  durable  than  that  which  kings  can  confer.  And 
■till  he  retained  in  the  works  hs  bad  published,  and  still 
be  proposed  to  bestow  on  the  works  more  ambitious  that 
he  had  in  leisure  and  competence  the  fscilities  to  de- 
sign wi^l  care  and  completo  with  patience,  the  name  he 
had  himself  invented,  and  linked  with  the  memory  of 
the  low-born  motber.  Therefore,  tbongh  there  was  some 
wonder,  in  drawing-rooms  and  clubs,  at  the  news  of  Eger- 
ton's  fint  uaacknowledged  marriage,  and  some  corioeitT 
expressed  as  to  what  the  son  of  that  marriage  might  do, 
—and  gnat  men  were  prepared  to  welcome,  and  fine 
Udies  to  invito  and  bring  out,  the  bair  to  the  states- 
man's grave  reputo,  —  yet  wondsr  and  curiosity  soon 
died  away;  the  repnto  soon  passed  out  of  dato,  and  ito 
heir  was  soon  forgotten.  Politicians  who  fall  short  of 
the  highest  renown  ore  like  actors; — no  applanse  is  so 
vivid  while  tbey  are  on  the  stage;  no  oblivion  so  com- 
pleto when  the  ourtain  foils  on  the  lost  farewell. 

Leonard  saw  a  fair  tomb  rise  above  Xota's  grave,  and 
on  the  tomb  was  engraved  the  word  of  wtrs,  which  vin- 
dicated her  beloved  memory.  He  felt  the  warm  emiaaoe 
of  Nora's  mother,  no  lot^er  ashamed  to  own  her  grand- 
child ;  and  even  old  John  was  made  sensible  that  a  secret 
weight  of  sorrow  wss  token  from  his  wife's  stem,  silent 
heart.  Leaning  on  Leonud's  arm,  the  old  man  gased 
wistfully  on  Nora's  tomb,  and  muttering,  "  EgertonI 
Egertonl  'Leonora,  the  first  wife  of  the  Bight  Honor- 
able Audley  Egertonl  '  Ha!  I  voted  for  him.  SIm 
married  the  right  color.  Is  that  the  datot  Is  it  bo 
long  since  she  died!    Well,  well!    I  miss  her  sadly. 
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Btit  wife  layB  we  shall  boUi  now  see  het  soon;  and  wife 
once  thought  we  should  nerer  see  her  again,— never ; 
bat  I  always  knew  better.  Thank  yoa,  sir.  I'm  a 
poor  creature,  but  these  teats  don't  pain  me,  ^qnite 
otherwise.  I  don't  know  why,  but  I  'm  very  happy. 
Where's  my  old  woman t  She  does  not  mind  how 
much  I  talk  about  Nora  now.  Oh,  there  she  is  I  Thank 
yon,  sir,  humbly  1  but  I  'd  rather  lean  on  my  old  woman, 
—  I'm  more  used  to  it;  and — wife,  when  ehall  we  go 
to  NoraT" 

Leonard  had  brought  Mrs.  Fairfield  to  see  her  parents, 
and  Ui8.  Avenel  welcomed  her  with  unlooked-for  kind- 
ness. The  name  inscribed  upon  Nora's  tomb  softened 
the  mother's  heart  to  her  surviving  daughter.  As  poor 
John  had  said,  "  She  could  now  talk  about  Kora; "  and 
in  that  talk,  she  and  the  child  she  had  so  long  neglected 
discovered  bow  much  they  had  in  common.  So  when, 
shortly  after  bis  marriage  with  Helen,  Leonard  went 
abroad,  Jane  Fairfield  remained  with  the  old  couple. 
After  their  death,  which  was  within  a  day  of  each  other, 
she  refused,  perhaps  from  pride,  to  take  up  her  residence 
with  Leonard,  but  she  settled  near  ^le  home  which  he 
Bubaequently  found  in  England.  Leonard  remained 
abroad  for  some  years.  A  quiet  observer  of  the  vari- 
ous manners  and  intellectual  development  of  living 
races;  a  rq)t  and  musing  student  of  the  monuments 
that  revive  the  deed,  —  his  experience  of  mankind  grew 
large  in  silence,  and  hie  perceptions  of  the  sublime  and 
beautifnl  brightened  into  tranquil  art  under  tbeir  native 
skies. 

On  his  return  to  England,  he  purchased  a  small  house 
amidst  the  moat  beautiful  scenes  of  Devonshire,  and 
there  patiently  commenced  a  work  in  which  be  designed 
tc  bequeath  to  his  country  hie  noblest  tbougbts  in  tbeil 
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fairest  fbrnu.  Some  men  best  deTBlop  their  ideu  by 
constant  exercise ;  their  thoughts  spring  from  their  brain 
Teady-armed,  and  seek,  like  the  faUed  goddess,  to  take 
constant  part  in  the  wars  of  men.  And  such  are,  per- 
haps, on  the  whole,  the  most  vigorous  and  loft;  writers; 
but  Leonard  did  not  belong  to  this  class.  Sweetnees 
and  serenity  were  the  main  characterietics  of  his  genioB; 
and  these  were  deepened  by  his  profound  sense  of  his 
domestic  happiness.  To  wander  alone  with  Helen  bf 
the  banks  of  the  murmurouB  rirgr;  tc  gaze  with  her  on 
the  deep  still  sea;  to  feel  that  his  thoughte,  even  when 
most  silent,  were  comprehended  by  the  intuition  of  lore, 
and  reflected  on  that  translucent  sympathy  so  yearned 
for,  and  so  rarely  found  by  poets,  —  these  were  the  Sab- 
baths of  his  soul,  necessary  to  fit  him  for  its  labors^  for 
the  Writer  has  this  advantage  over  other  men,  that  his 
repose  is  not  indolence.  His  duties,  rightly  fulfilled, 
are  discharged  to  earth  and  men  in  other  capacities  than 
those  of  action.  If  he  ie  not  seen  among  those  who  act, 
he  is  all  the  while  matnriDg  some  noissleas  influence, 
which  will  guide  or  illumine,  civilise  or  elevate  the 
restless  men  whose  noblest  actions  are  but  the  obedient 
agencies  of  the  thoughts  of  writen.  Call  not,  then,  the 
Foet  whom  we  place  amidst  the  Yarieties  of  Life,  tiie 
sybarite  of  literary  ease,  if  retuming  on  summer  eves, 
Helen's  light  footstep  by  his  muaing  side,  he  greets  his 
sequestered  home,  with  its  trellised  flowers  smiling  oat 
from  amidst  the  lonely  cliffii  in  which  it  is  embedded; 
while  lovers  still,  though  wedded  long,  they  torn  to  each 
other  with  such  deep  joy  in  their  speaking  eyes,  grateful 
that  the  world,  with  its  various  distractions  and  noisy 
conflicts,  lies  so  far  from  their  actual  existence,  —  only 
united  to  them  by  the  happy  link  that  the  writer  weaves 
invisibly  with  the  hearts  that  he  mores  and  the  souls 
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that  he  inapireB.  JHo  I  Cbusoter  and  ctrcomatatioe  alike 
Tmfitted  Leonard  for  the  etrife  of  the  thronged  literarjr 
demooiacy,  —  they  led  towards  the  development  of  the 
gentler  and  purei  portions  of  hia  nature ;  to  the  gradual 
BnppreBBion  of  the  more  combatiTe  and  tnrbnlant.  Ths 
influence  of  the  happy  light  under  which  his  genios  eo 
silently  and  calmly  grew,  waa  seen  in  the  exqaieite  har- 
mony of  its  colors,  rather  than  the  gorgeous  diversitin 
of  their  glow.  Hie  contemplation,  intent  npon  objecta 
of  peaceful  heanty,  and  undisturbed  by  rode  anxietiee  and 
vehement  passions,  suggested  only  kiudiod  reprodoctionB 
to  the  cieatiTB  faculty  by  which  it  waa  yivifled)  bo  that 
the  whole  man  was  not  only  a  poet,  but,  as  it  were,  a 
poem,  —  a  liTing  idyl,  calling  into  pastoral  mneio  erery 
reed  that  sighed  and  trembled  along  the  stream  of  life. 
And  Helen  was  so  suited  to  a  nature  of  this  kind;  afae 
so  guarded  the  ideal  existence  in  which  it  breathes!  All 
the  little  cares  and  troubles  of  the  common  practical  life 
she  appropriated  so  quietly  to  herself,  —  the  stronger  of 
the  two,  as  should  be  a  poet's  wife,  in  the  neoessary 
household  Tirtues  of  prudence  and  forethought.  Thus, 
if  the  man's  genius  mode  the  home  a  temple,  the  woman's 
wiadom  gave  to  the  temple  the  secnrity  of  the  fortress. 
They  have  only  one  child,  —  a  girl;  they  call  her  Nora. 
She  has  the  father's  soul-lit  eyes,  and  the  mother's 
warm  human  smile.  She  assists  Helen  in  the  morn- 
ing's noiseless  domestic  duties;  she  sita  in  the  OTening 
at  Leonard's  feet,  while  he  reads  or  writes.  In  each 
light  grief  of  childhood  she  steals  to  the  mother's  knee; 
hut  in  each  young  impulse  of  delight,  or  each  brighter 
flash  of  pn^ressive  reason,  she  springs  to  the  father's 
breast.  Sweet  Helen,  thou  hast  taught  her  this,  taking 
to  thyself  the  shadows  even  of  thine  infant's  life,  and 
leaving  to  thy  partner's  eyes  only  ita  loey  ligbtl 
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But  not  hero  ahall  this  pinture  of  Helen  doee.  Even 
Uie  ideal  can  only  complete  its  poipoae  by  connectitm 
with  the  real.  Even  in  solitude  the  writer  muat  depend 
apon  mankind. 

Letmard,  at  last,  has  completed  the  work  which  has 
been  the  joy  and  the  labor  of  so  many  yeara,  —  the  woik 
which  he  regards  as  the  flower  of  all  his  spiritual  being, 
and  to  which  he  has  committed  all  the  hopes  that  anit« 
the  creatiure  of  to-day  with  the  generations  of  the  futnie. 
The  work  has  gone  through  the  press;  each  line  lin- 
gered over  with  the  elaborate  patience  of  the  artist, 
loathe  to  part  with  the  thought  be  has  sculptured  into 
form,  while  an  improving  touch  con  be  imparted  by  the 
chisel.  He  has  accepted  an  invitation  from  Norreye. 
In  the  restless  excitement  (strange  to  him,  since  bis  fiist 
happy  maiden  efibrt) ,  he  has  gone  to  London.  Unreeog- 
nised  in  the  huge  metropolis,  he  has  watohed  to  see  if 
the  world  acknowledge  the  new  tie  he  has  woven  be* 
tween  its  busy  life  and  his  secluded  toil.  And  the 
work  came  out  in  an  unpropitioos  hour;  other  things 
were  occupying  the  public ;  the  world  was  not  at  leisuie 
to  heed  him,  and  the  book  did  not  penetrate  into  the 
great  circle  of  isadera.  But  a  savage  critic  had  seised 
on  it,  and  mangled,  distorted,  deformed  it,  confounding 
together  defect  and  beauty  in  one  mocking  ridicule ;  and 
the  beauties  have  not  yet  found  an  exponent  nor  the 
defects  a  defender;  and  the  pnblieher  shakes  his  bead, 
points  to  groaning  shelves,  and  delicately  bints  that  the 
work  which  was  to  be  the  epitome  of  tiie  sacred  life 
within  life,  does  not  hit  the  taste  of  the  day.  Leonard 
thinks  over  the  years  that  his  still  labor  has  cost  him, 
and  knows  that  he  has  exhausted  the  nchest  mines  of 
his  intellect,  and  that  long  years  will  elapse  before  he 
can  recruit  that  capitel  of   ideas  which  is  necessary 
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to  sink  new  shafts,  and  bring  to  light  fresh  ore;  and 
tba  deep  despondency  of  intellect,  fniBtrat«d  in  its  high- 
est  aims,  has  eeiied  him,  and  all  he  has  before  done  is 
inTolTsd  in  failure  by  the  defeat  of  the  crowning  effort. 
Failure^  and  irrecoverable ,  seems  hia  whole  ambition  as 
writer;  his  whole  existence  in  the  fair  ideal  seema  to 
hare  been  a  profitless  dream,  and  tiie  face  of  the  ideal 
itaelf  is  obscured.  And  even  Norreys  frankly,  thoi^h 
kindly,  intimates  that  the  life  of  a  metropolis  is  eesen* 
tiol  to  the  healthful  intuition  of  a  writer  in  the  Intel* 
leotoal  wants  of  his  age ;  since  BTsry  great  writer  supplies 
a  want  in  his  own  generation,  for  some  feeling  to  be 
announced,  some  truth  to  be  revealed;  and  as  this 
maxim  is  generally  sound,  as  most  great  writen  have 
lived  in  cities,  Leonard  dares  not  dwell  on  Uie  ezoep- 
tiona;  it  is  only  snccese  that  justifies  the  attempt  to  be 
an  exception  to  tiie  common  rule;  and  with  the  blunt 
manhood  of  his  nature,  which  is  not  a  poet's,  Korreys 
sums  up  with,  "What  thent  One  experiment  has 
^led;  fit  your  life  to  yoar  genius,  and  try  again." 
Try  again!  Easy  counsel  enough  to  the  man  of  ready 
resource  and  quick  combative  mind;  but  to  Lecmard, 
how  hard  and  how  harsh!  "Fit  his  life  to  his  genius!  " 
— renounce  contemplation  and  Nature  for  the  jostle  of 
Oxford  Street  I  —  would  that  life  not  scare  away  the 
genius  forever!  Perplexed  and  despondent,  thou^ 
still  struggling  for  fortitude,  he  returns  to  his  home, 
and  there  at  his  hearth  awaits  ttie  Soother,  and  there 
is  the  voice  that  repeats  the  passages  most  beloved,  and 
prophesies  so  confidently  of  future  fome ;  and  gradually 
all  around  smiles  from  the  smile  ot  Helen.  And  the 
profound  conviction  that  Heaven  places  human  happi- 
ness beyond  the  reach  of  the  world's  contempt  or  praise, 
circuUtes  through  his  system,  and  restores   ite  serene 
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oalm.  And  he  feels  that  the  du^  of  tha  intellect  is  to 
aecompliah  and  perfect  iteelf,  —  to  harmoniie  it^  sonndB 
into  tmiBic  that  may  be  heard  in  Hearen,  thoagh  it 
wake  not  an  echo  on  the  earth.  If  thia  be  done,  as 
with  some  men,  best  amidst  the  din  and  the  diaoard, 
be  it  so;  if,  as  with  him,  best  in  silence,  be  it  so  too. 
And  the  next  day  be  reclines  with  ^len  by  the  sea- 
diore,  gaeiiig  calmly  as  befoie  on  ttie  measnieless,  sunlit 
ocean;  and  Helen,  looking  into  his  face,  sees  tiiat  it  is 
Honlit  as  the  deep.  His  hand  steals  within  her  own,  in 
the  giatitude  that  endeais  beyond  the  power  of  passion, 
and  he  murmurs  gently,  "Blessed  be  the  woman  who 


The  work  found  its  way  at  length  into  fame,  and  the 
fame  sent  its  voices  loud  to  the  poet's  home.  But  the 
applause  of  the  world  had  not  a  sound  so  sweet  to  his 
ear,  as  when,  in  doubt,  humiliation,  and  sadness,  the  Hps 
of  his  Helen  had  whispered,  "Hope I  and  believe, ' 

Side  by  side  with  this  picture  of  Woman  the  Ccoi- 
soler,  let  me  place  the  companion  sketch.  Harley 
L'Estrange,  shortly  aftoi  hie  marriage  with  Violanto, 
had  been  induced,  whether  at  his  bride's  persuasions, 
01  to  dissipate  the  shadow  with  which  Egetton's  death 
still  clouded  his  wedded  felicity,  to  accept  a  temporary 
mission,  balf  militAiy,  half  civil,  to  one  of  oar  colonies. 
On  this  misflion  he  had  evinced  so  much  abili,ty,  and 
achieved  ao  signal  a  success,  that  on  his  return  to  Eng- 
land he  was  raised  to  the  peerage,  while  his  father  yet 
lived  to  rejoice  that  the  son  who  would  succeed  to  his 
honors  had  achieved  the  nobler  dignity  of  honors,  not 
inherited,  but  won.  High  expectations  were  formed  of 
Harley's  parliamentaiy  success;  but  he  saw  that  such 
success,  to  be  durable,  must  found  itself  on  the  knowl* 
edge  of  wearisome  details,  and  the  study  of  that  piscti- 
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cal  busin'esB,  vhicb  janed  on  bis  testes,  though  it  suited 
his  talents.  Harlej  had  been  indolent  for  so  many 
years,  —  and  there  is  eo  much  to  make  indolence  capti- 
vating to  a  man  whose  rank  is  seemed,  who  has  nothing 
to  ask  from  fortune,  and  who  finds  at  his  home  no  cares 
from  which  he  seeks  a  distraction ;  —  so  he  laughed  at 
ambition  in  tbe  wbim  of  bis  delightful  bumoTS,  and 
the  expectations  formed  from  bia  diplomatic  triumph 
died  away.  But  then  came  one  of  tboee  political  crises 
in  which  men  ordinarily  indifferent  to  politics  roose 
themselves  to  tbe  recollection,  that  tbe  ezperimeat  of 
legislation  is  not  made  upon  dead  matter,  but  on  tbe 
living  form  of  a  noble  country.  And  in  both  Houses  of 
Parliament  tbe  strength  of  party  is  put  forth. 

It  is  a  lovely  day  in  spring,  and  Harley  is  seated  by 
the  window  of  hia  old  room  at  Enightehridge,  —  now 
glancing  to  tbe  lively  green  of  the  budding  trees;  now 
idling  with  Xero,  who,  tbougb  in  canine  old  age,  en- 
joys the  sun  like  his  master;  now  repeating  to  himaelt, 
as  he  tarns  over  the  leaves  of  his  favorite  Horaoe,  some 
of  those  lines  that  makes  the  shortness  of  lifs  the  excuse 
for  seizing  its  pleasures  and  eluding  ite  fetigues,  which 
form  the  staple  morali^  of  the  polished  epicurean;  — 
and  Violante  (into  what  glorious  beauty  ber  maiden 
bloom  has  matured!)  comes  softly  into  tbe  room,  seats 
herself  on  a  low  stool  beside  him,  leaning  her  face  on 
her  hands,  and  looking  up  at  him  through  her  dark, 
clear,  spiritual  eyes;  and  as  she  continuee  to  speak,  grad- 
ually a  change  comee  over  Harley's  aspect,  — gradually 
the  brow  grows  thoughtful ,  and  the  lips  lose  tbeir  play- 
ful smile.  There  is  no  hateful  assumption  of  the 
woutd-be  "superior  woman;"  no  formal  remonstrance; 
no  lecture;  no  homily  which  grates  upon  mascolins 
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pride,  bat  tlie  high  theme  and  the  eloquent  words  ele- 
vate unccaeciouely  of  themBelveB,  and  the  Horace  ia  laid 
aside;  a  Parliamentar;  Blue  Book  has  been,  by  some 
nurret  or  other,  coi^jiued  there  in  ita  stead,  —  and  Vio- 
lante  noir  moves  away  as  softly  as  she  entered.  Harley's 
hand  detains  her. 

"2^ot  so.  Share  the  task,  or  I  quit  it.  Here  is  an 
extract  I  condemn  you  to  copy.  I>o  yon  think  I  wonld 
go  through  this  labor  if  you  were  not  to  halve  the  snc- 
oese  T  —  halve  the  labor  as  well  I " 

And  Yiolante,  oveijoyed,  kisses  away  the  implied 
rebnke,  and  site  down  to  work,  bo  demure  and  so  proud 
by  his  aide.  I  do  not  know  if  Harley  m^de  much  way 
in  the  Blue  Book  that  morning;  but  a  little  time  after 
he  spoke  in  die  Lords,  and  surpassed  all  that  the  most 
sanguine  had  hoped  from  his  talents.  The  sweetness  of 
fame  and  the  consciousnese  of  utility  once  fully  tasted 
Harley's  consummatiou  of  his  proper  destinies  was  se- 
cure. A  year  later,  and  his  voice  was  one  of  the  influ- 
ences of  FngUtiH  His  boyish  love  of  glory  revived: 
no  longer  vague  and  dreamy,  but  ennobled  into  patriot- 
ism, and  strengthened  into  purpose.  One  night,  after 
a  signal  triumph,  he  returned  home  with  his  father, 
who  bad  witnessed  it,  and  Violante' — who,  all  lovely, 
all  brilliant  though  she  was,  never  went  forth  in  her 
lord's  absence,  to  lower,  among  fops  and  flatterers,  the 
dignity  of  the  name  she  so  aspired  to  raise  —  sprang  to 
meet  him.  Harley's  eldest  son  — a  boy  yet  in  the  nur- 
sery—  had  been  kept  up  later  than  usual;  perhaps  Yio- 
lante had  anticipated  her  husband's  triumph,  and  wished 
the  son  to  share  it.  The  old  Earl  beckoned  the  child 
to  him,  and  laying  his  hand  on  the  infant's  curly  locks, 
said  with  unusual  seriousness,  — 
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*'lCf  boy,  jaa  may  see  ttonfaled  times  in  Englsnd 
befcMfl  these  haira  are  as  gray  as  mine ;  and  yom  stake 
in  England's  h<mor  and  peace  will  be  great.  Heed 
this  hint  from  an  old  man  who  had  no  talent*  to  make 
a  noise  in  the  world,  but  who  yet  has  been  of  some  use 
in  his  genentios.  Neither  sounding  titles,  nor  wide 
lands,  noi  fine  abilities,  will  give  yon  leal  joy,  unless 
yon  bold  yourself  responsible  for  ^I  to  jour  God  and 
to  your  country;  and  when  you  are  tempted  to  believe 
that  the  gifts  you  may  inherit  from  both  entail  no 
duties,  or  that  duties  are  at  war  with  true  pleaaoie, 
remember  how  I  placed  you  in  your  other's  anns,  and 
said, '  Let  him  be  as  proud  of  you  some  day,  as  I  at  thia 
hour  am  of  him.'" 

The  boy  clung  to  his  other's  breast,  and  said  man- 
fully, "  I  will  try  I "  Harley  bent  his  fair  smooth  brow 
over  the  young  earnest  face,  and  said  softly,  "  Your 
mother  speaks  in  you  I " 

Then  the  old  Countess,  who  had  remained  silent  and 
listening  on  her  elbow-chair,  rose  and  kissed  the  Earl's 
hand  reverently.  Perhaps  in  ttiat  kiss  there  ma  the 
repentant  consciousness  how  far  the  active  goodness  she 
had  often  secretly  undervalued  had  exceeded,  in  its 
fruits,  her  own  cold,  unproductive  powers  of  wil!  and 
mind.  Then,  passing  on  to  Harley,  her  brow  grew 
elat*,  and  the  pride  returned  to  her  eye. 

"At  last,"  she  said,  laying  on  his  shoulder  that  light 
firm  hand,  from  which  he  no  longer  shrunk,  — "at  last, 
0  my  noble  son,  you  have  fulfilled  all  the  promise  of 
your  youth  1 " 

"  If  so,"  answered  Harley, "  it  is  because  I  have  found 
what  I  then  sought  in  vain."  He  drew  his  arm  around 
Violante,  and  added,  with  half  tender,  half  solemn  smile, 
"Blessed  is  the  woman  who  ezaltsl " 
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